


THE 


MAKRLAGE OF WILEIAM ASHE 



Thi& Kdiiion is intended Jor cu cuhfiunt in India 
and the Colcities onlv 




LADV KIT I V BRISTOI, 


/* j IV /ce 

iSiit /«<■<• 











THE MAEEIAGE 

01 

WILLIAM. ASHE 


BY 

MKS. HQMPHEy WARD 


WITH II.UUSTRATIONS SV AUBERT STERNER 


Xon^on 

MACMILLAN AND CO. Limited 

1905 


Ko m 




TO 

D, M. W. 

DAUGHTER AND FRIEND 

I INSCRIBE THIS BOOK 


Inarch 190i> 




gentle Reader, 

There are f^liosts amid the company that 
will greet yon in this tale, ghosts of men and women 
well known to an earlier Isngland. Some few of 
their long-past sayings and doings may be dimly 
recalled to you by the sayings and doings of poisons 
you will meet m these pages It -^o, let me le- 
inind you that all lhat has boon may bo again, 
and that the present, whether it be a present of 
reality or of imagination, is ponuinially fed from 
the sources and stimulated by the records of the 
past. 
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PART T 

ACQUAINTANCE 

‘ Just oblige me and <ouch 

With your scourge that minx Chloc, but don’t hint her much ! ' 


B 




CHAPTEB I 


'He ought to be here/ said Lady Tranmore, a& she 
turned away from the window'. 

Mary Lyster laid down her work. It was a fine piece 
of church embroidery, which, seeing that it had been 
designed for her by no less a person than Mr. Burne> 
Jones himself, made her the envy of her Fre-Eapiiaelite 
friends. 

Yes indeed. You made out there was a train about 
tw'elve.’ 

' Certainly. They can’t have taken more than an 
hour to speechify after the declaration of the poll. And 
I know William meant to catch that train if he possibly 
could.' 

‘ And take his seat this evening ?’ 

Lady Tranmore nodded. She moved restlessly about 
the room, fidgeting with a book here and there, and 
evidently full of thoughts. Mary Lyster watched her a 
little longer, then quietly took up her work again. Her 
air of well-bred sympatl^, the met^sured ease of her 
movements, contrasted with Lady Tranmore's impatience. 
Yet in truth she was listening no less sharply than her 
compaihibn to the sounds in the street outside. 

Lady Tranmore made her way to the window, and 
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stood there looking out on the park. It was the week 
before Easter, and the plane-trees were not yet in leaf. 
But a few thorns inside the park railings were already 
lavishly green and there was a glitter of spring flowers 
beside the park walks, not showing, however, in such 
glorious abundance as became the fashion a few years 
later. It was a mild afternoon and the drive was full of 
carriages. From the bow-window of the old irregular 
house in which she stood, Lady Tranmore could watch 
the throng passing d!nd re-passing, could see also the 
traffic in Park Lane on either side. London, from this 
point of siglit, wore i- cheerful friendly air. The dim 
sunshine, the white clo'^ded sky, the touches of reviving 
green and flowers, the soft air blowing in from a farther 
window which was open, brought with them impressions 
of spring, of promise, and re-birth, which insensibly 
affected Lady Tranmore. 

‘ Well, I w'onder vrhat William will do, this time, in 
Parliament’’ she said, as she dropped again into her 
seat by the fire, and began to cut the pages of a new 
book. 

‘ He is sure to do extremely well,’ said Miss Lyster. 

Lady Tranmore shrugged her shoulders. ‘ My dear— 
do you know tliat William has been for eight years— 
since he left Trinity—one of the idlest young men alive?’ 

‘ He had one brief! ’ 

‘ Yes—somewhere in the country—where all the 
juniors get one in turn,' said Lady Tranmore. ‘ That 
was the year he was so keen and weal on circuit, 
and never missed a sessions. Next year notliing would 
induce him to stir^out of to^. What has he done 
with himself all these eight years ? I can’t imagine.’ 

* He 'has grown—uncommonly hand.9ome,’ said Mary 
Lyster, with a momentary hesitation as she threaded her 
needle afresh. 
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'I nover remember him anything else/ said Lady 
Tranmore. ' All the artists who came here and to 
Narrdways wanted to paint him. I used to think it 
would make him a spoilt little ape. But nothing spoilt 
him.' 

Miss Lyster smiled. ‘ You know, Cousin Elizabeth— 
and you may as well confess it at once !—that you 
think him the ablest, handsomest, and charmingest 
of men! ’ 

‘ Of course I do/ said Lady Tranmore calmly. ‘ I 
am certain, moreover—now—that he will be Prime Minis¬ 
ter. And as for idleness, that, of course, is only a fsbqon 
de parler. He has worked hard enough at the things 
which please him.’ 

‘ There'—you see ! ’ said Mary Lyster, laughing. 

‘ Not politics anyway,’ said tile elder lady reflectively. 
‘ He went into the House to please me, because I was a 
fool and wanted to see him there. But I must say when 
his constituents turned him out last year I thought they 
would have been a mean-spirited set if they hadn't. They 
knew very well he’d never done a stroke for them. 
Attendances—divisions—perfectly scandalous ! ’ 

‘ Well here he is, in triumphantly for somewhere else— 
with all sorts of delightful prospects 1 ’ 

Lady Tranmore sighed. Her white fingers paused in 
their task. 

‘ That, of course, is because—now—he’s a personage. 
Everything ’ll be made easy for him now. My dear 
Mary—they talk of England’s being a democracy ! ’ 

The speaker raised her handsome shoulders; then, as 
though to shake th(^ughts of loss and grief which 
had suddenly assailecf her, she abruptly changed the 
subject. 

* Well—work or no work—the first thing we've got to 
do is to marry him.' 



. Jtsut bot %b^ fiii^^|[j^4z»mor 

she deti 00 i in Mj»i^ I^yater’s 
Thero \^8} po tdply to hoc rozuhilc. * 

‘Doai't you ag^oe> ?olIy?* said Lady Shfauindfe, 
smiling. “ 

Her smile—which still gave great beaiit;y to her face— 
was charming, hut a httle sly, as ot|se^i!i^ her 
CotQpamon- 

* \7hy, of course,* »5d 

to one si^e, that she ncught }udge the effect o£ j^reen 
shades she had put fp. ' But that surely W^cbe 
made easy foi hiip too' 

*Well, after all, thf girls can’t propose I And I 
never saw him take any interest in a girl yet—oqtrade 
his own family, of course,’ added Itady jE^anmore hastily. 

* No—he does certainly devote hm^elf to the matii^ 
women,’ replied Miss Lyster in the hajlffabsent tone of 
one more truly interested in her embroidery than in the 
conversation 

*He would sooner have an hotu: with Madam64’£jsttite$ 
than a week with the prettiest miss in London. 
quite true, but t vow it’s the girls’ own ffrodtl l!|key 
should stand on their dignity*-;^uh >the grediftnres I 
In my young days'—’ ^ 

* Ah, there wasn’t a glut of US then,* said Msiy <M^mly ' 

‘ Listen 1 ’—^she held up her hand. « 

* Yes,’ said Lkdy Tranmore, sponging up. 'ifhere 
he is.’ 

t _ V 

I She stood waiUug. The door ffeW'i^pen, aiod m hame 
Aiall young man. 

^ * William, how late you are k’^said j^dy Tranmore as 
i^ie^ffew^into his arms 

^ - * Wellr mother, are yon pleased s .. N 

per son held her at arm’s lengthy 
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*0f course T am/ said Lady Tranmore. ‘And 
you—f* re you horribly tired ?' 

‘ Not a bit. Ah, Mary!—how do you do ?' 

Miss Lyster had risen, and the cousins shook hands. 

‘But I don’t deny it’s very jolly to come back—out of 
all that beastly scrimmage,’ said the now member, as 
ho threw himself into an arrncliair by the lire with his 
hands behind his head, while Lady Tranmore prepared 
him a cup of tea. 

‘ I expect you’ve enjoyed it,' said Miss Lyster, also 
moving towards the fire. 

‘ "Well, when you’re in it there’s a certain excite¬ 
ment in wondering how you’re going to como out of it! 
But one might say that, of course, of the infernal 
regions.’ 

‘Not quite,’ said Mary Lyster, smiling demurely. 

‘ Polly! you arc a Tory. Evervhodv else’s hell has 
moved—hut yours ’ Thank yon, mother,' as Lady Tran- 
rnore gave him tea. Then, stretching out his groat frame 
in lazy satisfaction, ho turned his brown eyes from one 
lady to the other. ‘ I say, mother, I haven’t seen anything 
as good-looking as yon—or Polly tliore, if she'll forgive 
mo-—for weeks.’ 

‘ Hold your tongue, goose,’ said his mother as she 
replenished the teapot, ' ^^'hat—there were no pretty 
girls—not one ?' 

‘Well, they didn't come my way,' said William, con¬ 
tentedly munching at bread and 'iiitier. ‘ I have gone 
through all the usual humbug—an i perjured my soul in 
all the usual ways—without any consolation worth 
speaking of/ ^ 

‘ Don't talk nonsense, sir,’ said Lady Tranmore. ‘ You 
know you like speaking—and you like compliments—and 
you’ve had plenty of both.’ 

‘ You didn’t read mo, mothei 1 ’ 
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‘Didn’t J ? ’ she said, smiling. He groaned,—and took 
another piece of tea-cake. 

‘ My own family at least, don’t you think, might omit 
that ?’ 

‘ H’ai, sir—So you didn’t believe a word of your own 
speeches ? ’ said Lady Tranmore, as she stood behind him 
and smoothed his hair back from his forehead. 

‘ Well, who does?’ lie looked up gaily and kissed 
the tips of her lingers. 

‘ And it’s ill that spirit you’re going back into the 
House ? ’ Maiy Lyster threw him the question—with a 
slight pinching of the lips—as she resumed her work. 

‘ Spirit ? What I'o you mean, Polly? One plays the 
game of course,—and it has its moments—its hot corners 
so to speak—or I suppose no one would play it! ’ 

‘ And the goal ? ’ She lifted a gently disapproving 
face, in a movement which showed anew the large comeli¬ 
ness of head and neck. 

‘ Why !—to keep the otlier follows out, of course I ’ 
He lifted an arm anti dre\' his mother down to sit on the 
edge of his chair. 

‘ William, you're not to talk like that,’ said Ijady 
Tranmore decidedly—laying her cheek, however, against 
his hand the while. ‘ It was all very well when you 

were quite a free-lance—but now-Oh! never mind 

Mary—she’s discreet—and she knows all aboi t it.’ 

‘ What—that they’re thinking if giving me Hickson’s 
place Parham has just written to me—I found the 
letter downstairs—to ask me to go and see him.' 

* Oh! it’s come ? ’ said Lady Tranmore, with a start of 
pleasure. Lord Parham was th« J’rime Minister. ‘ Now 
don’t be a humbug, William, and pj et^nd you're not pleased. 
13ut you’ll have to work, mind' ’ She held up an ad¬ 
monishing fing.n-. ‘ You'll have to answer letters, mind ! 
—you'll have to keep appointments, mind! ’ 
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‘ Shall I ? . . . Ah I—Hudson- 

He turned. The butler was in the room. 

‘^is Lordship, my Lady, would like to see Mr. 
William before dinner if he could make it convenient,’ 

‘ Certainly, Hudson, certainly,’ said the young man. 
‘ Tell his Lordship I’ll lie witli him in ten minutes.’ 

Then, as the butler departed—‘ How’s father, mother ? ’ 

‘ Oh ! much as usual,’ said Lady Tranmore sadly. 

‘ And you ? ’ 

He laid his arm boyishly round her waist, and looked 
up at her, his handsome face all affection and life. Mary 
Lyster, observing them, thought them a lemarkable^pair— 
he, in the very jiriine and heyday of bnllianl youth, 
she so beautiful still, in spite of the filling-oul of middle 
life—which, indeed, ^vas at the moment somewhat toned 
and disguised liy the deep mourning, tlie sweeping crape 
and dull silk in which she was dressed. 

‘ I’m all right, dear,’ she said quietly, putting her hand 
on his shoulder. ‘ Now’, go on witli your tea. Mary— 
feed him ! I’ll go and talk to father till you come.’ 

She disappeared; and William Ashe approached his 
cousin. 

‘ She is better ? ’ he said, with an anxiety that became 
him. 

‘ Oh! yes. Your election has been eveiything to her 
—and your letters. You know how she adores you, 
William.’ 

Ashe drew a long breath. 

‘ Y’^es—isn’t it bad luck ?' 

' William! ’ 

‘ For her, I mean. , Because, yoif know—I can’t live 
up to it. I know it’s her doing—bless her!—that old 
Parham’s going to give me this thing. And it’s a perfect 
scandal 1 ’ 

‘ What nonsense, William 1 ’ 
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‘ It is I ’ he maintained, springing up, and standing 
before her, mth hia hands in his pockets. * They’re 
going to offer me the Under-Secretaryship for Foreign 
Affairs, and I shall take it, I suppose, and be thankful. 
And do you know ’— he dropped out the words with 
emphasis—‘ that I don’t a know a word of German—and 
I can’t talk to a Frenchman foi half an hour without 
disgracing mj’T^elf. ' There—that’s how we're governed 1' 

He stood staring at, her with his bright large eyes— 
amused, yet strangely detached,—as though he had very 
little to do with rhat he was talking about. 

Mary Lystor met his look in some bewilderment, 
conscious all the tinu' chat his neighbourhood was very 
agreeable and stirring. 

‘But everyone says—you speak so well on roreign 
^ subjects.’ 

‘ Well, any fool can get up a Blue Book. Only—luckily 
for me—all the fools don’t. That’s how I’ve scored some¬ 
times. Oh ! I don’t deny that,—I’ve scored ! ’ He thrust 
his hands deeper into his pockets, his -whole tall frame 
vibrant, as it seemed to her, with will and good-humour. 

‘And you’ll score .again,’ she said, smiling. 'You’re 
got a wonderful opportunity, William. That’s what the 
Bisliop says.’ 

‘ Much obliged to him * ’ 

Ashe looked down upon her ratlier oddly. 

‘ He told me he h.id never belie ed you were such an 
idler as other people thought you— that he felt sure you 
had great endowments, and that you would use them for 
the good of your country, and ’—she hesitated slightly— 
* of the Church. I*T^ish you'^ talk to him sometimes, 
Williaijn. He sees so clearly.’ 

‘ Oh I does he ? ’ said Ashe. 

Maiy had dropped her work, and her face—a little too 
broad, with features a tride too strongly marked—was 
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raised towards him. Its pale colour had passed into a 
shght^blush. But the more strenuous expression had 
somehow not added to her charm, and her voice had 
takOn a slightly nasal tono. 

Through the mind of William Ashe, as he stood 
looking down upon her, passed a multitude of flying 
impressions. Ho knew perfectly well that Mary Lyster 
was one of the maidens whom it would be possible for him to 
marry. His mother had never pressed her upon him, but 
she would certainly acquiesce. It would have been mere 
mock modesty on his part not to guess that Mary would 
probably not refuse him. And she was handsome, .well- 
provided, well-connected —oppressively so, indeed; a man 
might quail a little before her relations. Moreover, she 
and he bad always been good friends, even when as a boy 
he could not refrain from teasing her for a slow-coach. 
During his electoral weeks in the country the thought of 
‘ Polly' had often stolen kindlj upon his rare moments 
of peace. He must marry, of course. There w'as no 
particular excitement or romance about it. Now that his 
elder brother was dead, and he had liecome the heir, it 
simply had to be done. An*d Polly was very nice,—quite 
sweet-tempered and intelligent. She looked well, moved 
well, would fill the position fl,dmirably. 

Then, suddenly, as these half-thoughts rushed through 
his brain, a breath of something cold and distracting— 
a wind from the land of enmii —seemed to blow^ upon them 
and scatter them. Was it the mention of the Bishop— 
tiresome, pompous fellow—or her slightly pedantic tone 
—or' the infinitesimal hint of ‘ management ’ that her 
speech implied. Who, knows? But in that moment 
perhaps the scales of life inclined. 

* Much obliged to the Bishop,’ he repeated, walking up 
and down. ‘ I am afraid, however, I don’t take things as 
seriously as he does. Oh, I hope I shall behave decently— 
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but, good Lord, what a comedy it is! You know the sort 
of articles '—he turned towards her—‘ our papers will be 
writing to-iiiorrow on my appointment. They’ll make me 
out no end of a line fellow—you’ll see ! And, of course, 
the real truth is, as you and I know perfectly well, that if it 
hadn’t been for poor Freddie’s death—and mother—and her 
dinners—and the chaps who come here—I might have 
whistled for anything of the sort. And then I go down 
to Lrdmonham and stand as a Liberal, and get all the 
pious Badicals to work for me! It’s a humbugging 
world—isn’t ii ’ 

lie returned to th ' fireplace, and stood looking down 
upon her—grinning. 

Mary bad resumed her embroidery. She, too, was' 
dimly conscious ol soineihing disappointing. 

‘ Of course, if you choose to take it like that, you can,’ 
she said rather tartly. ‘ Of course, everything can be 
made ridiculous.' 

‘ Well, that’s a lilcasing, anyway ! ’ said Ashe, with 
his merry laugh. ‘ But look here, Mary, tell me about 
yourself. What have you been doing’’—dancing—riding, 
oh?’ 

He tlircw himself down beside her, and began an 
elder-brotherly cross-examination, which lasted till Lady 
Traninor'e returned and begged liiin to go at once to his 
father. 

When he returned to the drawnig-rooni, Aohe found 
his mother alone. It was growing dark, and she was 
sitting idle, her hands in her lap, waiting for him. 

‘ I must be off, dear,’ he said to her. ‘ You \Yon’t come 
down and see me tii^e my seat2’^ 

She shook her head. 

‘ I think not. What did you think of your father ?' 

‘ I don’t see much change,’ he said, hesitating. 

‘ No, he’s much the same.’ 
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‘ And you ? ’ He slid down on the sofa beside her, 
and threw his arm round her. ‘Have you been fretting?’ 

LSdy Tranmore made no reply. She was a self-con¬ 
tained woman, not readily moved to tears. But he felt 
her hand tremble as he pressed it. 

‘ I shan’t fret now ’—she said after a moment—‘ now 
that you’ve come back.’ 

Aslie’s face took a very soft and tender expression. 

‘ Mother, you know—you think a great deal too much 
of me,—you’re too ambitious for mo.’ 

She gave a sound between a laugh and a sob, and, 
raising her hands, she smoothed back his curly hair^ and 
held his face between them 

‘ When do you see 1 jord Pai ham ? ’ slie asked. 

‘ Eight o’clock—in his room at tlie House. I’ll send- 
you up a note.’ 

‘ You’ll be liome early ? ’ 

‘ No—don't wait for me.’ 

She dropped her liands, after giving him a kiss on the 
cheek. 

‘I know where you’re going ' It’s Madame d’Estr^es’ 
evening.’ 

‘ Well—you don’t object ’ 

‘ Object ? ’ She shrugged her shoulders. ‘ So long as 
it amuses you— You won’t find ow woman there to-night.’ 

‘Last time there w-ere two,’ ho said, smiling, as he 
rose from the sofa. 

‘ I know—Lady Quantock—and Mrs. Mallory. Now 
they’ve deserted her, I hear. What fresh gossip has 
turned up I don’t know. Ol’ course,’ she sighed, 

‘ I’ve been out of the w^^rld. But J believe there have 
been developments.’ 

‘ Well, I don't know anything about it—and 1 don’t 
think I want to know. She’s very agreeable, and one 
meets everybody there.' 
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‘ Everybody. Ungallant creature I ’ she said, giving a 
littie pull to his collar, the set of which did not please her. 

' Sorry I Mother I ’—his laughing eyes pursued her— 
‘ Do you want to marry me off directly ?—I know you do I ’ 

‘ I want nothing but what you yourself should want. 
Of course you must man'y.' 

‘ The young women don’t care twopence about me I 

‘ William !—be a bear if you hke, but not an idiot!' 

‘ T'erfectly true,' he declared ; ‘ not the dazzlers, and 
the high-fliers any way,—the only ones it would be an 
excitement to carry off.' 

‘ You know very well,' she said slowly, ‘ that now 
you might marry anj b ■ iy.’ 

He thiew his head back rather haughtily. 

' Oh! I w''asu’t thinking about money, and that kind 
of thing. W'ell, give me time, mother—don't hurry me ! 
And now I’d better stop talking nonsense, change my 
clothes, and be off. Good-bye, dear—you shall hear 
when the job's peipetrated!' 

‘William, really !--doii’t say these things—at least to 
anybody but me. Y’ou understand very well,'—she drew 
herself up rather finely—‘ that if I hadn’t known, in spite 
of your apparent idleness, you would do any work they set 
you to do, to your own credit and the country’s, I'd never 
have lifted a finger for you ! ’ 

William Ashe laughed out, 

‘Oh! intriguing mother!’ he sa:d, stooping again to 
kiss her—‘ So ycu admit you did it'' ’ 

He went off gaily, and she heard him flying up¬ 
stairs three steps at a time, as though he were still an 
untamed Eton boy, ^nd there v^ere no three weeks’ hard 
political fighting behind him, and no interview which 
might decide his life before him. 

He entered his own sitting-room on the second floor, 
shut the door behind him, and glanced round him with 
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delight. It waB a large room looking on a side strieet^ 
and obliquely to the park. Its walls were covered with 
bookt^books which almost at first sight betrayed to the 
accustomed eye that they were the familiar companions 
of a student. Almost every volume had long paper slips 
inside it, and when opened would have been found to 
contain notes and underlinings in a somewhat reckless 
and destructive abundance. A large table, also loaded 
untidily with books and papers, stood in the centre of 
the room; many of them were notebooks, stored with 
evidences of the most labonous and patient work; a 
Cambridge text lay beside them face downwards, as he 
had left it on departure. His mother’s housekeeper, 
who had been one of his best friends from babyhood, was. 
the only person allowed to dust his room,—but on the 
strict condition that she replaced everything as she 
found it. 

Ho took up the volume, and plunged a moment 
headlong into the Greek chorus that met his eye. 

‘ Jolly I' he said, putting it down with a sigh of regret. 

‘ These beastly politics !' 

And he went muttering to his dressing-room, sum¬ 
moning his valet almost with ill-temper. Yet half his 
library was the library of a politician, admirably chosen 
and exhaustively read. 

The footman who answered his call understood his 
moods and served him at a look. Ashe complained 
hotly of the brushing of his dress-clothes, and worked 
himself into a fever over the set uf his tie. Nevertheless, 
before he left he had managed to get from the young man 
the whole stc^y of his engjagement to the under-housemaid, 
giving him thereupon some bits of advice, jocular but 
trenchant, which James accepted with a readiness quite 
unlike his normal behaviour in the circles of his class. 
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CHAPTER JT 

Ashk took Ill's soat, dined, and saw the Prime Minister. 
These things took time, and it was not till past eleven 
that he presented him elf in the hall of Madame d’Es- 
tr6es’ house in St. James’s Place. Most of her guests 
were already gathered, but he mounted the stairs 
together with an old friend and an old acquaintance, 
Philip Darrell, one of the ablest writers of the moment, 
and Louis Harman, artist and man of fashion, the friend 
of duchesses and painter of portraits, a person much in 
request in many worlds. 

‘ What a cachet they have, these houses!' said 
Harman, looking round him. ‘ St. .James’s Place is the 
top 1 ’ 

‘Where else would you expect to find Madame 
d’Estr^es?’ asked Darrell, smiling. 

‘ Yes,—what taste she has ' Ilowevei, it was I really 
who advised her to take the house 

‘ Naturally,’ said Darrell. , 

Harman threw a dubious look at him, then stopped 
a moment, and with a complacent proprietary air 
straightened an engraving on the staircase wall. 

‘ I suppose the dear lady bus a hundred slaves of 
the lamp as usual,’ said Ashe. ‘You advise her about 
her house—somebody else helps her to buy her 
wine-’ 
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* &1t'all, m;jr dear fellow/ said Harman, offended, 

' as if X dooldn't do that 1 ’ 

, * Htdlb I * said Darrell, as they neared ther drawing¬ 
room^ door. ‘ What a crowd there is 1 ’ 

For as the butler announced them, the din of talk 
which burst through the door implied indeed a multitude 
—much at their ease. 

They made their way in with difficulty, shaping their 
course towards that corner in the room where they knew 
they should find their hostess. Ash& was greeted on all 
sides with friendly w’ords and congratulations, and a 
passage was opened for him to the famous ‘ blue sofa' 
where Madame d’Estr4es sat enthroned. 

She looked up with animation, broke off her talk with 
two elderly diplomats who seemed to have taken posses¬ 
sion of her, and beckoned Ashe to a seat beside her. 

‘ So you're in ? Was it a hard tight ? ’ 

* A hard light ? Oh ' no One would have had to be 
^a great fool not to got in ' 

‘They say you spoke very well. I suppose you 
promised them everj-thing they wanted—from the Crown 
downwards ?' 

* Yes—all the usual harmless things,’ said Ashe. ^ ' ' 

Madame d’EstiAes laughed ; then looked at him across 

the top'of her fan. 

Well 1—and what else ? ’ 

*^'yqu can’t wait for your newspaper?' ho said, 
stniii;^'after a moment’s pause. 

gSe sfefugged her shoulders, good-humouredly. , 

I —of, course I know. Is it as good aS , 

*■ "TT 

in wonder* * What right had I to expect anything ?' 

'*How pciodestl All the same they want you—and; 
they’re very glad to get you. But you can’t save them.' 

o 


ycS • 

‘ As.fe'ood as'-' The young man opened his mouth. 
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‘That's not generally expected of Under-Seoretaries, 
-is it?’ 

‘A good deal's expected of ^ou. I talked fb Lord 
Parham about you last night.’ 

William Ashe flushed a little. 

‘ Did you ! Very kind of you.’ 

‘ Not at all. I didn’t flatter you in the least. Nor 
did he. But they’re going to give you your chance !' 

She bent forward and lightly jiatted the sleeve of his 
coat with the fingefs of a very delicate hand. In this 
sympathetic ‘'spoct, Madame d’Estrdes was no doubt 
exceedingly attractive. There were, of course, many 
people who w^ere nol moved by it; to whom it was the 
conjuring of an arcli-pretender. But these were generally 
of the female sex. Men, at any rate, lent themselves to 
the illusion. Ashe, certainly, had always done so. And 
to-night the spell still worked; though as her action drew 
his particular attention to her face and expression, he was 
aware of slight changes in her which recalled his mother’s 
words of the afternoon. The eyes were tired; at last he 
perceived in them some slight signs of years and harass. 
Up till now her dominating charm had been a kind of 
timeless softness and sensuousness, which breathed from 
her whole personality—from her fair skin and hair, her 
large smiling eyes She put, as it were, the question 
,of age aside. It was diflicult to think of her as a 
child; it had been impossible to imagine hor as an old 
woman. 

‘Well, this is all very surprising,’said Ashe,‘con¬ 
sidering that four months ago I did not matter Hi) old 
shoe to anybody.’ , 

‘That was your own fault. You tdbk no trouble. 
And besides — there was your poor brother in the 
way.’ 

Ashe's brow contracted. 
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' No; that he never was,' he said with energy. ‘ Freddy 
was never in anybody's way,—least of all in mine.’ 

* You know what I mean,’—she said, hastily. ‘ And 
you know what friends he and I were,— poor Freddy I 
But after all the world's the world.' 

* Yes—we all grow on somebody’s grave,’ said Ashe. 
Then, just as she became conscious that she had jarred 
upon him, and must find a new opening, he himself found 
it. ‘ Tell me 1 ’—he said, bending forward with a sudden 
alertness—' who is that lady ? ’ 

He pointed out a little figure in white, sitting in the 
opening of the second drawing-room; a very young .girl 
apparently, surrounded by a group of men. 

‘ Ah! ’ said Madame d’Estrdcs—‘ I was coming to 
that—that’s my girl Kitty-’ 

‘ Lady Kitty ! ’ said Ashe in amazement—‘ She’s left 
school ? I thought she was quite a little thing.’ 

‘She’s eighteen. Isn't she a darling? Don’t you 
think her very pretty ? ’ 

Ashe looked a moment. 

‘ Extraordinarily ho witching!—unlike other people ? ’ 
he said, turning to the mother. 

Madame d’Estr6es raised her eyebrows a little, in 
apparent amusement. 

‘ I’m not going to describe Kitty. Slie’s indescribable. 
Besides—you must find her out. Do go and talk to 
her. She's to be half with me, half with her aunt—Lady 
Grosville.’ 

Ashe made some polite comment. 

' Oh 1' don’t let’s be conventional! ’ said Madame 
d’Estr^es, flirting her fan with a little gbir of weariness— 

' It*s an odious arrangement. Lady Grosville and I, as 
you probably know, are not on terms. She says atrocious 
things of me,—and I’—the fair head fell back a little, 
and the white shoulders rose, with the shghtest air of 
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Lady Kitty drew herself up, and all trace of the look 
which Ashe had observed disappeared. She bowed, not 
carelessl}*' as she had bowed to Darrell, but with £^kind of 
exaggerated stateliness, not less girlish. 

‘I never congratulate anybody’—she said, shaking 
her head,—‘ till I know them.’ 

Ashe opened his eyes a little. 

‘ How long must I wait ? ' he said smiling, as he drew 
a jhair beside her. 

‘I'hat depends.' Are you difficult to know?’ She 
looked up at liim audaciously, and he on his side could not 
take his eyes from her, so singular was the small spark¬ 
ling face. The hii >■ and skin were very fair, like her 
mother's, the eyes dark and full of fire, the neck most 
daintily white and slender, the figure undeveloped, the 
feet and hands extremely small. But what arrested him 
■was, so to speak, the embodied contradiction of the 
personality—as between the wild intelligence of the eyes, 
and the extreme youth, almost childishness, of the rest. 

He asked her if she had ever known anyone confess 
to being easy to knew. 

‘ Well, I'm easy to know,’ she said carelessly,—leaning 
back, ‘ but then I’m not worth knowing.’ 

' Is one allowed to find out ^ ’ 

‘Oh yes—of course! Do you know—when you were 
over there, I wiUed that you should come and talk to me, 
and you came. Only,’ she sat ■•.p with animation, and 
began to tick off her sentences on her fingers—^ Don’t ask 
me how long I’ve been in town. Don't ask where I was 
in Paris. Don’t inquire whether I like balls 1 You aee I 
warn you at onc§,’—she looked up frankly,—‘that we 
mayn’t lose time.’ 

‘ "Well then, I don’t see how I’m ever to find 0]£jt,' said 
Ashe, stoutly. 

‘ Whether 1 m worth knowing ? ’ She considered, 



then hent forward eagerly. ‘ Lpok h^re |—I'll just tell ypu 
everything, in a lump,' and then that'll do—won’t it ? 
Listwf^ I'm just eighteen. I was sent to the Sosurs 
Blanches when I was thirteen—the year Papa died. I d?-dn’-t 
like Papa,—I’m very sorry, but I didn’t 1 However that’s 
by the way.—In all those years I have only seen Maman 
once—she doesn’t like children. But my aunt Grosville 
has some French relations—very, very “ comme il faut ” 
you understand—and I used to go and stay with them for 
the holidays. Tell mo!—did you eter hunt in France? ’ 

‘ Never,’ said Ashe startled and amused by the sudden 
glance of enthusiasm that lit up the face, and expressed 
itself in the clasped hands. 

‘ Oh I it’s such heaven,’ she said, lifting her shoulders 
with an extravagant gesture,—‘ such heaveyi I First there 
are the old dresses—the men look such darlings!—and 
then the horns, and the old ways they have— si noble !— 
si distingue !—not like your stupid English hunting. 
And then the dogs !—Ah ! the dogs’ —the shoulders went 
higher still,—‘ do you know my cousin Henri actually 
gave me a puppy of the great breed,— the breed, you 
know—the Dogs of Saint Hubert. Or at least he would^ 
if Maman would have let mo bring it over. And she 
wouldn't! Just think of that!—When there are thou¬ 
sands of people in France who’d give the eyes out of their 
head for one. I cried all one night—Aliens !—faut pas y 
penser ! ’—she shook back the hair from her ey'es with an 
impatient gesture. ‘ My cousins have got a chAtea-u, you 
know, in the Seine et Oise. TJiey’ve promised to ask me 
next year—^when the Grand Duke Paul comes—if I’ll 
promise to behave. You. see, I’m not a bit like French 
girlsr—I had so many affairs I ’ 

Her eyes flashed with laughter. 

Ashe laughed too. 

* Are you going to tell me about them also ?' 
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Sh« drew herself up— 

‘ No I I play fair always,—ask anybody l-»-Oh I I do 
want to go back to Prance so badly 1 Onoe njiSrb^.shB 
was all appeal and childishness. * Anyway, I won’t stay 
in England!—I have' made up my mind to that!’ 

* How long has it taken ? ’ 

‘ A fortnight,' she said slowly,—‘ just a fortnight.’ 

‘That hardly seoms time enough—does it?’—said 
Ashe. ‘ Give us a little longer 1 ’ 

‘ No—I—I hate you 1 ’ said Lady Kitty, with a strange 
drop in hei v('ce. Her little fingeis began to drum on 
the table near hti, and to Asht’s intense astonishment he 
saw her eyes fill will tiars. 

Suddenly a movemetit to\\ards the other room set 
in around them Madame d’£sti4es could be heard 
giving directions. A ejiace was made in tlie large draw¬ 
ing-room—a little table appeared in it, and a footman 
placed theieon a glass of watei. 

Lady Kitty looked up 

‘Oh! that detectable ' she said, drawing back. 

‘ No—I can't, I can't be ir it. Come with me I ’ and 
beckoning to Ashe she fled with piecipitation into the 
further part of the inner diawing loom, out of her mother’d 
sight. Ashe ^ollo^^od her, and she diopped panting and 
elate into a chaii. 

Meanwhile the outer room gathered to Hear the 
lecitation of some vets de socUtd, . jndly believed hy their 
author to be ot a \ery pretty and Praedian make. They 
ceitaiiily amused the l ompany, who laughed and 
as each neat personality emerged. Lady Kitty paj^d 
the time either in 4 a running commentary on the reciter, 
whicji occasionally convulsed hei companion, or else in 
holding her small hands over her ears. 

When it wat over, she drew a long breath. 

‘How Maman can I —Oh I how you‘Engpsh are 
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to (i>ppJibti(l such' a niaD} You have only fm poet haven't 
you*?—<meliving poet? Ah! I shouldn't have laughed 
if it hftd been jbo t ^ , 

suppose you mean Geoffry ClifiPe?’ said Ashe, 
dmueed. ' Nobody abroad seems ever to have heard of ' 
any one else.’ 

^ Well, of course, I just long to know him I Everyone 
says he is so dangerous I—he makes all the women fall in 
love with him. That’s dchcwus 1 He shouldn’t make me 1 
Do you know him ?' • 

* I knew him at Eton. We vere “ swished ” together,’ 
said Ashe. 

She inquired what ihe phrase might mean, and when 
informed, flushed hotly, d<mouncing the English school 
system, as quite unfit for gentlemen and men of honoui’. 
Her French cousins would sooner die than suffer such 
a thing. Then in the midst of her tnado she suddenly 
paused and fixing Ashe with her brilliant eyes, she asked 
him a surprising question, in a changed and steady 
voice. 

* Is Lady Tianmoie not well ^ ’ 

Ashe Was fairly startled. 

‘ Thank you,—I left her quite well Have you-’ 

‘ Did Mam an ask her to come to-night ? ’ 

It was Ashe’s turn to redden. 

‘ I don’t know. But—we are in mourning, you see, 
for my brother.’ 

Her face changed and softem J instantly. 

'Are you? I’m so sorry. 1—I always say some- 
thtUg stupid. Then—Lady Tianmorc used to come to 
Mtoaan’s parties—before ’ 

Sl|e had grown quite pale ; it seemed to him that her 
hand shook^ Ashe felt an extiaordinary pang of pity and 
eonnem. 

' It’s I, you see, to whom your mother has been kind,’ 
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be said gently. * We‘re an independent family; we,e^Bli 
make our own friends.’ 

‘ No—' she said, drawing a deep breath. * No, ft’s not 
that. Look at that room.’ 

Following her slight gesture, Ashe looked. It was an 
old low-ceiled room, panelled in white and gold, showing 
here and there an Italian picture,—Saint, or Holy Family, 
agreeable school-work,—from which might be inferred 
the baste if not the expertise of Madame d’E8tr6es’ first 
husband. Lord Black Abater. The floor was held by a 
plentiful colleot’oii of se.its, neither too easy, nor too stiff; 
arranged by one who understood lo perfection the physical' 
conditions at least wJi ‘li should surround the ‘ great art ’ 
of conver.sation. At this moment every seat was full. A 
sea of black coats overflowed on the further side, into the 
staircase landing, whcie through tlie open door several 
standing groups could be seen; and in the inner room where 
they sat, there was but little space between its margin and 
themselves. It was a remarkable sight; and in his past 
visits to the house Ashe had often said to himself that the 
elements of w^hich it w.ismado up were still more remark¬ 
able. Ministers, and Opposiiion ; ambassadors, travellers, 
journalists; the men of fashion and the men of reform; 
here, a French Eepubhcaii official, and beyond him, 
perhaps, a man whoso ancestors wore ahf'ady of the most 
ancient in ^^aint-Simon’s day; .aitists, great and 

small, men of letters good and im; fforent; ah these had 
been among the guests of Madamo d’Eatr/»os, bi’oughfc to 
the house, each of th“m, for some quality's sake, some 
power of keeping up the social game. 

But now, as he looked at the room, not to please 
himself, but to obey Lady Kitty, Ashe became aware of 
a new'impression. The crowd w'as no less, numericQiUy, 
than he had seen it in the early winter; but it seemed to 
him less distinguished, made up of coarser and commoner 
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it6ni$* JSb caught the face of a shady hnander long 
since banished from Lady Tranmore's parties; beyond 
bim/a red-faced Colonel, conspicuous alike for doubtful 
money-matters and matrimonial trouble; and in a further 
comer, the sallow profile of a writer, whose books were 
apt to rouse even the man of the world to a healthy and 
contemptuous disgust. Surely these persons had never 
been there of old ; ho could not remember one of them. 

He looked again, more closely. Was it fancy, or was 
the gathering itself aware of the change which had passed 
over it? As a whole, it was certainly noisipr than of old ; 
the shouting and laughter were incessant. But yithin 
the general upioar cto-tain groups hid separated from 
other groups, and were talking with a studied quiet. 
Most of the habitues were still theie ; hut they held them¬ 
selves apart fi'om their neighboui s. Were the old intimacy 
and solidarity b(‘ginning to break up ?—and w'lth them the 
peculiar charm ol these ‘evenings ’ a chaim which had so 
far defied a social boycott that had been active from the 
first ? 

He glanced back luieeitaiiily at Lady Kitty, and she 
looked at him. 

‘Why are theie no ladies? ’ she said, abruptly. 

He collected his thoughts. 

‘It—it has al\va>'- been a men’s gathenng. Perhaps 
for some men here—I’m soiry tluin aio «uch barbarians, 
Lady Kitty!—that makes the ehann ot it. Look at that 
old fellow there!—Heisamosl i ■mousoldboy. E\(.rybody 
invites him—but ho never stiis ^ut of his den but to come 
here. My mother can’t get him—though she has tried 
often.’ 

And he pointed to a dishevelled grey-haired gentleman, 
short in stature, round in figure, something in short like 
an animated egg, who was addressing a group not far 
off. 
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Lady Kitty's face showed a variety Of expreesionB.. 

* Are there many parties like this in London 7 Ap thO 
ladies asked, and don’t come ? I—I don’t—^undefstan^h* 

Ashe looked at her kindly. 

* There is no other hostess in London as clever as your* 
mother,’ hi' declared, and then tried to change the subject; 
but she paid no heed. 

‘ The other day, at Aunt Grosville’s,' she said slowly, 

‘ I asked if my two cousins might come to-night^ and they 
looked at mo, as though I were mad! Oh do talk to 
mo!— ’ She Ctome impulsively nearer, and Ashe noticed 
that Darrell, standing against the doorway of communica¬ 
tion, looked round at t ^cm in amusement. ‘ I hked your 
face—the very first moment when I saw you across 
the room. Do you know^,—you’re—you’re very hand¬ 
some ! ’—She drew back, her eyes fi'ced gravely, intently 
upon him. 

For the fiist time Ashe was conscious of annoyance. 

‘I hope }ou ^^on’t mind my saying so,'—his tone was 
a little shoit,—‘but m tin-* eountr} we don’*t say those 
things. They’ie not—quite polite.’ 

‘ Aren’t they ? ’ Tier cyebiow'3 arched themselves and 
her lips fell in penitence. ‘ I always called my French 
cousin, Henri la Fresnay, beau ! I am sure he liked it I * 
The accent was almost plaintive 

Ashe’b natural impulse was to ^ ly that if <= he French 
cousin must be an ass. But all i.n a moment he found 
himself seized with a desire to take her little bands in 
his own, and press iiiem,—she looked such a cdiild, 80 
exquisite, and so forlorn. And he did in fact bend 
forward confidential!v,—foigetting Darrell. 

‘ I, want you to come and see my mother ?' he said# 
smiling at her. * Ask Lady Grosville to bring you.’ 

* May I ? But-' She searched his face, eager stlK 

to pour out the impulsive, uncontrolled confidences that 
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in her mind.. 3ut hi$ expression sloped her, end" 
sh^lgavn ^ little resentful sigh. 

Yes-iri'U come. We —you and I—are a little hit 
cousins too*—aren't we ? We talked abdut you at^ the 
QrosviHes.* 

*Was our “great-great” the same person?' he said 
laughing. ‘ Hope it was a decent “ great-great.” Some 
of mine aren’t much to boast of. Well,"at any rate, let’s 
be cousins—whether wo are or no, shall we ? ’ 

She assented, her whole face lighting up. 

‘ And we're going to meet—the week after next! ’ she 
said triumphantly,—‘in the counliy.’ 

‘ Are we ?—at Grosville Park. That’s delightful.’ 

'And then I’ll ask >our advice— I’ll make you tell me 
—a hundred things! That’s a baigaiu—mind! ’ 

‘Kitty!—Come and help me with tea—there’s a 
darling 1 ’ 

Lady Kitty turned. A path had opened through the 
crowd, and Madame d’Estr6cb, much escoited, a vision of 
diamonds and pale pink satin, appeared, leading the way 
to the suppei-rooin, and the light ‘ refection,’ accompanied 
by much champagne, which al^^ a} s closed these evenings. 

The girl rose, as did her companion also. Madame 
d'Hstr^es threw a quick half-satiiical glance at Ashe, but 
he had ejes only for Lady Kitty, and her tiansforraation 
at the touch of her mother’s voire. She follow'od Madame 
d’Hstr^es with a singular and conscious dignity, her 
white skirts sweeping, her delicately fine head tlirown, 
b^k on her thin neck and shoulders. The black crowd 
closed about her; and Ashe’F eyes pursued the slender 
figure till it disappeared. 

Extreme youth—innocence—protest—pain:—was it 
with these touching and pleading impressions, after all, 
^hat his first talk with Kitty Bristol had loft him ? Yet 
whitt a iittle itov/rdk I How lacking in the ioserve.s, the 
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natural instincts and shrinkings of ths well-bred English' 
I 

Darrell and Ashe walked home together, through a 
windy night which was bringing out April scents even 
from the London grass and lilac-bushes. 

‘ Well-' said Darrell, as they stepped into the 

Greer* Park,—‘ So you’re safely in Congratulate you, 
old fellow. Anything else ? ’ 

‘Yes. They’ve offered me Hickson’s place. More 
fools they, don't you tliink'? ’ 

‘ Good! Upon my word, Bill, you’ve got your foot in 
the stirrup now ' you’ll contiuuo to be civil to 

poor devils like me.' 

The speaker looked up smiling, liut neither the tone 
nor the smile were really cordial. Aslie felt the em¬ 
barrassment that he had once or twice felt before in 
telling Darrell new'^^. of good fortune. There seemed to 
be something in Dan-ell that resented it,—under an outer 
show of felicitation. 

However, they went on k.lking of the polnical moment 
and its prospects, and of Ashe’s personal affairs. As to 
the last, Darrell questioned, and Ashe somewhat re¬ 
luctantly replied. ] t. appeared tliat his allowance was to 
be largely raised, his paialyscd fatJii::i*, lo fact, was 
anxious to put him in jjossossion of a substanti -1 share in 
the income of the estaies,— that one of the country-house& 
was to be made over to him—and so on. 

‘ Which means, of course, that they want you to 
mari*y,’ said Darrell. ‘ Well, you’ve only to throw title 
handkerchief.’ ^ 

Thfcy wore passing a lamp as lie spoke, and the light 
shone on his long pale face,—a face of discontent—with 
its large sunken c^es and hollow cheeks. 

Ashe treated tlie remark as ‘ rot,’ and endeavoured tp 
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get away from his owh affairs, by discussing the party 
they had just left. 

*How does she get all those people'together? It’s 
astonishing! ’ 

* Well, I always liked Madame d’Estr^es well enough,’ 
said Darrell,—‘ but, upon my word, she has done a beastly 
mean thing in bringing that girl over.' 

'You mean?’—Ashe hesitated,---' that her own posi¬ 
tion is too doubtful ? ' 

‘ Doubtful!—my dear fellow! ’—Darrell laughed un¬ 
pleasantly. ‘ I never really undei'stood what it all meant 
till the other night wdieii old Lady Grosvillo -took 
and told me,—mom at any rate than I knew before. 
The GrosviUes are on the war path, and they regard tlie 
coming of this poor child as the last stiaw.’ 

‘ Why ? ' said Ashe. 

Darrell gave a shrug. ‘ Well, you know the stoiy of 
Madame d’Estr^es’ steiJ-daughler ? —old Blackwater’s 
daughter.’ 

‘ Ah ! by his first marriage ? i knew it was some¬ 
thing about the step-daughter,’ said Ashe vaguely. 

Darrell began to icpeat liis conversation with Lady 
Grosville. The tale tlu’eatened pieseiitly to become a 
black one indeed, and at last Aslic stood still in the 
broad walk crossing tin* (ireen Park. 

' Look here,’ he said resolutely—‘ don't tell me any 
more. I don’t Avant to hear any more.’ 

‘Why? ’ asked Dairell in an azement. 

‘ Because '—Ashe hesitated r moment. ‘ Well, 1 don’t 
Ayant it to be made impossible ioi mo to go to Madame 
d’EstrAes’ again. Besides—we've ju^t eaten her salt! ’ 

‘ You're a good friend! ’ said Darrell, not without 
something of a sneer. 

Ashe was ruffled by the tone, but tried not to show it. 
He merely insisted that he knew Lady GrosAnlJo to ho 
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a bit of an old oat; that of course there was some* 
thing up; but it seemed a shame for those at least vmo 
accepted Madame d'Estr^cs’ hospitality to believe the 
worst. There was a curious mixture of carelessness and 
delicacy in his remarks, very characteristic of the man* 
It appeared as though he was at once too indolent to go 
into the matter, and too chivalrous to talk about it. 

Darrell presently maintained a rather angry silence. 
No man likes to be checked in his story, especially when 
the check iinnlies something like a snub from his best 
friend. Sudu(3iily, memory brought before Inm the little 
picture of Ashe and f ady Kitty together, —he bending 
over her, in his luge lundsotne geniality, and she, looking 
up. DaiTcll felt a twinge of jealousy—then disgusi. 
Eeally men like Aslie had the world too easily their 
own way • That they should po->L, besides, —was too 
much. 
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CIIAPTEE IJI 

Bather more than a fortnight after the evening at 
Madame d’Estr^es’, William Aslicf found himself in a 
Midland train on his way to the Cainliridgoshire house 
of Lady Grosvillo. While the April countiy slipped past 
him—like some blauohcd face, to which life and colour 
are returning—Ashe divided his time hctwcen an idle skim¬ 
ming of the Saturday jiapors, and a no less idle dreaming 
of Kitty Bristol. He liad scon lior two or three times since 
his first introduction to her. Once at a hall io which 
Lady Giosville had taken her, and once on the terrace of 
the House of Commons, where he had strolled up and down 
with her for a most amusing and stimulating hour, while 
her mother entertained a group of elderly politicians. And 
the following day she had come alone,—her own choice— 
to take tea with Lady Tranmoro, on that lady’s invita¬ 
tion, as prompted hy her son. Ashe himself had anived 
towards the end of the visit, and had found a Lady Kitty 
in the height of the fashion, still’, mannered, and flushed 
to a deep rod by her own consciousness that she could not 
possibly ho making a good impressicn. At sight of him 
she relaxed, and talked a great 'leal, but not wisely; and 
when she was gone, Ashe could get very little opinion of 
any kind from his mother, who had however expressed a 
wish that she should come and visit them in the country. 
Since then he frankly confessed to himself that in the 
intervals of his new official and administ!ati\e work he 
had been a good deal haunted hy memories of this strange 

D 
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child, her eyes, her grace,—even in her fits of proud shy¬ 
ness,—and the way in which, as he had put her into her 
cab after the visit to Lady Tranmore, her tiny hand 
had lingered in his, a mute astonishing appeal. Haunted, 
too, by what he heard of her fortunes and surroundings. 
Wliat was the real truth of IVladame d’Estr^es’ situation ? 
During the preceding weeks some ugly rumours had 
reached Ashe of financial embarrassment in that quarter, 
of dv^^bts risen to mountainous height, of crisis and possible 
'disappearance. Then,these rumours were met by others, 
to the elfect i'n\t Colonel Wai ington, the old friend and 
support of the D'Estrdes’ household, had come to the 
rescue, ihat the ensis ad been averted, and tliat the three 
weekly evenings, so well known, and so well attended, 
would go on ; and with this phase of the story, there 
mingled, as *\.she was well aware, not the slightest breath 
of scandal, in a case wlieie, so to speak, all was scandal. 

And me.inwliilo what new and dolorous truths had 
Ijady Kitty been learning, as to Iier niotlier’s history, and 
her mothei’s position? Hv Jove, it luas hard upon the 
girl '— DaiTell was right. ^Vhy not leave lier to her 
Fiench fiiends and relat/ons ?—or relinquish her to 
Lady Grosville ? kladame d'Esti6es had seen little or 
nothing of her for years. She could not, therefore, be 
necessary to her mother’s happiness, and there was a 
real cruelty in thus claiming hei, at the very moment of 
her entrance into solk L}’, where ALodame d'E!:or<^,es could 
only stand in her way. For although niaiiy a man 
whom the girl might profitably marry was to be found 
among the mother’s guests, the induenees of Madame 
d’Estr^es’ ‘ evenings ’ were certainly not matrimonial. 
Still the unforeseen was surely the probable in Lady 
Kittycase. What sort of man ought she to marry ?— 
what sort of man could safely take the risks of marrying, 
her ?—with that mother in the background ? 
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He descended at the wayside station prescribed to 
him, and looked round him for fellow-guests—much as 
the oritd player examines his hand. Mary Lyster,—a 
Cabinet Minister, filling an ornamental o£5ce and 
handed on from ministry to ministry as a kind of 
necessary appendage, the public never know why,—the 
Minister’s second \Mfc, an attache from the Austrian 
Embassy, two members of Parliament, and a well-known 
journalist—Ashe said to himself flippantly that so far the 
trumps were not many. But lie was always reasonably 
glad to see Mary, and he went up to licr, cared for her 
bag, and made her put on hei’ cloak, with cousinly 
civility. In the omnibus on the wax to the house, He and 
Mary gossiped in a corner, while the Cabini't ^Minister 
and the Editor went to sleep, and the two members of 
Parliament practised some couiageous French on the 
Austrian attach6 

‘ Is it to be a large piirty ? ’ lit' asked of his comjianion. 

‘Oh! they ahvays fill the house. A good many came 
down yesterday.’ 

‘Well, I’m not cuiious,’ said Ashe—‘ except as to one 
person.’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘ Lady Kitty Bristol.’ 

Mary Lyster smiled. 

‘ Yes, poor child, I lioard from the Grosville girls that 
she was to be lierc.’ 

‘ Why “ poor child ” ?' 

‘I don’t know. Quito the \ long expression I admit. 
It should be “ poor hostess.” ’ 

‘ Oh 1—the Grosvilles complain ? ’ 

‘No. They’re only on tenterhooks. They never 
know what she will do next.' 

‘ How good for the Grosvilles I ’ 

‘ You think society is the better foi shocks ? ’ 
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* Lady Grosville can do with them, any way. What 
a masterful woman ! But I'll back Lady Kitty.' 

‘ I haven’t seen her yet,’ said Mary. ‘ I hear she is a 
very odd-looking little thing.' 

‘ Extremely pretty,’ said Ashe. 

‘ Jtoally ? ' Mary lifted incredulous eyebrows. ‘ Well, 
now T shall know what you admire ’ 

‘ Oh, mv tastes are hovrihly catholic,—T admire so 
many peoph',’ said Ashe with a glance at the well-dressed 
elegance beside him.' Mary coloured a little—unseen; 
and the rafi.lo of the carnage as it entered the covered 
porch of Grosville I\ rk, cut short their conversation. 

‘ Wiil], I’m glad you got in,’ said Lady Grosville, in 
her full loud voice, ‘ because we are connections. But of 
course I regal’d the loss of a seat to our side just now as 
a groat disaster.’ 

' Very grasping, on your part ’ ’ said Ashe. ‘ You’ve 
had it all your own wa^ lately. Think of Portsmouth ! ' 

Ladv Grosville, howev'or, as she met his bantering 
look, dhl not find herself at all inclined to think of Ports¬ 
mouth. She was much more inclined to think of William 
Ashe. W'iiaL a good-looking fellow ho had grown ! She 
heaved an inward sigh, of mingled envy and appreciation, 
—directed towards Ijady Tranrnoro 

Poor Susan indeed had suiTe ed terribly ‘u the death 
of her eldest son. But the hanu omer nnd abler of the 
two brothers still remained to her,—."'nd the ‘'state was 
safe. Lady Grosville thought of her own three daughters, 
plain and almost dowerless; and of tliat conceited 
young man, the heir, whom she could hardly persuade 
her /husband to invito, once a year, for appearance's 
sake. 

* Why are we so early ? '—said Ashe looking at his 
watch. ‘ I thought I should bo disgi’acofully late.' 
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For he and Lady Grosville had the library to them¬ 
selves^ It was a fine book-walled room, with giallo 
antico columns and Adam decoration; and in its richly 
coloured lamp-lit space, the seated figure—stiffly erect— 
of Lady Grosville, her profile, said by some to be like a 
horse and by others to resemble Savonarola, the cap of 
old Venice point that crowned lier grizzled hair, her 
black velvet dress, and the long-fingercil ugly, yet dis¬ 
tinguished hands, which lay upon her lap, told signifi¬ 
cantly; especially when contrasted with the negligent 
ease and fresh-coloured youth of her companion. 

Grosville Park was iich in second-iate antiques; and 
there was a Gicco lluin.ui liead above ihe bookcase 
witli which Ashe liad been often compared. As ho stood 
now leaning against the fire-place, the elosc-pilcd cuils, 
and eyes—somewhat ‘a fleiir de tote’—of tlie Imst were 
undoubtedly repeated ^\ith some closeness in the living 
man. Those whom lie had offended hv some social 
carelessness or othei said of lum wlioii tliey vished to 
run him donn that ho w.1,3 ‘lloiidly’ handsome; and 
there \\as some triitli m it. 

‘Didn’t you gt't the messngc about diniKT?’ said 
Lady Grosville. Tlicn, as he shook his licad,—‘very 
remiss of Paikin. I always tell him lie loses his head 
directly the party goes into double ligiiros. \Vo had to 
put off dinner a quarter of an hour, Jiecauso of Kitty 
Bristol, wlio missed Jier train at St Paneias, and only 
arrived lialf an hour ago. ' the vay, I suppose you 
have already seen her—at tha woman’s?’ 

‘ I mot her a week or two ago, at Mad.iiiic d Estrccs’,’ 
said Ashe, apparently preoccupied wjdi something wrong 
in the set of his white waistcoat. 

‘ What did you think of her ? ’ 

‘ A charming young lady,’ said Ashe smiling ‘ What 
else should I think ? ’ 
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* A lamb thrown to the wolves,’ said Lady Grosville, 
grimly. ‘ How that woman could do such a thing (/ 

‘I saw nothing lamb-liko about Lady Kitty,* said 
Ashe. ‘ And do you include me among the wolves ? ’ 
Lady Grosville hesitated a moment, then stuck to her 
colours. 

‘ You shouldn’t go to such a house,’ she said boldly,— 
‘ T iuppose I may say that without ofifcnce, William, as I’ve 
known you from a boy.’ 

‘ Say anytiiing you like, iny dear Lady Grosville! So 
you—holievL evil ti'ings—of Afadame d’Estreds? ’ 

His tone was 14''t, but iiis eyes sought the distant 
door, as though invoking some fellow guest to appear and 
protect him. 

Lady Grosville did not answer. Ashe’s look returned 
to her, and he was startled by the expression of her fjice. 
lie hnd always knowm and unwillingly admired her for a 
fine Old Testament Christian,—one from w'hom th'j lan¬ 
guage of the impreeatojy Psalms with regard to her 
enemies, personal and political, might have flowed more 
naturally than from any other person he knew, of 
the same elnss and Irreeding. But this loathing—this 
passion of coniompt—this heat of memory 'these were 
neAv indeed, and the fire of them tramdignred I he old grey 
face. 

‘ I have knowm a fail* number of bad peopi.,’ said Lady 
Grosville in a low voice,—‘ and a good many wicked 
women. But for mi'anness and vileness combined, the 
things I know of the w'oman who was Blackwater's wife, 
have no equal in my experience ' ’ 

There was a moment’s pause Then Ashe said, in a 
voic6 as serious as her own— 

‘ I am sorry to hear you say that, —partly because I 
like Madame d'Eslri^es, and partly—because—I was par¬ 
ticularly attracted by Lady Jiitty.' 
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Laidy Grosville looked up sharply. ‘ Don't marry her, 
Williaqfi !■—don’t marry her I She comes of a bad 
stock.’ 

Ashe recovered his gaiety. 

' She is your own niece. Mightn’t a man dare ?—on 
that guarantee ? ’ 

‘ Not at all,—' said Lady Grosville, unappeased. ‘ I 
was a hop out of kin. Besides—a Methodist governess 
saved me; she converted me, at eighteen, and 1 owe her 
everything. But my brothers !—and all the rest of us ! '— 
She threw up her eyes and liands ‘ What’s tlio good of 
being mealy-mouthed about it? All the world knoWs it. 
A gootl many of us weie mad,—and 1 soinctirncs think I 
see more than eccentricity in Kitty.’ 

‘ Who was Madame d’Estrec'S ? ’ said Ashe. Wliy should 
he wince so at the girl’s name?—in that haul mouth ! 

Lady Grosville smiled. 

‘ Well, I can tell yon a good deal about that,’ she said. 
* Ah !—another time ! ’ 

For the door opened, and in came a group of guests, 
with a gush of talk, and a rustling of silks and satins. 

Everybody was gathered ; dinner had been announced ; 
and the white-haired and gouty Lord Grosville was in a 
state of soetliing impatience that not even the mild-voieed 
Dean of the noiglibouring Catheilral, engaged m com])Ii- 
menting him on Ins speech at I he Diocesan Coiifeieiice, 
could lestrain. 

* Adelina, need we wait any longer ? ’ said the master 
of the house, turning an angry eye upon his wife. 

' Certainly not,—she has had ample time,’ said Lady 
Grosville, and rang the bell beside her. 

Suddenly there was a whirlwind of noise in the hall, 
—the angry barking of a small dog. the sound of a girl's 
voice laughing and scolding, the swusli of silk skirts. A 



40 THE MARRIAGE OF WILLIAM ASHE 

scandalised butler, obeying Lady Grosville’s summons, 
threw the door open; and in burst Lady Kitty. » 

'Oh! I’m so Sony,’ said the new comer in a tone of 
despair. ‘ But I couldn’t leave him upstairs, Aunt Lina ! 
He’d eaten one of my shoes, and begun upon the other. 
And Julie’tj afraid of him. lie bit her last week. May he 
sit on my knee ? I know I can keep him quiet I 

livery conversation in the lil)rary stopped. Twenty 
amazed poisons turned to look. They beheld a slim girl 
in white at tlir far end of the large room struggling with 
a grey toi rier puppy vhich she held under Iioi left arm, and 
turning appealing e\( towards Ijady Grosville. The dog, 
half frightened, half iierce, was baiking furiously. Lady 
Kitty’s voice could hardly he heard through the din, and 
she was ciimson with the effort to control her charge. 
Her lips laughed ; her eyes imploied. And to add to the 
effect of tlie appalition, a m-iikod strangeness of dross 
was at once perceived by all the English oyo'i turned upon 
her. Lady ]\]tty was i d in the extreme of French 
fashion, w'hich at that inoineiit w'as a fashion of flounces; 
she was much iVcollotee\ and her fair abundant hair, 
carried to a great height and ariaiiged wdth a certain cal¬ 
culated wildne-»s around her small face, was surmounted 
by a large scailot 1 utteifly whi'*h ihoii' defic’iitly against 
the dark b ickgroui. 1 of books. 

‘Kitty!’ said Lady Grosvilh, advancing indignantly, 

‘ w hat a dieadful noise ! Pray give i :n‘ dog to Pai kmatonro.’ 

Lady Kitty only L ild the struggling animal tighter. 

• Please, Aunt Lina '—I’m afraid he’ll bite I But he’ll 
be quite good with me.’ 

‘ ^Vhy did you<brmg him, Kitt) ? We can’t have such 
a creature at dinner I ’ said Lady Grosville angiily. 

Lord Grosville advanced behind his wife. 

* How do you do, Kitty ? Hadn’t you bettor put down 
the dog, and come and be introduced to MiTi Bankine who 
is to take you in to dinner ?' 
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liady Kitty shook her fail head, but advanced, still 
clmgiug to the dog, gave a smile and a nod to Ashe, and 
a bow to the joung Toiy member piesented to her 

* You don't mind him ? she said, a flash of laughter 
in her dark eyes—‘ We 11 manage him between us, 
won’t 

The young man, daz/led by hei piettmess and her 
strangeness, murmured a hopeful assent Lord Giob\ille, 
with the air of a man determined on dinner though the 
skies fall, oflibied his aim to Lady Edith Manley, the wife 
of the Cabinet Minister, ind made foi the dining-room 
The stieam of guest s follow ed w hen suddenly, the puppy, 
perceiving on the flooi a ball of wool which had ioiled 
out of Lady GiosMlle s work table, escaped in an ecstasy 
of mischu-f fiom his mistress s aim, and flew upon the 
ball Kitty rushed after him, the wool lust unrolled, 
then caught, the table overturned and all its contents 
were flung pell mell in the path of Lady GiosMlle who, 
on the aim of the amused and astonished Minister, was 
waiting in restrained fur}, till her guests should pass 

* I shall never get o\ ei this, said Lady Kitty, as she 
leant back in her cha r, still panting and quite incapable 
of eating any of the foods that were being offeitd to her 
in quick succession 

‘I don’t know that you desei\o to, said ^‘'he, tuining 
a face upon her which was as gia c as he could make it 
yhe attention of eveiyone else irmiid the room was also 

tx*hth occupied with his companion There was indeed 
a general buzz of conversation, and a general pretence 
Lady Kitty’s proceedings might now be ignored 
Bui in reality every guest, male or female, kept a stealthy 
vratoh on the red butterfly and the sparkling face beneath 
U; and Ashe was well aware of it 

* 1 vow it was not my fault,’ said Kitty, with dignity. 

not allowed to have the dog I should have had. 
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Tou’d never have found a dog of St. Hubert condescending 
to bedroom slippers I But as I had to have a dog—and 
Colonel Warington gave mo this one three days ago—and 
he has already ruined half maman’s things, and no one 
could manage him but me, I just had to bring him, and 
trust to Providence.' 

‘ I have been here a good many times,' said Ashe, 
‘ and I never yet saw a dog in the sanctuary. Do you 
know that Pitt once wrote a speech in the Library ? ' 

‘ Did he ? I’m sure it never made such a stir as 
Ponto did.’ Kitty’s face suddenly broke into laughter, 
and she hid it a moment in her hands. 

‘You brazen it out,’ said Ashe, ‘but how are you 
going to appease Lady GrosviUe ? ’ 

Kitty ceased to laugh. She drew herself up, and 
looked seriously, observantly at her aunt. 

‘ I don’t know. But I must do it somehow. I don't 
want any more worries.’ 

So changed was her tone and aspect that Ashe turned 
a friendly examining look upon her. 

‘ Have you been worried .‘ ’ he said in a lower voice. 

She shrugged her shoulders, and made no reply. But 
presently she impatiently reclaimed his attention, snatching 
him from the lady ho had taken in to dinner, with no 
scruple at all. 

‘ Will you come a walk with me to-morrow "lorning?’ 

‘ Proud,’ said Ashe,—‘ what timi* ? ’ 

' As soon as wc can get rid of these people,’ she said, 
her eye running round the table. Then as it paused and 
lingered on the face of Mary Lyster opposite, she abruptly 
asked him who that tuight be. 

Ashe informed her. 

‘ Your cousin ? ’ she said, looking at him with a slight 
frown. ‘ Your cousin ? I don’t—well, I don’t think I 
shall like her.’ 

* That’s a great pity,’ said Ashe. 
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* For me ? ’ she said, distrustfully. 

* Foj^ both, of course I My mother’s very fond of 
Miss Lyster. She’s often with us.’ 

* Oh! ’ said Kitty, and looked again at the face opposite. 
Then he heard her say behind her fan—half to herself 
and half to him— 

' She does not interest me in the least! She has no 
ideas !—I'm sure she has no ideas. Has she ? ’ 

She turned abruptly to Ashe. 

* Every one calls her very clever.’ 

Kitty looked contempt. 

‘That’s nothing to do with it. It’s not tlie clover 
people who have ideas.’ 

Ashe bantered her a little on the moaning of her 
words, till he presently found that slic was too young' 
and unpractised to be able to take his thrusts and 
return them, with equanimity. She could make a daring 
sally or reply; but it was still the raw material of con¬ 
versation; it wanted ease and polish. And she was 
evidently conscious of it herself, for presently her cheek 
flushed, and her manner wavered. 

‘ I suppose you—everybody—thinks her very agree¬ 
able ? ’ she said, sharply, her eyes Toturning to Miss Lyster. 

‘ She is a most excellent gossip,’ said Ashe. ' 1 always 
go to her for the news.’ 

Kitty glanced again. 

fj can see that already she detests me.’ 

* In half an hour ? ’ 

The girl nodded. 

' She has looked at me twice—about. But she has 
made up her mind—and she never chog^ges.’ Then with 
an abrupt alteration of note, she looked round the room. 

* I suppose your English dining-rooms are all like this ? 
One might be sitting in a hearse. And the pictures—no! 
QuelUs horreurs ! ’ 

She raised her shoulders again impetuously, frowning 
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at a huge full-length opposite of Lord Grosville as 
a masterpiece indeed of early Victorian vulgarityr 

Then suddenly, hastily,—with that flashing softness 
which so often transformed her expression, she turned 
towards him, trying to make amends. 

‘But the library—that was biaii —ah! tr-r&s, tr-rH bien\ ’ 

Her r’s rolled a little as she spoke, with a charming 
effect, and she looked at him radiantly, as though to 
strilve and to make f]jraonds were equally her prerogative, 
and she asked no man’s leave. 

‘ You’ve not vet seen what there is to see here,’ said 
Ashe, smiling. ‘ Lo( behind you.’ 

The girl turned lier slim nock,—and exclaimed. For 
behind Ashe’s chair was the treasure of the house. It 
was a ‘ Dance of Children,’ by one of the most famous of 
the eighteenth century masters. From the dark wall it 
shone out with a flowor-liko brilliance, a vision of colour 
and of grace. Tlio children danced through a golden air, 
their bodies swaying to one of those ' unheard melodies' 
of art, sweeter than all mortal tunes; their delicate faces 
alive with joy. The sky and grass and trees seemed to 
caress them; a soft sunlight clothed them; and flowers 
brushed their feet. 

Kitty turned liack again, and w is silent. Was it 
Ashe’s fancy, or had she giown pale ? 

‘Did you like it? ’ ho asked h...*. She tu.ned to him, 
and for the second time in then acquaintaiice he saw 
her eyes floating in tears. 

‘It is too beautiful!' she said \^ith an effort—almost 
an angry effort. ‘ I don’t want to see it again.' 

‘I thought it*would give you pleasure,’ said Ashe 
gently,—suddenly conscious of a hope that she was not 
aware of the slight look of amusement with which Mary 
Lystor was contemplating them both, 

‘So it did,’ said Kitty, furtively applying her lace 
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handkerchief to her tears,—‘but'—her voice dropped— 
‘ when one's unhappy—very unhappy—things like that— 
things Mke Hea/vcn —hurt! Oh ! what a fool I am I' And 
she sat straightly up, looking round her. 

There was a pause ;—then Ashe said in another voice, 

‘ Look here, you know, this won't do. I thouglit we 
were to 1x3 cousins.’ 

' Well ? ’ said Kitty, indifferently, not looking at him. 

' And I understood tliat I was to be taken into respect¬ 
able cxjusinly counsel ? ’ • 

‘Well?—’ said Kitty again, ciumbling her bread,— 

‘ I can’t do it here, can 1 ?' 

Ashe laughed. 

‘ Well, anyhow, we’re going to sample the gaiden to¬ 
morrow morning ? aren't we ? ’ 

‘ I suppose so,’ said Kitty. Then after a moment slie 
looked at her right-hand neighbour, the young politician 
to whom as yet she had scarcely vouchsafed a word. 

‘ What’s his name ’ she asked under her breath. 
Ashe repeated it. 

‘ Perhaps I ought to talk to him ’ 

‘Of course you ought,’ said Ashe with smiling deci¬ 
sion, and turning to the lady whom he had brought in he 
left her free. 

When the ladies rose, Lady Giosvillc led the way to 
the large drawing-room, a room winch like the library 
had some character, and a thin 'legaiice of style, not 
however warmed and harmonised by the delightful pre¬ 
sence of books. The walls, blue and white in colour, 
were panelled in stucco relief. A few family portraits, 
stiff handlings of stiff people, were placed each in the 
exact centre of its respective panel. There were a few 
cases of china, and a few polished tables. A crimson 
Brussels carpet chosen by Lady Grosville for its ‘ cheer- 
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fulness,’ covered the floor—-and there was a large white 
sheepskin rug before the fire-place. A few hyacinths in 
pots, and the bright fire supplied the only gay and living 
notes—before the ladies arrived. 

Still, for an English eye, the room had a certain cold 
charm, was moreover full of history. It hardly deserved 
at any rate the shiver with which Kitty Bristol looked 
round it. 

But she had little time to dwell upon the room and 
its meanings, for Lad^'^ Grosville approached her with a 
manner wliicli still showed signs of the catastrophe be¬ 
fore dinner 

‘ Kii.ty, I think ; ou don’t know Miss Lyster yet— 
Mary Lj-stcr—slie wants to be introduced to you.’ 

Mary advanced smiling ; Kitty held out a limp hand, 
and they exclianged a few words standing in the centre 
of the floor, while the other guests found scats. 

‘ What a cliarniing contrast * ’ said Lady Edith 
Manley in Lady Grosville’s ear. She nodded smiling 
towards tlie standing pair—struck liy the line straight 
lines of Mary’s satin dress, the roundnoss of her fine 
figure, the oval of her head and face, and then by the 
little vibrating tempestuous creature beside her,—so dis¬ 
tinguished, in spite of the billowing flounces and ribbons, 
so direct and sigmlicant, amid all the e laboration. 

‘ Kitty is ridiculously over-d:-ossod,’ said Lady Groa- 
villo.—‘ I hope we shall soon cli uige that My girls are 
going to take her to their woman.’ 

Lady Edith put up her eye-glass slowly, and looked 
at the two Grosville girls; then back at Kitty. 

Meanv/hile a few perfunctory questions and answ^ 
were passing between Miss Lister and her companioiSu. 
Mar^^’s aspect as she talked was extremely amiable; one 
might have called it indulgent, perhaps even by 
adjective that implied a yet further shade of delicate-supo*.. 
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riority. Kitty met it by the same ‘ grand manner * that 
Ashe had several times observed in her, a manner caught 
perhaps* from some French model, and caricatured in the 
taking. Her eyes meanwhile took note of Mary's face 
and dress, and while she listened, her small teeth 
tormented her under lip, as though she rt^strained 
impatience. All at once, in the midst of some informa¬ 
tion that Miss Lyster was lucidly giving, Kitty made an 
impetuous turn. She had caught some words on the 
further side of the room; and she Iboked hard, eagerly, 
at the speaker. 

‘ Who is that? ’ she inquired. 

Mary Lyster, with a sharp sense of interruption, 
replied that she believed the lady in question was the 
Grosvilles’ French governess. But in the very midst of 
her sentence, Kitty deserted lier, loft her stajiding in the 
centre of the drawing-room, while the deserter fled 
across it, and sinking down beside the astonished Made¬ 
moiselle took the Frencliw'onian’s hand by assault and 
held it in both her own. 

‘ Vous pallet Fran^ais ?- vous 6 tes Fran<;aise ? Ah i— 
9 a me fait tant de bieii ’—Voyons ^ voyons !—causons un 
peu! ’ 

And bending forward, she broke into a cataract of 
French, all the elements of her sti-ange small beauty 
rushing as it were into flame and movement, at the swift 
sound and cadence of the words,—likti a dancer kindled 
by music. The occasion was of ''-e slightest; tJie French¬ 
woman might well show a natural bewilderment. But 
into the slight occasion the girl threw an animation, a 
paiBsion that gloriiied it. It was like the leap of a wild 
xain-Bl^eam on the mountains that pours into the first 
ol^nnel which presents itself. 

* What beautiful French !' said Lady Kdith softly, to 
Mary Lyster, who had found a seat beside her. 
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Mary Lyster smiled. 

' She has been at school of course in a French con¬ 
vent.’ Somehow the tone implied that the explSination 
disposed of all merit in the performance. 

‘ I am afraid these French convent schools are not at 
all wliat they should bo,’ said Lady Grosville. 

And rising to a pyramidal height, her ample moir6 
dress swelling behind her, her grey head magnificently 
crowned ])y its lace cap and black velvet bandeau^ she 
swept across the room to whore the Dean’s wife, Mrs. 
W^inston, s.it in fascinated silence observing Lady Kitty. 
The silence and llio attention annoyed her hostess. 
The first thing to be .one with girls of this typo, it seemed 
to Lady Grosville, was to prove to tliem that they would 
not be allowed to monopolise society. 

There arc natural monopolies, liowevcr ; and they are 
not easy to deal witli. 

As soon as the gentlemen returned, Mr. Raiikine, 
whom she had treated so badly at dinner, the young 
agent of the estate, the clergyman of the parish, the 
Austrian attaclu's the Cabinet Minister, and the Dean, 
all showed a strong inclination to that side of the 
room which seemed to be held in force by Lady 
Kitty. The Doan especially was r.ot to be gainsaid. 
He placed liimsclf in the scat shyly vacated by the French 
governess, and crossed his thin &f<.‘ckinged legs with the air 
of one who means to take his ease. There was even a cer¬ 
tain curious resemblance between him and Kitty, as was 
noticed from a distance by Ashe. The Dean, who was 
very much a man of the world, and came of an historic 
fanply, was, in his masculine degree, planned on the same 
miniature scale, and with the same fine finish as the 
girl of eighteen. And he carried his knee-breeches, bis 
apron, and his exquisite white head with a natural (diarm 
and energy akin to hers,—mellowed though it were by 
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time, and digni^ed by office. He began eagerly to talk to 
her of Paris. His father had been Ambassador for a time 
under jfjouis Philippe, and he had boyish memories of the 
great house in tlio Faubourg St.-Honor6, and of the 
Orleanist ministers and men of letters. And lo! Kitty 
met him at once, in a glow and sparkle that enchanted 
the old man. Moreover, it appeared that this much 
boflounced young lady could talk; that she had heard of 
the famous names and the great affairs to which the Dean 
made allusion; that she posscssec? indeed a native and 
surprising interest in matter of the sort; and a manner, 
above all, with the old, alternately soft and daring, 
calculated, as Lady Grosvillc would no doubt have put it, 
merely to make fools of them. 

In her cousins’ house, it seemed, she had talked 
with old people, survivors of the Orleanist and Bourbon 
regimes,—even of the Empire; had sat at their feet, a 
small excited hero-worshipper; and had then rushed 
blindly into the memoirs and books that concerned them. 
So—in this French world tlic clnld had found time for 
other things than liuntmg, and the flattery of lier cousin 
Henri? Ashe was supposed to be devoting liiinself to the 
Dean’s wife; but both he and she listened most of the 
time to the sallies and the laugliun* of the circle where 
Kitty presided. 

‘ My dear young lady !' cried the delighted Dean,— 

* I never find anyJx)dy who can talk of these things,—it 
is really astonishing. Ah, iioir, c English know nothing 
of France,—nor they of us. Why, I was a more schoolboy 
then, and I had a passion for their society, and their 
books —for their—dare T confess it? ’—he lowered his 
voice, and glanced at his hostess,—' their plays, above all! ’ 

Kitty clapped her hands. The Dean looked at her, 
and ran on: 

' My mother shared it. When I came over for my Eton 

B 



so THE MARRIAGE OF WILLIAM ASHE 

holidays, she and I lived at the Thd&tre Franks. Ah t 
tho^o were days! I remember Mademoiselle in 

“ IIorTiani." ' 

Kitty bounded in her seat. Whereupon it appeared 
that just before she loft Paris she had been taken by a 
friend to see the reigning idol of the Com^dieFran^aisejthe 
young and astonishing actress, Sarah Bernhardt, as Dona 
P ol And there began bt» .tightway an excited duet between 
her and the Dotn , a^coinpaiison of old and new, a rivalry 
of hcroiiu*'-. 3 liot and critical debate that pr(*sently silenced 
all other convers tion in the loom, and brought Lord 
Grosvillo to .st.i,nd {. »i)irg and astounded behind the Dean, 
reflecting no doubt that this was not precisely the Dean of 
the Diocesan Ooiiferonce. 

The old man indi'cd forgot his ago, the girl her 
youth; they met as equals, on poetic ground, till sud¬ 
denly Kitty sprhiging up, and to prove her point, began 
an imitation of ‘ Saral' ’ in the great love-bcene of the last 
act, before airesting fi'c, in the perbon of Don Euy 
breaks in u))on the rapture of the lovers. She absolutely 
forgot ihe (Tios\ille dia\Mng-iooin, the staring Grosville 
girls, the otflDr faces, astonished or so\eie, neutral or 
friendly. Out rolled the tide of tragic verso, fine poetry 
and high passion ; and thougli it 11 not very much to 
say, it_ must at least be said that ne^er liad sucdi recita¬ 
tion, in such Fioiicli, boen heaid before Wiinin the walls 
of Giobville Park. Nor had tli lips of any J'jiiglish girl 
ever dealt there with a poetic diction so unchastened, 
and unashamed. Lady GrosvilL. might well feel" as 
though the solid frame of things were melting and cracks 
ing round her. 

Kitty ceased She fell back upon her chair, smitten 
with a sudden perception. 

‘ You made me! ’ she said reproachfully to the Dean. 

The Dean said another ‘ brava I ’ and gave another 
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clap. Then becoming aware of Lord Grosville's open 
s-nd eye, he sat up, caught his wife’s expression, 
and came back to prose and the present. 

‘ My dear young lady,' he began, ‘ you have the most 

extraordinary talent-’ when Lady Grosville advanced 

upon him. Standing before him, she majestically sig¬ 
nalled to her husband across his small person. 

‘ William !—Kindly order Mrs. Wilson’s carriage.’ 

Lord Grosville awoke from his stppor with a jerk, and 
did as he was told. Mrs. Wilson, the agent's timid wife, 

who was not at all aware that slic had asked for her 

* 

carriage, rose obediently. Then the mistress of the house 
turned to Lady Kitty. 

‘ You recite very well, Kitty,’ she said, with cold and 
steitely emphasis, ‘ but another time I will ask you to con¬ 
fine yourself to Eacine and Corneille. In England we have 
to be very careful about French wiiters. There are, however, 
if I remember right, some line passages m “ Athalie.” ' 

Kitty said nothing. The Austrian attache who had been 
following the little incident with the liveliest interest retired 
to a close inspection of the china. But the Dean, whose 
temper was of the quick and chivalrous kind, was roused. 

‘ She recites wonderfully! And Victor Hugo is a classic, 
please, my lady !—just as much as the rest of them. Ah 1 
well,—no doubt, no doubt, theie might be things more 
suitable.—’ And the old man came wavering down to eartli, 
as the enthusiasm which Kitty had breathed into him 
escaped, like the gas from a balloon. ‘ But do you know, 
liady Kitty,’ —he stiuck into a new subject with eagerness, 
partly to cover the girl, partly to silence Lady Grosville— 

* you reminded me all the time so remarkably—in your 
voice—certain inflections—of your sister—your step¬ 
sister isn’t it?—Lady Alice? You know of course she 
ia.close to you to-day—just the other side the park— 
tnth'the Sowerbys ?' 
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The Dean’s wife sprang to her feet in despair. In 
general it was to her a matter for fond complacefitcy that 
her husband had no memory for gossip, and was in such 
matters as innocent and as dangerous as a child. But 
this was too much I At the same moment Ashe came 
quickly forward. 

‘ My sister ? ’—said Kitty—‘ my sister ? ’ 

She spoke low and uncertainly, her eyes fixed upon 
tlie Doan. 

lie lookod at her with a sudden odd sense of some¬ 
thing unusual, then went on, still floundering—> 

‘ We mot her at St. Pancras on our way down. If I 
had only known we were to have had the pleasure of 
meeting you—Do you know, I think she is looking 
decidedly better ? ’ 

Ills kindly expression as he rose expected a word of 
sisterly assent. Meanwhile even Lady Grosville was 
paralysed, and the words with which she had meant to 
interpose failed on her lips. 

Kitty too rose, looking round for something, which 
she seemed to find in the face of William Ashe, for her 
eyes clung there. 

‘My sister ’—she repeated, in the same low, strained 
voice—‘my sister Alice? I—I Uc^’t know. I have 
never seen her.’ 

• « • « • • • 

Ashe could not remember afterwards piccisely how 
the incident closed. There was a bustle of departing 
guests, and from the midst of it Lady Kitty slipped away. 
But as he came downstairs in smoking trim, ten minutes 
later, he overheard the injured Dean wrestUng with his 
wife, as she lit a candle for him on the landing. 

* My dear !—what did you look at me like that for — 
what did the child mean? and what on earth is tiite 
matter t' 
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CHAPTER IV 

After the ladies had gone to bed, oh llio night of Lady 
Kitty’s recitation, William Ashe stayed up till past mid¬ 
night talking with old Lord Orosvillo. When relieved of 
the presence of his wornenkind, w^ho wore apt either to 
oppress him, in the person of his wife, or to puzzle him, 
in the persons of his daughters, Lord Grosvillo was not by 
any means without value as a talker. Ho possessed (hat 
narrow but still most serviceable fund of human exiierience, 
which the English landowner, while our English tiadition 
subsists, can haidly escape, if ho will. As guardsman, 
volunteer, magistrate, lord lieutenant, member—for the 
sake of his name and his acres—of various important com¬ 
missions, as military attache even, for a short space, to an 
important Embabsy, he had acquired, by mere living, that 
for which his intellectual betters hud often envied him,— 
a certain shrew'dness, a certain instinct, as to both men 
and affairs, which were often of more service to him tlian 
finer brains to other persons. But like most accomplish¬ 
ments, these also brought their ' wn conceit with them. 
Lord Grosvillc, having, in his owm opinion, dono extremely 
well without much book education himself, had but little 
appreciation for it in others. 

Nevertheless he raioly missed a chance of conversation 
with William Ashe, not because the 5 "ounger man, in 
spite of his past indolence, was generally held to l>e both 
able and accomplished, but because the elder found in him 
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an inVinnible taste for inen ahd women, their fortunes, oddi- 
^ ties, catastrophes—especially the latter—similfiu: to his 

Like Mary Lyster, both were good gossips; hut of a 
much more disinterested type than she. Women indeed 
as gossips are too apt to pursue either the damnation of 
some one else, or the apotheosis of themselves. But here, 
the stupider no less than the abler map showed a certain 
b..oad detachment not very common in women,—amused 
by the human comedy itself, making no profit out of it, 
either for tiu^mselvoo or morals, but asking only that the 
play should go on. 

The incident, oi ''athor the heroine of the evening had 
given Lord Grosville a topic, which in the case of William 
Ashe, he saw no reason for avoiding; and in the peace 
of the smoking room, when he was no longer either 
hungry foa’ Ins dinner or w’orried by his responsibilities 
as host, ho fell ujion his wife’s family, and, as though he 
had been the manager of a puppet-show, unpacked the 
whole box of tlicra for Ashe’s entertainment. 

Figure after figure eineigcd; one more besmirched 
than another. Till finally the most beflecked of all was 
shaken out and displayed,—Lady Grosville’s brother and 
Kitty’s father, the late Lord Blackwater. And on this 
occasion, Ashe did not try to escape the slory which was 
thus a second time brought aci’oss him. Lord Grosville, 
if he pleased, had a right to Lt ll it, and there was now 
a curious feeling in Ashe’s mine which had been entirely 
absent before, that he had, in some sort, a right to hear iL 

Briefly, the outlines of it fell into something likp ^ 
shape.—flenry, fifth Earl of Blackwater, had begun life 
an Irish peer, with more money than the majority of 
class; an initial advantage soon undone by an insane and 
unscrupulous extravagance, lie was, however, a 
handsome, voracious gentleman, born to prey upon/bis, 
kind, and when he looked for an heiress he was not lobg 
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in''.^djng' her. His first wife, a . very rich woman, 
' t^re him one daughter. Before the daughter was three 
years old, Lord Blackwaler had developed a sturdy hatred 
of the mother, chiefly because she failed to present him 
with a son ; and he could not even appease himself by the 
free spending of licr money, which, so far as the capital 
was concerned, was sharply looked after by a pair of 
trustees, Belfast manufacturers and Presbyterians, to 
whom the Blackwator type was not at all congenial. 

These restrictions presently \wre out Ijord Black- 
water’s patience. He left his wife, wUli a small allowance, 
to bring up lier daughter in one of his Disli houses, wlnlo 
he generously spent tlie r<-st of luu laige inc<nno, and Ins 
own, and a great deal hesuh's, m Jjondon and on the 
Continent. 

Lady Blackwaicr, however, was not long before she 
obliged him bydjnig. Her giil, tiien twelve years old, 
lived for a. time with one of her moihor’s trustees. But 
when she had reached tlio ago of seven!6ion, her father 
suddenly command('-d her presence in Pans tliat she might 
make acquaintance with his second wife. 

, The new Lady Blackwaler was an extremely beautiful 
woman, Irish, as the first had been, hut like her in no 
other respect. ^Margaret Fitzgerald was the daughter of 
a cosmopolitan pair, who after many shifts tor a living, 
had settled in Pans, whore the father sudecl as corio- 
spondent for various English papois JJor beauty, Jier 
caprices, and hci’ ‘ affairs ’ wen all w'cll knenvn in Paiis. 

to what the relations lietw en her and Lord Black- 
tyater might haA e liecn before the death of the wife, Lord 
Grosville took a frankly uncharitable view. But when 
that event occurred, Black water w'as Ifcginning to get old, 
ahdMiss Fitzgerald had become necessaiy lo him. She 
all her advantages, and it ended in Ins mairying 
het. The new Lady Black water presented him with one 
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child, a daughter; and about two years after its birth "^ho 
sent for his elder daughter, Lady Alice, to join tijem in 
the sumptuous apartment in the Place Venddme which 
ho had furnished for his new wife, in defiance both of his 
English and Irish creditors. 

Lady Alice arrived,—a fair slip of a girl, possessed, it 
was plain to see, by a nervous terror both of her father 
and stop-mother. But Lady Blackwater received her with 
effusion, caressed her in public, dressed her to perfection, 
and made ill possible use of the girl's pieserice in the 
house for the advaii -oment of her own social position. 
Within a year the Beli ,ist trustees, watching uneasily from 
a distance, received a letter from Lord Blackwater, an¬ 
nouncing Lady Alice’s runaway marriage with a certain 
Colonel Wensleydalc, formerly of the Grenadier Guards. 
Lord Blackwater professed liimself vastly anno3''ed and 
displeased. The young people, furiously in love, had 
managed the affair, however, with a skill that baffled all 
vigilance. Married they weie, and without any settle¬ 
ments, Colonel Wensleydalc liaving nothing to settle, and 
Lady Alice, like a little fool, being only anxious to pour 
all that she possessed into the lap of her beloved. The 
father threw himself on the mercy of the trustees, remind¬ 
ing them that in liiale more than three Lady Alice 

would become unfettered mistress of her owr fortune, and 
begging them mcanwliile to make propej’ provision for the 
rash but happy pair. Harry Wensleydaie after all was 
a rattling good fellow, with whom all the young women 
wore in love. The thing, though naughty, was natural; 
and the Colonel would make an excellent husband. 

One Presbyterian trustee left his business in Belfast,, ‘ 
and ventured himself among the abominations of Paris. 
He was much b(--fooled and be-foasted. He found a shy 
young wife tremulously in love ; a handsome husband;' 
an amiable step-mother. He knew no one in Paris who 
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could eolighten him, and was not clever enough to invent 
means pf getting information for himself. He was in¬ 
duced to promise a sufficient income for the moment on 
behalf of himself and his co-trustce; and, for the rest, was 
obliged to be content with vague assuiances from Colonel 
Wensleydale that, as soon as his wife came into her 
property, fitting settlements sliould be made. 

Pour years passed by. The young people lived with 
the Blackwaters, and their income kept the establishment 
going. Lady Alice had a child, and was at first not alto¬ 
gether unhappy. She was liLtle more tlian a timid child 
herself; and no doubt, to begin with, she was in love. 
Then came her majority Jn defiance of all her trustees, 
she gave her whole fortune, to her husband, and no power 
could prevent her from so doing. 

The Blackwater manage blazed up into a sudden 
splendour. Lady Black water’s carnage, and liudy Black- 
water's jewels had never l)oen finer; and amid the crowds 
who frequented the house, the slight figure, the sallow 
face and absent eyes of her step-daughter attracted little 
I’emark. Lady Alice Wensleydale was said to bo delicate, 
and reserved; she made no friends, explained herself to 
no one; and it was supposed that she occupied herself 
with her little boy. 

Then oiiej December she disappeared from the apart¬ 
ment in the Place Vendonie. It was siid that slio and 
the boy found the climate of Pans too cold in winter, and 
had gone for a time to Italy. Colonel Wensleydale 
continued to live with the Blackwaters, and their apart¬ 
ment was no less sumptuous, their dinneis no less talked 
of, their extravagance no less noisy t^ian before. But 
Lady Alice did not come back witli the spring ; and some 
ugly rumours began to creep about. They were checked, 
however, by the death of Lord Blackwater, which occurred 
within a year of hie daughter's departure ; by the mon- 
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strous debts he left behind him; and*by th^ 
contents of the famous apartment—matters, all ot th0m;\ 
sufficiently ugly or scandalous in themselves to keep'-the 
tongues of fame busy. Lady Blackwater left Paris, apd 
when she reappeared, it was in Kome as the OomWsse 
d’Estr^es, the wife of yet another old man, whose health 
obliged them to winter in the south, and to spend the 
summer in yachting. Her i{alo7i in Rome under Pio Nono, 
became a great rendezvous for English and Americans,' 
attracted )>y .he histone names and titles that M. d’Bs- 
trdes' connections nnong the Black nobility, his wealth, 
and his interest in ■ voral of the C.Ltludic banking-houses 
of Borne and Naples enabled his wife to command. 

Colonel Wonsleydale did not appear. Madame d'Es- 
tr^es let it bo understood that her stop-daughter was of a 
difficult temper, :i nd now spent most of her time in Ireland. 
Her own daughtm’, her ' darling Kitty,’ was being edu¬ 
cated in Paris by tiie Socurs Blanches, and she pined for 
the day when the ‘ little sweet' should join her, ready to 
sprearl her iviiigs in the great w'orld. • But mothers must 
not be impatient, Kit.ty must liavo all the advantages that 
lielitted her rank; and to what better hands could the 
most anxious mother entrust her than to those charming, 
aristociatic, accomplished nuns of tlie Poeurs Blanches? 

Then one January day, ^1 d’Estn^s drove out to 
San Paolo fuori le Mura, and caught a blast from the 
snowy Sabines coming back. l:i three days he was deftd, 
and his well-provided widow had snatched the bulk of'Ms 
fortune from the hands of liis needy and embitte^iaadL 
kindred. 

, Within six mouths of hi-o death, she had bought 'a- 
house in St. James’s Place, and her London career had 
begun. -■ 


‘It is here that w^e come in,' said Lord Grosville,wtb^ 
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^ iligreBsioQs, and more plainness of speech Tvith 

to his quondam sister-in-law than cap be hero 
'^pro^uced, he had brought his story to this point. 


**Bladkwater—the old ruffian—when he was dying )iad a 
moment of remorse. He wrote to my wife and asked her 
to look after his girls, “ P’or God’s sake, Lina, see if you 
can help Alice,—Wensleydale’s a perfect brute.” That 
' was the first light we liad on the situation, for Adelina 
^ had. long before washed her hands of him ; and we knew 
that she hated us. Well, we trie*d; of course we tried. 
But so long as her liuaband lived, Alice would have no¬ 
thing to say to any of us. T sujipose she thought* that 
for her boy’s sake, she’d better keep a bad business to 

herself as much as possible-’ 

‘ Wensleydale—Wcnsleydalo ?’-“-.said Ashe, who had 
been smoking hard and silently beside his liost,—‘you 
mean the man who distinguislu'd himsetf in the Crimea? 
He died last ycai—at Naples, wa.sn't if'^' 

Lord Grosville assented. 

It appeared that duiing tlie last year of his life Lady 
Alice had nursed her husband faitlifully througli disease 
and poverty; for scarcely a vestige of her fortune re¬ 
mained, and an application for money made by Wensley- 
dale to Madame d’Estrees, unknown to his wife, had been 
peremptorily refused. The Colonel died, and within three 
months of his death Lady Alice had also lost her son and 
only child, of blood poisoning devoloiicd in N.aples, whither 
'he had been summoned from school tliat his father might 
'^see him for the last time. 

r' Then, after seventeen years, Lady Alice came back to 
her kindred, who had last seen her as a young girl,— 
gentle* undeveloped, easily led, and rather .stupid. She 
. returned a grey-haired woman of thirty-four, who had lost 
yofith, fortune, child and husband, vvhose aspect more- 
VQYet suggested losses still deeper and more drear. At 
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first she wrapped herself in what seemed to some a. dull,^ 
and to others a tragic silence. But {suddenly a flame 
leapt up in her. She became aware of the position of 
Madame d’Estr6es in London; and one day, at a private 
view of the Academy, her former step-mother wont up to 
her smiling, with outstretched hand. Lady Alice tm*ned 
very pale; the hand dropped, and Alice Wensleydale 
walked rapidly away. But that night, in the Grosville 
house, she spoke out. 

‘She told Lina and myself the whole story. You’d 
have thought the woman was possessed. My wife— 
she’s not of the cryi g sort, iior am I. But she cried, 

-—and 1 believe—well, I can tell you it was enough to 
move a stone.—And when she’d done, she just went 
away, and locked her door, and let no one say a word to 
her. She has told one or two other relations and 
friends, and-’ 

‘ And the relations and friends have told others ? ’ 

‘ Well, I can answer for myself,’ said Grosville after a 
pause. ‘ This happened three inontlis ago. I never have 
told, and never shall tell all the details as she told them 
to us. But we have lot enough be known-’ 

‘ Enough ?—enough to damn Madame d’Eslr^es? ’ 

‘ Oh, well, as far as the women wc;p concerned, she 
was mostly that already. Thoao are other tales going 
about. I expect you know them 

‘No, I don’t know them,’ said Ash^’. 

'Loid Grosville's face expressed surprise.-—‘ Well, this* 
finished it,’—he said. 

‘Poor child! ’—said Ashe slowly, putting down his 
cigajrette, and turning a thouglnful look on the carpet. 

‘Alice?’ said Lord Grosville. 

‘No.’ 

‘Oh! you mean Kitty ? Yes,—I had forgotten her for 
the moment. Yes,—poor child.’ 
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^ Thei^ was sileAce a moment; then Lord GrosTille 
ii^quirgd— 

* What do you think of her?’ 

‘ I? ’ said Ashe, with a laugh. ‘ I don’t know. She’s 
obviously very pretty-’ 

‘ And a handful i ’ said Lord Grosville. 

‘ Oh! quite plainly a handful,' said Ashe, rather 
absently. Then the memory of Kitty’s entry recurred 
to them both, and they laughed. 

' Not much shyness left in that young woman—eh ? ’ 
said the old man. ‘ She tells my girls such stoiies of her 
French doings,—my wife’s had to stop it. She scorns to 
have had all sorts of lovc-al’fairs already. And of couree 
she’ll have any nuinbor over here—sure to. Some un¬ 
scrupulous fellow ’ll get hold of her,—for naturally the 
right sort won’t marry her. I don’t know what we can 
do. Adelina offered to take her altogether. But that 
woman wouldn't hear of it. She wrote Lina rather a good 
letter—on her dignity—.and that kind of tiling. We gave 
her an opening, and by .Jove, she took it.’ 

‘ And meanwhile Lady Kitty has no deiilings with her 
step-sister ?' 

‘ You heard wdiat she said. ]il\traordinary girl •—to 
let the thing out plump like that. Just like the blood. 
They say an 5 '^thing that conics into their heads. If we 
had known that Alice was to be with the Sowerbys this 
week-end, my wife would cerhiinly have put Kitty olf. 
It would be uncommonly awkwai d if they were to meet— 
here for instance. Hullo !—is in getting late ? ’ 

For the whist-players at the end of the library had 
pushed back their chairs, and men ^gvg strolling back 
from the billiard-room. 

* I am afraid Lady Kitty understands there is something 
wrong with her mother’s position/ said Ashe, as they rose, 
daresay. Brought up in Paris, you see,’ said the 
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wlute-haired Englishman, with a shrug * Of (}our$$ 
knows eveiything she shouldn't' 

‘ Biought up in a convent, please,’ said Ashe smiling. 
‘And I thought the French was the most innocent 
and ignoi iiit thing aliv e 

Loid Groavillc loceivcd the remaik with deiision 
‘ You ask my wife whit she thinks about Frenoh 
convents She knows- she s had lots of Catholic rela- 
tioi b She 11 tell >ou tiles ' 

Ashe ill lught, i owevt i, that lie could tiust himself to 
see tint she did no mg of the soit 

The smoking room bioke up late, but the new Under- 
Secietaiy sit up still litei, leuling and smoking in his 
bedioom V box of Foieign Ofiice pipeis lay on his 
tible lie went through thfni with i keen sense of 
pleasuie, enjoying his new woik incl his own competence 
to do it, -of which, notwithstanding his leiraiks to Mary 
Ljstei he w is not lealh it ill in doubt Then when 
his comments weie done, and the papeio lepliced in the 
ordei in whuli the} would now go up to the Secretary of 
State, he tdt the spiing niglit oppiessivelv mild and 
walking to the window, ht thiew it wide open 

He lookel out upon a U lUh gi dv.n full of spnng 
flowers in bloom In thf ini t w is a t ill fountain, 

which murrauied to itself t’ ough ih night An 
o angci} 01 conseivatoiy, of a charming cighir'enth cen- 
tuiy design, lan round the gaidtii in a semi-circle, 
dit pilisteis and mouldings of }(llow si one takmg 
the moonhght the coloui and the delicacy of ivory. 
Beyond the tin ace which bordeifd the garden, thd 
ground fell to a iivei, of which the 'caches, nowdazslii)g« 
now sombie, i ow slipping secret under woods, arid noW 
silver ly open to the gentle slopes of the park, hrou^t 
wildness and romance into a scene that had else 
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Beyond the nver on a nung ground 'was a village 
lohurcrh^witb a spire The formal girdon, the Georgian 
^nservatory, the park, the river thcchuich—thej breathed 
^England, and the tiaditional English life All that 
they imphed of custom and inherit incc of strength and 
naitowness, of eiamping prejudice xnd stubboin force, 
was veiy familiii to \she and on the whole veiy con 
gemal He w as glatl to be an Englishman and \ member 
of an Eiigh h Cjoveinment The iignic mood which was 
tolerably constant in him did not m the k ist mteifeio 
with his noimal injoynuut of noniul ^ootls Tie siw 
himself often as a sliidi imon^, shidows as in actor 
among actois but the pKy A^as ^oed all the same 
That a man should know hirn«-tlf to be i fool w is m his 
eyes as it w is in Loid "Mdboutnes tht fust ot nccts 
sities But fool 01 no fool lot him find the oieupitions 
that suited him ind puisuc them On (hose teims life 
was still amply woitli living and r w is still hot in 
the mouth 

This was his usuil philosophy lvehr,iousl\ he w is a 
sceptic, enormously intitstd in idi^^un Should he 
ever become Pnmt Miiiistei is F nly Tiinmoie pio 
phesied, he would know much moie th obgj thin the 
bishops hf migVit be called on to ijipomt loliticill\ at 
the eame time, he wis in aiistoci mom f usl} n (eusted 
In libeitj The absurdities of Ins ow i cl iss wlic still 
mdre plain to him piilups thu the ihsiii litiis ii the 
populace But had he lived i coiinle of i ci itioiis eailiei 
lie would have gone with passion toi Cilholic Lmincipa 
tion, and boggled it thr Eeform Bill 4nd if I tt( hid 
^own him on earlier d lys still, lie would not like 1 alklaiid 
hflrve died ingeminating peace , he would hive fought but 
on which Bide, no fnend of his—up till now •<< uld have 
been ^uite sure To h iv e the reputation of an idler, ^nd to 
be m tmth a ploddmg and unwearied student, this, at any 
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rate, pleased him. To avow an enthusiasm, or aid ' 
tion, generally seemed to him an indelicacy; only two or 
three people in the world knew what was the real quality 
of his heart. Yet no man feigns shirking without in some 
measure learning to shirk ; and there were certain true 
indolences and Sybaritisms in Ashe of which he was 
fully and contemptuously aware,—without either wishing 
or feeling himself able to break the yoke of them. 

At the present moment, however, he was rather con¬ 
scious of much unusual stirring and exaltation of 
personality. As ho stood looking out into the English 
night the currents < f his blood ran free and fast. Never 
had he felt the natural appetite for living so strong 
in him, combined with what seemed to be at once a 
divination of coming change, and a thirst for it. Was it 
the mere advancement of his fortunes ?—or something 
infinitely subtler and sweeter? It was as though waves 
of softness and of yearning welled up from some unknown 
source, seeking an object and an outlet. 

As ho stood there dreaming, lie suddenly became 
conscious of sounds in the room overhead. Or rather in' 
the now absolute stillness of the rest of the house he 
realised that the movements and voices above him which 
had really beer, going on since h'j entered his room, 
persisted, when everything else had died 'i'’'ay. 

Two people were talking; Oi rather one voice ran on 
perpetually, broken at intervals by llie other. He began 
to suspect to whom the voice belonged; and as he did so, 
the window above his own was thrown open. He stepped 
back involuntarily, but not before he had caught a fCw 
words in French gpoken apparently by Lady Kitty. 

‘ Ciel 1 what a night!—and how the flowers smell I 
And the stars—I adore the stars I Mademoiselle!— come 
here !—Mademoiselle! answer me—I won’t tell tales— 
now do you— really and truly —believe in God ?' ^ 
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X A'jau^, which was a laugh of'pldasure, ran through 
Am, as he hurriedly put out his lights. 

• ‘TownentorI’ he said to himself—‘must you put a 
woman through her theological paces at this time of 
night? Can’t you go to sleep, you little ^^hill^vind?— 
What's to be done “i* If I shut my window the noise 
will scare her. But I can’t stand eaves-dropping heio.’ 

He withdrew softly fiom the window and began to 
undress. But Lady Kitty w’as leaning out, and her \ oice 
carried amazingly. Heard in this way also, apait from 
form and face, it became a separate living thing. Ashe 
stood arrested, his watch thit he was wuiding up'in 
his hand. He had known tlu* \oice till now as some¬ 
thing sharp and light, tlie sign suiely of a chatterer 
and a flht. To-night, as Kitt^ made use of it to expound 
her own pecnliai theology to the IVcnoh govLino>jS— 
whereof a few Iragmeiits now' and then floated dow u to 
Ashe—nothing could ha\e been nioie musical, melancholy, 
caressing. A voice full of sex, and the spell of sox. 

What had she been talking of all these horns to 
Mademoiselle’—a lady w’hom she could never Inuo set 
eyes on before this visit. He thought of her face, in the 
drawing-room, as she had spoken c'f hoi sister,—of her 
eyes, so full of a blight fe^ellsh pain, which had hung 
upon his own 

Had she indeed been confiding all her homo secrets to 
this stranger? Ashe felt a movement of distaste, almost 
of disgust. Yet ho remembered that it was by hei 
unconventionality, her lack of all proper reticence, or, as 
many would have said, all delicate feeling, that she had 
made her first impression upon him. Aye, that had been 
an impression—an impression indeed! *He realised the 
fact jHTofoundly, as he stood lingering in thf darkness, 
titying not to hear the voice that thrilled him. 

At last I—was she going to bed ? 
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* Ah !—but I am a pig 1—to keep you up lik^ this. \ 
dormir !' (—The sound of a kiss—) ' I ? Oh, no 
should one go to bed ? It is in the night one begins to 
live-’ 

She fell to humming a little French tune,—then 
broke off— 

‘You remember?—you promise? You have the 
letter ? ’ 

Asseverations apparently from Mademoiselle, and a 
mention of eight o’clock,—followed by remorse from Kitty. 

‘ Eighii X) clod:! And I keep you like this. I am a 
brute beast!—Alh'z—allez vitc ' ’ And quick steps 
scuddiid across this iloor above, followed by the shutting 
of a door. 

Kitty, however, came back to the window, and Ashe 
could still hear her sighing and talking to herself. 

What had she been plotting ? A letter ? Conveyed 
by Mademoiselle ?—to whom ? 

Long after all sounds above had ceased Ashe still lay 
awake, thinking of the story he had heard from Lord 
Grosville. Certainly if he had known it, he would never 
have gone familiarly to Madame d’Estr6es' house. 
Laxity, for a man of his type, is one thing; lying mean¬ 
ness and cruelty are another. Wfiat could be done for 
this poor child in her strange* and sinister position? He 
was ironically conscious of a sudden heat of missionary zeal. 
For if the creature to be saved ha'd not possessed such 
a pair of eyes—so slim a neck—such a haunting and 
teasing personality—what then ? 

The question presently plunged with him into sleep. 
But he had not forgotten it when he awoke. 

He had just finished dressing next morning, when he 
chanced to see from the front window of his room which ’ 
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oommanded the main stretch of the park, the figure of a 
lady on one of the paths. She seemed to be returning from 
the further end of a long avenue and was evidently hurry¬ 
ing to reach the house. As she approached, however, she 
turned aside into a shrubbery walk and was soon lost to 
view. But Ashe had rejognised Mademoiselle D. The 
matter of the letter recurred io him. lie guessed that 
she had already delivered it. But where? 

At breakfast Lady Kitty did not appear. Ashe made 
inquiries of the younger Miss GrosvUle, who replied with 
some tartness that she Rup])osGd Kitly liad a cold, and 
hurried off herself to dress for 8unddv school. Jt was 
not at all the custom for young ladies to breakfast in bed 
on Sundays at Gi'osville Paik, and Lady Grosville’s brow 
was clouded. Ashe felt ii a positive effort to tell her that 
he was not going to church, and vheii she had marshalled 
her flock and carried them off, those left behind knew 
themselves indeed as heathens and publicans. 

Ashe wandered out with some official papers and 
a pipe into the spring sunshine. IMr. Kershaw, the 
editor, would gladly have caught him fox’ a political talk. 
But Ashe would not bo caught. As to the interests of 
England in the Persian Gulf, both they and Mr. Ivershaw 
might for the moment go hang. ’Would Lady Kitty meet 
him in the old garden at J1.30, or would she not? That 
was the only thing that mattered. 

However, it was still moj’o thiui an hour to the time 
mentioned. Ashe spent a while in roaming a wood 
delicately pied with primroses an I anemones, and then 
sauntered back into the gardens, which were old and 
famous. 

Suddenly, as he came upon a terrsfeo bordered by a 
thick yew hedge, and descending by steps to a lower 
.terrace, he became aware of voices in a stiange tone and 
key,—not loud, but, as it were, intensified far beyond the 
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note of ordinary talk. Ashe stood still; for he bftd recog¬ 
nised the voice of Lady Kitty. But before he had made 
up his mind what to do, a lady began to ascend ^he steps 
which connected the upper terrace with the lower. She 
came sti'.iigiit towauls him and Ashe looked at her with 
astonishment. She \\as not a member of the Grosville 
house party, and Ashe had never seen her before. Yet in 
her pale unhappy face theie was something that recalled 
another per.son; something too in her gait, and her 
passioivi ‘ energy (vf moveunent. hhe swept past him, 
and he ,.i\v Un t she was tall and tlnn, and dressed in 
deep mourning. Her o\es were set on some inner vision; 
he lilt that slie scarcely saw liim. She p.assed like an 
embodied g'it'L— im nacing and lamentable. 

Something hk(‘ a vry pursued her up tlie steps. But 
slie did not turn. She walked swiftly on, and was soon 
lost to sight in tlie trees. 

Asm* he-^it.itoil a moment, then huniod dowm the 
step-.. 

On a Slone seat lieju'atli the yow' hedge, Kitty Bristol 
lay pi one lie lieanl lier sob^^, and they went most 
strangely through his heart. 

‘ Lady Kitty ! ’—he said, as he stood beside her, and 
belli over hi'r. 

Shu lool^ed up, and show’ed no siii'prise. Uer face 
was liathed in loirs, but hui hand sougl . his piteously 
and di’cw him towi'ards her. 

‘ I have seen my sister,’ she said ‘ and she hates me. 
What have I done ? I tliink 1 shall die of despair ! * 
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CHAPTER V 

The efifect of the few so])buij< worcTv, \Mth winch Kitty 
Bristol had greeted his ])j’-.'bciJ 0 e heside licr, upon the 
feeling of Williani Ablie wds both hliiirp and deep, for 
they seemed already to in)]»ly a pcculiai- I’olation, a special 
link between them. 11 id it not indeed hi'gnn in tliat 
very moment at St James's Place wlien he had first 
caught sight of her, sitting foilorn in her white <lrftss?-- 
when she had ‘ willed ’ him lo come 10 her, and he came ' 
Surely—though as to this ho had Ins ijiiahns---she could 
not have spoken with this abandonment to any other of 
her new English acquaintances ? to Darrell, for instance, 
who was expected at Grob\illo I'^ark that eveningNo ! 
From the beginning she had turned to him, William 
Ashe; she had been conscious of the same mutual luidor- 
standing, the same sympathy m dilfeience that he himself 
felt! 

It was, at any rate, with the feeling of one whose fate 
has most strangely, most unexpi etedl} ovciiakcn him 
that he sat down beside her. llis ewe pulses w’ere run¬ 
ning at a great rate; but there ivas 10 he no sign of it for 
her. He tried indeed to calm hei by th.it meie cheerful 
strength and vitality of which lie w^as so easily master 
'Why should you be in despair'^’ h* said, bonding 
towards her. 'Tell me Let me try and i.elp you. 
Was your sister unkind to you ? ’ 

Kitty made no reply at once The tcais that biimmed 
4ieF ls>rge eyes slipped down her cheeks without disfiguring 



70 


THE MARRIAGE OF WILLIAM ASHB 


her. She was looking absently, intently, into a dark 
depth of wood as though she sought there for sofhe truth 
that escaped her,—truth of the past or of the present. 

' I don’t know,’ she said, at last, shaking her Head, 
‘ I don’t know whether it was unkind. Perhaps it was 
only what wo deserve, Maman and 1.’ 

' You ! ’ c)iod Ashe. 

‘Yes,’she said, passionately^. “Who’s going to sepa¬ 
rate ))otwec’) Yaman and me? If she's done mean, 
shocking things, iho n.'ople she’s done them to will hate 
me loo. They bOall 1\ ■ o inc ! It’s right.’ 

She tinned to him violently. She was very white, 
and her little hands as sh(‘, hat thc'ro before him, proudly 
cicet, twisted a lace handkerchiot between them, that 
would soon be in tatteis. Somehow Ashe winced before 
tlie wioek of tlu3 haiidkcrcliief; what noud to ruin the 
pretty fiagile thing 

‘ T am quite burc no one will over hate you for what 
you haven’t done,’ lie sail steadily. ‘That would be 
abominably unfair. Put, you see, 1 don’t understand— 
and I don't like— I don’t wish—to ask questions.’ 

‘ Do ask questions > ’ sl’c ciiod, looking at liim almost 
repioaclifully. ‘Tint’s just what I w i,nt y’ou to do— 
Only’ — she added, iianging hoi head m depicssion— ‘I 
shouldn't know wlnu. to answer. . am playc- 4. with, and 
ti’cated as a baby! Theio is himothing horrible the 
mattei -and no one tiusts me—everyom; keeps me in the 
dark. No one ever thinks whether I am miserable or 
not ^ ’ 

S^ie raised licr hands to ho' cyi-s and vehemently 
wiped away her ll'ears with tlie tattered lace handkerchief. 
Ill all these wends and actions, howevci, she was graceful 
and touching, because slie was natural. She was not 
posing or conscious, she was hiding nothing. Yet Ashe 
felt certain she could act a part magnificently; only it» 
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would not be for the lie's sake, but for the sake of some 
romantic impulse or imagination. 

‘ Why should you torment yourself so ? ’ he asked her 
kindly. Her hand had dropped and lay beside her on 
the bench. To his own amazement lie found himself 
clasping it. ‘ Isn’t it Ijetter to foi get old griefs ? You 
can’t help what happened years ago—you can’t undo it. 
You’ve got to live your own life— hap2)iltj / And 1 just 
wish you'd set about it!' . 

He smiled at her, and tliero were few faces more 
attractive than his when lie let hi.s natural softness have 
its w'ay, without irony. She let her eyes be drawui to his, 
and as they met he saw a Hush lise in her clear skin and 
spread to the pale gold of her hair. The man in him 
was marvellously pleaded by that flush—fascinatijd, 
indeed. But she gave him binall tmie to obseive it, bho 
drew herself impatiently away. 

‘ Of eourse, you don t understand a ^^ 0 ]d about it,’ she 
said, ‘or you couldn’t talk like that. But—I’ll tell 
you! ’ Her eyes, half inisciablc, half audacious, returned 
to him. ‘ My sister—came here—because I bent for her. 
I made Mademoi.sello go with a letter. Of course, I 
knew there was a uiystcry—f knew the Grosvillcs did 
not want us to meet— I Knew that she and Maman Iiated 
each other. But Maman will toll me nothing—and I 
have a right to know.' 

‘ No—you have no light to knovv,’ said Ashe, giavely. 

She looked at him wildly. 

* I have—I have * ’ she repeated passionately. * Well 
—I told my sister to meet me here—I had foigotten, you 
Bbe, all about you ! My mind was so ftill of Alice. And 
when she came I felt as if ic w'as a dieam—n horrible 
tragic dream. You know!—she is 10 hke nn',- which 
means, I suppose, that we are both lilvc papa. Only her 
face —it’s not handsome, on, no I—but it’s stern—and— 
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\es, noble ' I ^as proud of her I would like ta have 
gone on m> knee and kissed bei diess But elite would 
not take nj h ind—she would haidlj speak to me She 
Slid Ik hal come because it w is liest, now that I was 
in Lnghnd that \\e slioul 1 inocl once —and undcistand 
ihit wc rouUni meet, thit could ne\ei, nevei be 
fiicm s Sli Slid tint she hitcd mj mothei — that foi 
jciis she had 1 (pt s Icnc —but that now she meant to 
pm ish Mirni to (bi\( lin fiom Lon Ion \ndthen—' 
the gill I|s nciill 1 iind i the memo > she came 
close to me an I Ik 1 od nto m> ejis and she slid— 
‘ 3fcs —10 111 c cl olhe wcic hko oui fithei -and 

it i\tull b b t fo i b 1) th it INC had ncvci been 

boi n 

\h' ciud' iiid \sh in\ luntiiil}, and once 
niOR his li 111 1 f iind Kitlj s snull hi g is ind piesscd 
lilt 111 in Ins 

]\i( \ Ic ] 1 him uith a stiangc c\lilt'd look 

'No J tl 1 il II i lie I often think Tm not made 
t( 1)0 1 ipp\ r I in t (\ ei be happj -it s not in mo 

ft s in \si tosiv foolish things then* ‘’aid Ashe, 
lij,lul\ in I eiosbiiip. Ins a ms h tiud to assume the 
puictiral cklci bic ai \\1 ich 1 felt bitittcd the 

situiiion il injil 11 ^ 1) littid n 1 o i i uutJ it bcemed 

to him on infill i confi -.id ul ugly then talk 

flo ts 1 ihoM t i_,i d ptl gues i it 1 > hm, 'wholly 
n il noiMi to h 1 \ 1 ^ct hei aonlli shiank fiom it 
kn( N notuhit —‘as in animal sinink^ fiom shadows in 
th tv ili^ht She seemed to hin to sit enwiapped itt 
a \ague clfud of -jhimc icsentin an hating it, yet not 
ible to escipc ficfi thinking ind till mg of it But she 
must not tilk (f 

RIk di 1 not inswci his labt ic naik foi a littlo while 
She sat 1 okin^, b fo e her o\eiwhelmed, it seemed, by 
an inwaid lush of images and sensitions Till, with a 
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ixiovement, she turned to him jin’d said, smiling, 
^uite imher ordinary voice— 

* Do you know why I shall never be happy? It is 
because I have such a bad tempci’.’ 

* ‘ Have you ? ’ said Ashe, smiling 

She gave him a curious look. 

-You don’t liclicvG it? If vou had been in the con- 

t/ 

vent, you would have believed it. I’m mad sometimes— 
quite mad; with pride, I supposp, and vanity. The 
Soeurs said it was that.’ 

‘ They had to explain it somehow,’said Aslic. ‘But 
I am quite suie that if I ]i\ed in a convent, T should have 
a furious temper.' 

‘Youl-’ she sail, half contemptuously. 'You 

couldn’t be ill-tempered anywhere. Tliat’s the one thing 
I don't like about vou - ^ ou'ro too calm—too—too saiislied. 

« h 

It's—Well! you said a shaip tiling lo mo, so J don’t see 
why I shouldn’t say one to you. You shouldn’t look 
as though you enjoyed 30111- life so much. It’s hoiugcoisl 
It is indeed.’ And she fiowricd upon him with a little 
extravagant air lhal amused him. 

By some prescience, she had put on tliat morning a 
black dress of ihin inateii.il, made with o\tionie sim¬ 
plicity. No flounces, no iaufaronn.ide A little girlish 
dress, that naadc tlie girlish figino sc cm eien fiailei and 
lighter than he rememhcn-c'd il the inghl before', m the 
splendours of her Pans gown lloi huge hl.xck hat 
emphasised the whiteness of he hiow ihe hnllianee of 
her most beautiful eyes, and inc'u all the lost was in¬ 
substantial sprite and aiiy nothing, to be cruslied in 
one'hand. And yet what untamed, Midomitalile things 
breathed from it I—a self surely more sell, more intensely, 
obstinately alive than any he had yet known 

Her attack had brought the involunhiry blood to his 
cheeks, which annoyed him. But he invited her to say 
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why chcci'fulness was a vice. She replied that no one 
should look success—as much as he did. ► 

‘And j-ou scorn success?’ 

‘ Scoi'n it ' She drew a long breath, clasped both 
her hands above hci’ head, then slowly lot the thin arms 
fall again. ‘Scot nit! What nonsense I J 3 ut everybody 
who Ic isn’t got it hates those who have.’ 

‘ Don’t hate me! ’ said Ashe, quickly. 

‘Yes,’ sh(i ■'ind, witli siiibhoinness. ‘I must. Do 
you know ^\]ly 1 was } ich a wild-cat at scliool ’ Because 
borne of (lie other gii I were more important than I— 
much moie iinpoitant .uid rjcher—and more beautiful— 
and ]ioople })aid them more attention And that seemed 
to burn the heart lu me , ’—bhe piessed her hands to her 
breast with a pas-iionate gesture ‘ You know the French 
word panache ' Well, tliat's what I caie for — that’s 
wliat 1 adoic'. To bo the first — the best — the most 
distinguislied To ))o envied—and jiointed at — obeyed 
when 1 lift my imgei — and ihen to come to some great, 
glorious, tragic end !-’ 

Ashe moved impatiently. 

* Dad} KitL\“l don’t like to hear you talk like this. 
It’s wild, and it’s also— I Ivg your pardon-’ 

‘In had table■^’ iho said, catching mm iiji, bieath- 
lesbly. ‘That’s wh.iL you meant™ ■ sn't it? You said it 
to me before---when i called you hi-'nlsoine.’ 

‘Pshaw!’ he said m vexation. SI a, watched him 
throw hinibelf back and fe/jl for Ins cigirette-caso; a 
gesture of her hand gave him leave; she waited, 
smiling, dll h(‘ had taken a few ^ liming whiffs. Then 
she gently moved towards him. 

‘ Don’t be art' y with me ' ’ she said, in a sweet, low' 
voice. 'Don’t you understand liow hard it is—to have 
that nature - and then to come here out of the convent— 
where one had liveil on dreams—and find oneself-' 
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She turned her head away. Ashe put down his now- 
lit cigajl*ettd. 

* Find yourself ? ’ he repeated. 

* Everybody scorns me • ’ she said, her brow drooping. 

Ashe exclaimed. 

‘ You know it’s true. My mother is not received. 
Can you deny that ? ’ 

‘ She has many friends,’ said Ashe. 

‘ She is not received. When J, speak of her no one 
answers mo. Lady Grop' Ih* asks mo hero— me —out of 
charity. It would bo thought a disgi'aco to marry mo— ' 

‘ Look hero, Lady Kitty !-’ 

‘ And I—' she wrung her small hands, as though she 
clasped the nodes of her enemies—‘ 1 would never look 
at a man who did not think it the glory of his life Lo win 
me I So you sec T shall never mairy. But then the 
dreadful thing is — ' 

She lot him sec a ^\hite stormy fauo. 

‘ That I havo no loyalty to Maraan—l -I don’t think 
I even love her.' 

Ashe suiTcyed her gravely. 

‘ You don’t moan that,' ho said 

‘ I think I do,’ she persisted. ‘ I had a horrid cliild- 
hood. I w'on’t tell talcs; but, you sec, I don’t kiimv 
Maman. I know the Scours much bettei*. And then for 
someone you don’t know—to li vve to—to liavo to bear— 
this horrible thing-’ 

She bunedher face in her h nds. Ashe looked at her 
in perplexity. 

‘ You shan’t hcai anything horrible,' ho said, witli 
energy. ‘ There are plenty of people'wlio will take care 
of that. Do you mind telling me?—ha\'e there boon 
special difficulties just lately ? ’ 

* Oh, yes,’ she said, calmly, looking up, * awful I 
Maman's debts are—well — ridiculous. For that alone f 
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don't think she ’ll be able to stay in London—apart froih-^' 
'Alice.’ 

The name recalled all she had just passed through,, 
and her face quivered. ‘ What will she do ? ’ she said, 
under her breath. ‘How will she punish us?—and 
why ?—for what ? ’ 

Her dread—her ignorance—her fierce bruised vanity— 
her struggling pride - -her lielplessness, appealed amazingly 
to the man be-'ide her. lie began to talk to her very 
gently and wisely, begging her to let the past alone, to 
think only what could b done to help the present. In 
the first place, would she not let his mother be of use 
to her 

He could answer for Lady Tranmoie. Why shouldn’t 
Lady Kitty spend the summer with her in Scotland? 
No doubt Madame d’Eslrues would be abroad— 

‘ Then I must go with her,’ said Kitty. 

Ashe hesitated. 

‘ Of course, if slic wishes it ’ 

‘Lilt r don’t know that she will ivish it. She is not 
vei’y fond of me,’ said Kitty, doubtfully. ‘ Yes, I would 
like to stay with Lady Tranmoie. But will your cousin 
be theic*^' 

‘ Miss Lyster ? ’ 

Kitty nodded. 

‘How can I tell? Of course, she -j often there.’ 

‘ It is quite curious,’ ^md Kitty, after rellection, ‘how 
we dislike each other. And it is so odd. You know 
most people like me? ’ 

She looked up at him, without a trace of coquetry,- 
rather wdlh a certain timidity that feared possible rebuff. 
‘That’s iilways hoe. my difficulty,’ she went on, ‘till 
now. Everybody spoils mo. I always get my own way. 
In the convent T was indulged and flattered, andf then 
they wondered that I made all sorts of follies I I want (t 






guide—tot’s, quite cefrtaiti; somebody to tell me what 
^ do,’ 

" * I Vould offer myself for the post,’ said Ashe, ‘ but 
ihat I feel perfectly sure that you would never follow 
anybody’s advice in anything.’ 

■ ! Yes, I would,’ she said, wistfully, ‘ I would-’ 

Ashe's face changed. 

‘ Ah, if you would-’ 

She sprang up. ‘ Do you see-’ she pointed to some 

figures on a distant path. ‘ They ^re coming back from 
■ church. You understand?— nobody must know about niy 
sister. It will come round to Aunt Lena, of course; but 
I hope it’ll be when I’m gone. If she know now, I should 
go back to London to-day ! ’ 

Ashe made it clear to her that he would be discretion 
itself. They left the bench, but, as they began to ascend 
the steps, Kitty turned back. 

‘ I wish I hadn't seen her! ’ she said, in a miserable 
tone, the tears flooding once more into her eyes. 

Ashe looked at her with great kindness, but without 
speaking. The moment of sharp pain passed, and she 
moved on languidly beside him. But there was an 
infection in his strong handsome prosonce, and her .smiles 
soon came back. By tlic time they neared the house, 
indeed, she seemed to be in wild spirits again. 

Did he know, she asked him, that three more guests 
were coming that afternoon —Mj’ Dairell, Mr. Louis 
Harman, and —Mr. Geoffrey Cliffc'' She laid an emphasis 
on the last name, which made Ashe say, carelessly— 

* You want to meet him so much ? ’ 

' Of course. Doesn’t all the w’orld ? ’ 

' Ashe replied that he could only answer for himself, 
and as far as he was concerned he could do very well 
' ‘^thoat Cliffe’s company at all times. 

' Whereupon Kitty protested with fire that other 
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men were jealous of such a famous person, because women 
liked him—because- 

* Because the man’s a coxcomb, and the wom&n spoil 
him?’ 

‘ A coxcomb ! ’ 

Kitty was up in arms. 

‘ Pray, is he not a great traveller ? —a very great 
traveller?’ she asked with indignation. 

‘ Certainly—by his own account.' 

‘And a mo'-t brilliant writei ’ 

‘ Macaulayese,’--said Aslio perversely—‘ aTid not very 
good at that.’ 

Kitty was at first struck dumb, and then began 
a voluble protest against unfairness so monstrous. 
Did not all intelligent people I’cad and admire ? It was 
mere jealousy, she lepeated, to deny the gentleman's 
claims. 

Ashe let her talk and ouote and excite herself, apply¬ 
ing oveiy now and then a little sly touch of the goad, to 
make her still run on, and so forget the tragic hour which 
had ovcrsliadowod lier. And meanwhile fill lie cared for 
was to watch the flashing of her face and eyes, and the 
play of the wind in her bair, and the springing grace 
with which she moved. Poor child ’—it all came back to 
that—poor child !—vhat was to be done wdth her? 

At luncheon—the Suridav luiudieon—which still, at 
Grosville Park, as in Mie Early Victorian days of Lord 
Grosville’s mother, consisted of a huge baronial sirloin to 
which all else upon the varied table appeared as appur¬ 
tenance and appendage, Ashe allowed himself the 
inward reflection that the Grosville Park Sundays were 
degenerating. Both Lord and Lady Grosville had been 
good hosts in their day; and the downrightness of the 
wife had been as much to the taste of many as the agree- 
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able gossip of the husband. But on this occasion' both 
-Were silent and absent-minded. Lady Grosville snowed 
no generalship in placing her guests; the wrong people 
sat next to each other, and the whole party dragged— 
without a leader. 

And certainly Kitty Bristol did nothing to enliven it. 
She sat very silent, her black dress changing her a good 
deal, to Ashe’s thinking, bringing back, as he chose to 
fancy, the pale convent girl. Was it so that she went 
through her pious oxcrcis'^s - by <tho way, she was, of 
course, a Catholic'^—snid her h'ssons, and wont to her 
confessor? Had the Fronoh cousin witli \vhom she rode 
stag-hunting ever scon her like this? No; Ashe felt 
certain that ‘ llonn ' bad never soon her, except as a 
fashion-plate, or ni amazono. lie could have made 
nothing of this ghost in black—tins distinguished, piteous, 
little ghost. 

After luncdieon it hecnnie tolerably clear to Ashe that 
Lady Grosville’s pi coeeu]):ilion had a cause. And pre¬ 
sently catching liini alone in the library, wdhiher he 
had retired with sonic ollicial papci", she closed tlie door 
with deliberate caie, and stood hefoic him. 

‘I see you are interested 111 Kilty, and I feci as if I 
must tell you,—and ask your opinion. Williaiii—do you 
know what that cliiJd has been doing? ’ 

He looked up from liis wiiting 

* Ah !—wliat have you been disi'overiiig ? ’ 

* Grosville told you the stoiy In i. niglit,’ 

Ashe nodded. 

‘Well—Kitty wrote to Alice this morning—and they 
met. Alice lias kept her room since—prostrate—so the 
Sowerbys tell me. I liavc ]nst liad h. note from Mrs. 
Sowetby. Wasn't it an extraordinary, an indelicate thing 
to do ? ’ 

. Ashe studied the frowning lady a moment—so large 
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and daunting in her black silk and white lace. She, 
seemed to suggest all those aspects of the English Sunday 
for which he had most seciet dislike,—its Phari8a\5m and 
dulues-s and heavy meals He felt himself through and 
thiough Lxd} Kitty’s champion 

‘f should hi\e thought it \ei) uatuial,’ was his 
leply 

J-zady Giosville thiew up hei hands. 

N itui al ’ —when she kno^^ s - ’ 

‘ How ciii he l\n )i\ ^ ’ ci icd Vshe hotl\ ‘ How can 
such a child kiKm o gucs^ aii\things blie only knows 
that th< c IS some 1 ck chaigc igiiust hei mother, on 
which no on \ ill t tiligliteii hci IIo^n cm the} ? But 
niean^\hilc lu i mctlui is osti ui-^cd, iiid she feels heiself 
dragged into the dwgi ic not iinch i standing why or 
wheiefoie Could an\thing bo nioic pathetic—more 
touchni r 

Inins licit of feeling, he got up, and began to pace 
up and down Lad> &i imUl s countenance expiessed 
hist astonishment then w ueiing 

‘Oh of comss its \(i} sul she said—‘ extremely 
sad But I should lia\c thought Kittv was cleier enough 
to undcistand it h I'.t tint Mkc must ha\o some giavo 
icason foi bic iking with hci lULtliu 

‘ Don t ^oii ill loigct wh it 11 lid she ’ said Ashe 
indignantly—‘ not yet nineteen ' 

‘Yes, that’s true,’ said Lady Gio v lie guidgingly. 

‘I must confe s I hud it difhcnlt to judge her fairly, 
She’s so different fiom my own giils ’ 

Ashe hastily agieed Then it atiuck him as odd that 
he should have ^alien so quid ly in^o this positioh of 
Kitty & defender w’lth hei fathei s fannly , and he drew 
in his hoins Tl resumed his woik, and Lady GrosviU© 
sat for a ^^hlle, hei hands in hei lap, quietly observing-^ 
him. 
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Ai last she said— 

' So^ you think, William, I had bettef leave Kitty 
alone ?' 

‘About what?’ Ashe raised his cmly head with a 
laugh. ‘Don’t put too mufli xcspoiiMbilit} on me. I 
know nothing about }oung laciies ’ 

* I don’t know that I do - much,’ said Lad} Grosville 
candidly. ‘ My own dauglikis are so exceptional ’ 

Aflhe held his peace Distant cousins as they wcie, 
he haidl} knew the Gios\illo giils apait, and lixd ncvei 
yet grasped any k ason wh\ he should. 

‘Atanyiatc, T se" ckaih, said Lid\ CJiosmUo after 
another pause, ‘tint \ou u \c]} oin foi Kiti} Of 
course its xeiv nuc of }Oli, and I liiid it’s what most 
people feel ’ 

‘ Ilang It' deal Ladj fhosMllc, wli\ 1 ouldn’l tht,\ ’ 
said Ashe, tuinin^ louiid on hi ch i li »\gi tliLio 
was a foiloin hltl pcison on ciith, 1 ihouglit Lad} Kitty 
was that pel son at luncli to di} 

‘And aftci tl at absiiul exhibition li^t r ^dit > ’ said 
Ijady GiosmUc with a slnu’- ‘\ou ni’ici know ^ litie 
to ha\o hoi You think she look d ill ’ ’ 

‘I am suio she li i got a s])Ltiin», lididacho,’ said 
Ashe boldh ‘Andwlu \ou c^nd Giomlk sliouldii't be 
as Sony foi her as foi Lad} Alice 1 can t imagine. She s 
done nothing ’ 

‘No, that’s true,’ ‘■aid Lidy osmIic, as shvi lose. 
Then she added, ‘ 111 go and so she li is a 1 1 idadio. 
You must consult with us, William, }Ou know the 
mother so well.’ 

‘ Oh, I’m no good I ’ said Ashe, wuh enei-;y ‘But 
I'm sure that kindness would pay with Lady K tt} ’ 

Ho smiled at hei, wishing to hea\en she would 

eo. 

Lady Grosville stared. 
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* I hope we ate alwitfje hind to H^,’ 
touch of haughtiness. And then the library doiS* 


behind her. 


* 'hr 


‘ Kindness ’ was indeed tiiat afternoon the order , 
the day, as from the Grosvillcs to Lady Kitty. Ash6"< 
wordcred how slie liked it. The girls followed her*"' 

• ^ 'C'f 

about with shawls. Lady Grosville installed her on. 
sofa in the Iciok diawing-room. A bottle of sal-volatiTe ' 
appeared, and Garoliiie Grosville, instead of going twice to.‘ 
Sunday-school, devot-'d herself to fanning Kitty, though^-', 
the weather -which was sunny, with a sharp .east 
wind—suggested, to Ashe’s thinking, fires rather than 
fans. 

Ho was himself carried olf for tlie customary Sunday 
walk, Mr. Kersliaw being now determined to claim the.’' 
sacred rights of the Press The walkers left the houso by 
a garden door, to reach wdiich they had to pass through 
the further drawdng-room Kitty, a picturescpie figure on 
the sofa, nodded farewell to Ashe, and then, unseen by 
Caroline Grosville, who sat behind her, shot him a last,, 
look w^hich drove him to a precipitate exit lest the inward 
laugh should out. 

The walk through the flat C.imbridgtisliire country Was ' 
long and strermou.-. Though for at least ilf of it 'the‘ 
active journalist who wras Ashe s companion cpnoeiyed 
the poorest opinion of the new' Minister. Ashe knew 
nothing; had no opinions; cared for nothing, except 
now' and then for the stalking of an unfamiliar 
the antics of the dogs, or tales of horse-racing, of 
he talked with fervour entirely denied to those* 
apolitical topics of which Kershaw’s ardent spul 
full. * r. i 

Again and again did the journalist put them under.^^" 
nose in their most attractive guise. In , 



guddenlf 4‘oHifimce t^otdl^ 
& tn<Sa!i frontier question, vastly important, and" 
unknown to the English public. Ashe casually 
Jbegan to talkj the trickle became a stream, and presently 
'i^^.jwas. Bolding forth with an impetuosity, a knowledge, 
i;nfttured and careful judgment that fairly amazed tlie 
"man beside him. 

fjf The long road, bordered by the flat fen meadows, 
th^ wide silver sky, the gently lengthening day, all passed 
'unnoticed. The journalist found himself in the grip of a 
WmcZ—strong, active, lich He gave himself up with 
docility, yet with a growing astonishment, and wlien they 
‘Stood once more on tliu steiis of the house he said to his 
companion: 

* You must have followed these matters for years. 
Wfey have you never spoken in the House, or written 
anything ? ’ 

Ashe’s aspect changed at once, 

- * What would have bi'c-n the good *’ ’ he said, with his 
^sy smile. ‘ The fellows wlio didn’t know wouldn’t 
^have believed me ; and the follows who knew didn’t want 

telling.’ 

A shade of impatience showed in Kcirsliaw’s aspect. 

‘ I thought,’ he said, ‘ ours was government by dis¬ 
cussion.’ 

Ashe laughed, and, turning on the steps, he pointed to 
the‘Splendid gardens and finely wo.'ded paik. 

^ ‘Or government by country hejses—whichIf you 
us in this—asl gather }ou will—this walk will' 
;3ia^#lbe^n worth a debate,—now, won’t it ? ’ 

flattered journalist smiled, and,they entered the 
^usei; - From the inner hall Lord Grosville perceived 






‘'Geoffrey Cliffe’s arrived,' he said to Ashe, as they 

him* 

* ■ . a 2 


»' » f 
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*Has he ? ’ said Ashe, and turned to go upsitair^. 

But Kershaw showed a lively interest. ‘Yoy mean 
the tiatelier ? ’ he asked of his host. 

‘ I do As mad as usual —said the old man. ‘ He 
and my niece Kitty m ike a paii' ’ 
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CHAPTEE VI 

3 

When Ashe returned to the drawing-roo]!! ho found it 
'filled with the sound of talk and laughter. But it w'as a 
talk and laughter in which the Grosvillc family seemed 
to have itself but little part. Lady Grosvillo sat stiffly 
on an early-Victorian sofa, her spectacles on her nose, 
reading the ‘ Times ’ of the preceding day, or appearing 
to read it. Amy Grosvillc, the cklest girl, was busy in a 
corner, putting the finishing touches to a piece of 
illumination; while Caroline, seated on tlie floor, was 
showing the small child of a neighbour how to put a 
picture puzzle together. Lord Grosvillo was professedly 
in a further room, talking with the Ausliian Count. But 
every other minute ho strolled restlessly into the big draw¬ 
ing-room, and stood at the edge of the talk and laughter, 
only to turn on his heel again and go back to the Count, 
--who meanwhile appeared in the opening between the 
two rooms, his bands on his hips, eagerly watching Kitty 
Bristol and her companions, whii'. waiting, as courtesy 
b^ide him, for the return of his hos’. 

Ashe at once divined that the Grosville family were 
in revolt. Nor had lie to look far to discover the cause. 

astonishing young lady in truth identical 
'with the pensive figure of the morning? Kitty had 
doffed her black, and she wore a ‘ demi-toilettc ' gown of 
the utmost elegance, of which the expensiveness had, no 
pdpubtf ajready. sunk deep iut<? Lady GrpsviUe's soul, At 



!rHE ifARjip 

'‘6-rosvilIe Park the‘new fashion of ‘ tefb-go^ff 
favourably regarded. It was thought to be a mefe 
of silly and extravagant women, and an ‘ afternoon 
dress,' though of greater pretensions than a mominj^ 
gown, was still a sober affair, not in any way to 
founded with those decoiati\e effects that nature and 


sound sense reserved for tlie evening. ' ^ 

But Kitty's dross was of some white silky materi^d^ 
and it displayi‘ hen slender throat and some portion of 
her thin vv’hite arms. TJie Dean’s wife, Mrs. Winston, as*^ 


sill' secretly studied i , felt an inward satisfaction; for 
here at la^t was one ol those gowns slio had once or twioe^ 
ga-ied on with a coiotous awe in the shop windows of the 
Euo de la Paix, brought dow’n to earth, and clothing ^ 
simple inoitai. They were then i cal, and they could be! 
w'oin by real women; which till now the Dean's wife 
had 'le.ireely believed. 

ALick' liow' liccomii'g wa*re these concoctions to 
minxes w’ith fair hair and '.\lph-like frames ! Kitty waet 
radiant, triumjdiant, and Vsho W'as certain that Lady 
Giosville kn<‘W it, how'ovcr slio might barricade herself''' 
beliind tlie ‘ Times.' Tlie girl’s slim iiugers gesticulated 
ill aid of hei longu* , one tiny foot swung lightiy over the. 
other; the glistenir.g folds of tho silk wiappid her in a’ 
shiniineiiiig whiteness, above w licli the lair head—- 


negligently thrown liack - shon< out on a red I 

ground, made by the velvet chair in ivbich she sat. ,, ,' 

The Dean was placed close beside her and ww 
cn] 0 )iiig himself enormously. And in front of nwijf 
absorbed in her, engaged, indeed, in hot and ftudoni^ 
debate with hef, stood the great man who had 
arrived. ^ 

‘ How' do you do, Cliffe ? ’ said Ashe as he approaol^^l 
Geoffrey Chffo turned sharply; and a perfunoh^^y^ ' 
greeting passed between the two men. ' ‘ ‘ 



^mm^s^mi'^ ? •. saia ^iis'-idiMir^'^ ibM® 

pB^SS^'ftfi.ftrm-chair.' " ■ 

!>>/ f^ast Tuesday. But that don’t matter—’ said Clifife 
m^^Jeiitly, ‘nothing matters—except that I must some- .' 

defeat Lady Kitty 1' \ 

■J* !And he stood, looking down upon the girl in front of '' 
^uka, his hands on his sides, his queer countenance 
jWfitching with suppressed laughter. An odd figure,— 
till, spare, loosely jointed,—surmounted by a pale parch- 
ilfeht face, which showed a somewhat protruding chin, a 
iong and delicate nose, and fine brows under a strange 
oyerhanging mass of fair hair. He had the dissipated, 
bettered look of certain V’^andyck cavaheis, and cei'tainly 
no” handsomeness of any accepted kind. But as Ashe 
%ell knew, the aspect and personalit}' of Geoffrey Oliffe 
possessed for innumerable men and women, in Ihiglish 
‘'society' and out of it, a fascination it vvas casior lo laugh * 
at than to explain. 

Lady Kitty had eyes certainly for no one else. When 
he spoke of ‘ defeating' her, she laughed her defiance; , 
and a glance of battle passed between her and CUffe. 
Oliffe still holding her with his look, consuieied what new , 
ground to break. 

‘ What is the subject ? ’ said Ashe. 

' I That men are vainer than \^omen—’ said Kitty, 
fit’s so true, it’s hardly worth saying,—isn’t it? Mr. 
tDliffe talks nonsense about our I ivc of clothes—and of'- 


J^ing. admired. As if that were aiiity 1 Of course it’s 
our sense of duty.’ 

'”*‘-Duty?' cried Cliffo, twisting his moustache. ‘To < 

^hom ? ’ 

‘ * To the men, of course 1 If wc didn’t like clothes, if 

W#j3idn’t like being admired,—where would you be ? ’ 
‘i^ersopally* I could get on,’ said Oliffe. ‘ You expect 
too much on our knees.’ 
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* As if we should ever get you there if it didn’t' amtiae ^ 
you! ’ said Kitty. ‘ Hypocrites 1 Tf wo don’t dress, paint,* 
chatter and tell lios for you, you won’t look at us,—and’ 


if wo do-’ 

‘ Of course, it all depends on how well it’s done,* threw 
ill Cliffe. 

Kitty laughed. 

‘That’s judging by icsuUs. I look to tho motive.' 
I re 2 )oat if T pov.dci and jiainh it’s not Ix'causo I’m 
vain,—l)u( hecaiiso I'.’s my !o givo you 

plcasuru' ’ 

‘ And if it dor^iii’t gi /c me 2 )leasurc ? ’ 

She shiuggfd lu'i* shouldois. 

‘ Call live stupid tlien,—not vain. I ought to have done 


it better.’ 


‘In any case,' said Aslie, ‘it’s your duty to please 

‘ Yes—’ sighed Killy, ‘ Woiso luck ' ’ 

And she s:uik .softly hack in her chair, her eyes 
shining unclfi’ tJic .stiimilus o-' iho laugh that ran through- 
her circle. The Dean joined in it uneasily, conscious no 
doubt of the sharp crackling movements by which in the 
distance Lady Gro&\ lUe was dumbly e>.pressing herself— 
through ihe ‘ Tinic-^ ’ Cli/Ic looked at tl>o s»naU figure a 
moment, then seized a chair, and down in l.i.-nt of her, 
astride. 


‘ J wonder why you want to pleas, uu ’ lie said 
abriipth, liis magnificent blue eyes n};OJi lier. 

‘ All!—’ said Kitiy, throwing up Jier hands, ‘ if wo only 
knew' ’ 


‘You find in itjhe tiagody of jour sc"‘:’’' 

‘Or comedy,’ said the Dean, using ‘1 take yoii at 
your word, Lady Kitty. To-night it will be your duty to . 
please me. Remoniber! -yoa promised to say us some 
more French.’ He lifted an admonitory finger. 



’' acquaintance,; ; /* . 

' \ , </ j 
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' ‘ I don’t know any “ Athalio,” ’ said Kitty demurely, * 
grossing her hands upon her knee. 

The Dean smiled to himself, as ho crossed the room 


to Lady Grosville, and endeavoured by an impartial 
criticism of the new curate’s manner and voice, as they 
bad revealed thc'inBolves in clniicli tliat moniing, to 
distract her attoJiUon from her niceo 


" A hojKjless task—for Kitty's personality was of the 
kind which absoibs, engulfs at<cnt;on, do what the by¬ 
stander will. Kyes and cais were (huwn perforce into 
the little wlnilpool tliat she n,ade, tlieir owners yielding 
them, now with delight, iuav wnth repulsion, 

Mary Tjystcr, for inshinco, came in presently fresh 
from a walk witli Lady Ihhth Manley. She, too, had 
changed her dress But it was a discreet and rcasonahlo 
change, and f.ady CjvosviIIo looked at her soft grey gown 
with its muslin coll.ir and eiifls—delicately embroidered, 
yet of a nun-like cut and air notwithstanding—with a hot 
energy of appio^:il, juovokcd entirely liy Kitty’s audaci¬ 
ties. Maiy inoanwlnlo raisf'd her eyebrow’s gently at the 
sight of Kitty. Slio aw’opt past ibo group, giving a cool 
greeting to GcofFrey Cliffe, and pies<iitly settled herself 
in the further loom, atk’uded liy J^ouis Harman and 
DaiTclI, wlio had just ainvcd by the afternoon train. 
Clearly she observed Kitt}’ and observed her W’ith ilislikc. 
The attitude of her companious wa ■. not so hinijile. 

‘What an amazing joung W’oina i! ' said Hannan pro- 
'sently, under his breath,—yet open mouthed. ‘ T suppose 
she and Cliffc are old friends.’ 


‘I believe they never met before,’ said Mary. 

Darrell laughed. • 

- * Lady Kitty makes short work of the preliminaries,’ 
he said, ‘she told mo the other niglii liii- wasn’t long 
enough to begin Avith talk about the \A’eathcr.’ 

' ‘The weatlier?’ said Harman, ‘At the present 



^ moment she and Glifife.seem to be discussing'the 
' aux CaMdluis. Since when do they take youn^ 
see that kind of thing in Paris ? ’ '^Y 

Miss Tjystcr gave a little cough, and bending forward 
said to Ilarrnaii: ‘ Lady Traiirnore has shown me yOUnf^; 
picture. Tt is a dear delicious thing ! 1 never saw any^- 

thii g more heavenly than the angel.' 

Harman smiled a flattered smile. Mary Ijyster referred-.^, 
to a copy of a Filippo Lip]n Annunciation which he had ' 
just executed in v’ater-colour for Tjady Xranmore, to 
whom ho was devote- lie was, however, devoted to a 


good many peeresses, witli whom he took tea, and for 
whom lie iindeitook many harmless and elegant services, 
lie painted their portr.iits, m small size, after Pre- - 
Eaphaelite models, and he occasionally presented them ' 
with copies—a little weak, but charming—of their, 
favourite Italian pictur-.s He and Mai-y liegan now to 
talk of 1^’Ioronce with much entliusiasrn and many caress¬ 
ing adjectives. Foi riarman most things were ‘sweet’; fot 
Mary, ‘ interesting’ or ‘ suggestive,’ Slic talked fast and 
fluently; a sulitlc observer might have guessed she wished 
it to be seen that for her, Lady Kitty Bristol's flirtations',-: 
be tliey in or out of taste, wore simply non-existent. , ; 

Darrell listened intermittent ly, watched Oliffe and , 
Lady Kitty, and thought a go^-d deal. That extra¬ 
ordinary girl \v as certainly ‘can-, ing on’ with Cliffe, as 
she had ‘carried on ’ with Ashe on the night of her 4tst 
acquaintance with him in St. James’s Place. AshC'.i,, 
apparently took it with equanimity, for he w'as 
sitting beside the pair, twisting a paper-knife andsniiHng^J 
—sometimes putting in a word, hut more often silent, ands^t^ 
apparently of re account at all to either Kitty or Cliffe, 

Darrell knew that the new minister disliked and- 
despised Geofifi'jy Clitfe, he was aware too that Cltffe-^ 
returned these sentiments, and was not unlikely ticCbe^, 
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^^tPcf?lbt^aioking' Ashe' in' public before long on certain - 
‘ ||pill^s 6f foreign policy, where Cliffe conceivecl himself' 
to be a master. The meeting of the two men under the 
&roflvilles’ roof struck Darrell as cuiious. Why had Cliffe 
Vbeeu invited by these very respectaljlo and strait-laced 
_ p^ple the Grosvilles ? Darrell could only reflect that 
Lady Eleanor Cliffe, the traveller’s mother, was probably 
. connected with them by some of those innumerable and 
ever-ramifying links that hold together a certain largo 
^oup of English families; and that, moreover, Lady 
Grosville, in spite of philanthropy and Evangelicalism, had 
always shown a rather protiounced taste m‘lions’—of 
the masculine sort. Of ihc women to be met with at 




Grosville Park, one could lie ceitam. Lady Grosvillo 
■made no excuses forhei’ own sex. But she w.is a sufliciently 
ambitious hostess to know that agn ('able parties are not 
constructed out of the saints alone. The men tlicrcfore 
must provide the sinners , and of some of the persons then 
most in vogue she was cai’eful not to kno^^ too much. For 
socially, one must live; and, that being so, the strictness 
of to-day may have at any moinont to be purchased by 
the laxity of to-morrow Such at any rate was Dan ell’s 
analysis of the situation. 

Ho was still astonished, liowevei, when all was 


said. For Cliffe, during the preceding winter, on iiis 
return from some remarkable ti'avels in Persia, bad 


paused on the Riviera, and an a<t ^ir :it Clannes with a 
French Vicomtesso Jiad got int" the English papers. 
No .one knew the exact truth of it; and a small volume 
of Verae by Cliffe published immediately afterwards, verse 
Ydry distinguished, passionate, and olvsciiie, had olfered 
many clues, but no solution whatever. Nobodsupposed, 
however, that the story w^as anything but a had one. 
Moreover, the last book of travels—which had bad an enor- 
mbu9 success—contained one of the most malicious attacks 
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on Foreign Missions that Darrell remembered, Andi/ -' 
the missionaries had a supporter in England, it was 
Lady Grosville. Had she designs— material designs-— 
on holialf of Miss Amv, or Miss Caroline? Darrell 
smiled at the notion. Cliffe must certainly marry money 
and was not to be captured by any Miss Amys,—or Lady- 
Kit^ \’s either, for the matter of that. 

Dut?—Danell glanced at the lady beside him, and‘ 
his busy thou,‘ his i.ook a new tiP’n. lie had seen the 
greeting bctv,'cen M-.^s livsb-r and Cliffe. It was cold; 
but all the same, the :)iid knew that they had once been 
friends. Was it some five years before that IMiss Lystor, 
then in the height of a brilliant season under the wing of 
Lady Tranmore, had been much seen in public with 
Geoffrey ClilTc*'* Then he had de])arted eastwards, to 
exploie the iijiper waters of the i^Iekong, and the gossip 
excited hatl diotl away. Of late her name had been 
raiJKir coupled \MLh that oi William Ashe. 

Well, so far as the world was conceined she might 
mate with eiiher—with the mad nolorioiy of Cliffe, or the 
young distinction of Aslic. Darrell’s bitter heart con- 
ti’acted as ho reflocti'd that only for him and the likes of 
him, men of the people, with avot.ige ability, and a 
scarcely average income, \scre n.< idens of Mn-’y Lystcr’s 
dower and pcdigiec ( ut of reiicli. deaiiwhilo no revenged 
himself by lx.'ing her voiy good fri ‘inl, iind alh wing him¬ 
self at times much carstic plaiiinesr. of f,p('ecii in his talks 
with her. 


‘ Wiiat are you three gossip .ig about?’ said Ashe, 
strolling in presowitly from tlio othci room to join them. , 

‘ As usual,’ s .n Darrell. ‘I arn listening to perfection. 
Miss Lystor and Harman are discussing pictures.’ 

Ashe stifled a little yawn. He threw himself down by ' 
Maiy, vowing that there was no more pleasure to be got< 
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Jfixi of pictures, now that people would try to know so 
" much aljjOut lihem. Mary meanwhile raised herself in¬ 
voluntarily to look into the fnrtlicr room, where the noiso 
made by Cliffe and Ijatly Kitty had increas(xl. 

‘They are going to sing—’ said Ashe lazily—' and it 
won’t be hymns.’ 

In fact, Lady Kitty had opened the piano, and had 
i'begun the lirst bars of something Kiench and operatic. 
At the first sound of Kitty's music, liowever. Lady 
Grosville drew' herself up; slic closed the volume of 
Evangelical sermons for wliich slie had exclianged tlic 
‘Times’; she deposited hi-i- f-jieetacles shaiply on tlie 
table beside her. 


‘ Arny OaroJine *' 

Those young ladies lose. So did Lady Clrosyille. 
Kitty meanwhile sat with suspended fingers and laiigliing 
eyes, waiting on lici aunt’^i movtmentj-. 

‘ Kitty', pray don't let mo interfere witli your placing,’ 
said Lady Groswille with sevcic politoiuss,- ‘Imi perhaps 
you would kindly put it off for li.df an hour. X am now 
going to read to the servants-’ 

‘Gracious!’ said Kitty springing np. ‘I was going 
to play Mr. Clill’e some Olfenliach.’ 

‘Ahl But the piano can be heaid in tlie library, 
and your cousin Amy plays the harniomum-’ 

‘ Mon D'iciL I ’ said Ivitty— ‘ Wo will bo as quiet as 
mice. Or—’ she made a quick si. ;> in pursuit of her 
aunt. ‘ Shall I come and sing, Ann > ana V ’ 

Ashe in his shelter beliind IMary Ljster fell into a 
silent convulsion of laughter. 

‘No, thank you !' said Lady Grosvil|p, hastily. And 
dhe rustled away follow'ed by her daughters. 

Kitty came flying into the inner room, followed l>y 
Oliffe. 

*^hat liave I done ? ' she said breathlessly, addressing 




'i Harman, who r6se to greet * 

, piano here on Sundays ? ’ 

‘That depends—’ said Harman, ‘on' what yotl; 
play.’ 

‘Wiio made your Enf^lish Sunday?' said Kitty im-' 
petuously—‘ Jo vous domande— wJio ’ 

She threw her challenge to all the winds of heavon--T' ' 
standing tiptoe, her hands poised on the hack of a chair^ 
the smallo'^t and most delicate of furies. 

‘ A hroatli iinm'i,lh3S it, as a breath has made—’ said ; 
CliiFe ‘ Come and | \iy billiards, Lady Kitty. You said 
just now you ])lay<;(l ’ 

‘Jhlliardi^’’ s.uid Ifarmaii, throwing up his hands. 

' On Sunday —h'rc ? ’ 

‘ Can they hear the balls ? ’ said Kitty, eagerly, with 
a gesrujv towaids the libraiy. 

IVfary Lyster, who had been perfunctorily looking at a. , 
t»ook, laid it ilown. 

‘It would certainly gioiitly distress Lady Grosville,' 
she said, in a voice sliidmusly soft, liut on chat account 
pcrhajis all tiie more significant. 

Kitty glanced at Mary, and Aslie saw the suddeijr 
red in her cheek She tuineU provokingly to Clifte. 
‘There’s quite hall an hour, isn’t theif, befo'*o one need 
dress-’ 

‘ More,’said Chile. ‘ Come along.’ 

And he made for the door, whicli he held open for her. 

It was now Mary Lyster’s turn to flush - -the rebuff Ji^id . 
been so naked and unadorned. Ashe rose as Kitty passed 
him. 

‘ Why don’t you come too ? ’ she said, pausing. Thera' >. 
was a flash from eyes deep and dark beneath a pair q#'.; ' 

wilful blows. ‘Aunt Lina would never be cross with''' 

* 

if ^ * 

yo7i i , ’ 

‘ Thank you ! I should be delighted to play bufferj: 






1 ■* - * A ^ 

''* " ''"■'r' '■'" ^ ^ »/■ i " ^ 

■ fetp^tofortunalely I have some work I must do beforo 

:'‘Must you?’ She looked at him uncertainly, then 
at' Cliffe. In the dusk of the largo heavily furnished 
room, the pale yet lu'ilhant gold of lior hair, her white 
dress, her slim enoi-gy and elegance drew all tlieir eyes— 
even Mary Lyster’s. 

' ‘I must,’Abhe lepeated, smiling. ‘ I am glad your 
' headache is so much bettor.' 

‘ It is not in th(' least better ! ’ 

‘ Then you disguise it like a heroine.’ 

He stood beside licr, looking down upon her, his 
height and strength measured against her smallness. Ap¬ 
parently his amused dotaclmicnt, the slight dryness of 
his tone annoyed her. bhe made a tait reply and vamslied 
through the door that Clitfe held open for her. 


Ashe retired to his own loora, dealt with some 
Foreign Oflice woi k, and then allowed himself a medita¬ 
tive smoko. The click of the billiard balls had ceased 
abruptly about ten minutes rdter lie bad begun upon his 
papers ; there had been voices in the hall, Lord Grosville’s 
he thought amongst them , and iioav all was silence. 

He thought of the events of the afternoon with 
, mingled amusement and annoyance. Clilfe was an un- 
'scrupulous fellow’^, and tlie child’s bead might be turned. 
She should be protected from him in futuie—lie vowed 

■ she, should. Lady Tranmore sIk ild take it in hand. 
I She had been a match for Cliffe in \ .irious other directions 

if* * 

before this. 

■ What brought the man, with his notorious character 
' and'antecedents, to Grosvillo Park—one of the dwindling 

number of country houses in England where the old 
'■'Puritan restrictions still held ? It w’as said, ho was on 
the look out for a post—Ashe indeed happened to know 

^ ' f 
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^ it officially; and Lord Gvosville had a good deal of 
influence. Moreover, failing an appointment, he was 
understood to be aiming at rarlianient and office; 
and there were tAvo safe county scats within the Grosville 
sphere. 

‘ Yet even wlion lie wants a tiling, he can't behave 
himt- 'If, in order to get it,'—thought Ashe. ‘ Anybody 
else would have turned Sahhataiian for once, and 
refrained froir flirting with the Grossillch’ niece. But 
that’s Cliflc all ovei---arid poihap'a tlic best thing about 
him.’ 

He nil^Jit have adn<.d tliafc as Chllo w'a^ supposed to 
dcbiie an appoiiiiment under eitliir the Foreign Olhce or 
the Colonial Oflice, it might liavo hoen thouglit to his 
interest to show hiinielt more urbane than lie liad in fact 
shown liiiiHclf lliat aftmioou to the ivw Cndcr-Rccrotary 
for Foreign Affairs. Biu Aslio rarely or never indulged 
himself in ronootions of thut kind. Besides he and ClilTo 
knew each other too well L ” poiing. There was a time 
when they had liecn on VLi V fnendly terms, and when 
Cliffo had hi-en constantly in his mother’s diawing-rooui. 
Lady Tran iiiolo had a weakness for ‘ influencing ’ young 
men of family and ability, and Giiffe in fact owed her a 
good deal. Then she had seen cause to Imnk 11 of him ; 
and, moreover, his tisacls had take' him to ib" other side 
of the w'orld Ashe was now wi*U a varc that Cliffo 
leckoned on him as a hostile influence and wc/ild not 
try nlher to deceive or to propitiate him. 

Tie thought Chffe had been disagreeably surprised to 
see him that afternoon. Poiha]^s it was the sudden 
sense of antagonism acting on the man’s excitable nature 
that had made him fling himself into the wild nonsense 
he had talked with Lady Kitty ! 

And thenceforward Ashe’s thoughts were possessed by * 
ICitty only, —Kitty in her two aspects, of the morning, and 
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the afternoon. He dressed in a reverie, and went down' 
stairs sftill dreaming. 

At dinner ho found iiimsclf responsible for Mary 
Lystcr. Kitty was on the othoi side of ibo la})lc, widely 
separated botli from liimself and Clil'to. Slie was in a 
little Empire dress of blue and silver, as extia%agiintly 
simple as her gown of ilie afteinoon had been extra¬ 
vagantly elaboiate. , 

Ashe observed the furtive studv that the Oiosvjlle 

•< 

girls could not help besfowit'g upon her,—upon her 
shoulder-straps and long h:nt) arms, upon her higli waist, 
and the l)hio and silviji b.uids m liei h.di. Kitty lu'rself 
sat in a pon'i\e oi pioed silence. f’Ju; Dean was beside 
lier, but she stavcels spoko to him, and as to rhe young 
man fioin tlio noigl)l)oui]'ood who laid taken Jjci in, he 
W'as to lici as tliough lie Avoic not. 

‘Has there been a i )\vV’ A..he iiujuiied, in a low 
voice, of his companion. 

Mary looked at him ^|!liotl 3 ^ 

‘ Loid (irosville asked them not to pkiy—hceausc of 
the servant.-. ' 

•Good!' said .vslie. ‘The servant-, wcic of couise 
playing cards in the honsi.keopoi s loom,' 

‘Not at all. They were singing hyinnrs with lauiy 
Giosville.’ 

Ashe looked moredulous. 

‘ Only llio .slaveys and scullery n aid.sthat couldn't help 
themselves. Ncvo’^niind. Was Jjadv Kitty amcnahle ? ’ 

‘ She seems to have made IjOuI Grosv die very angiy. 
Lady Grosville and T smoothed him down.’ 

‘ Did you'' ’ said Ashe. ‘ That w.is nice of on.’ 

Mary colouied a little, and did lau i-p’y. l*'e.sontly 
Ashe resumed. 

‘Aren’t you as soriy for her as I am ?' 


11 
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‘For Ijady KiLty? I should think she managed 'to 
amiiho herself picUv well ’ 

‘ S^ie soi'iii's to me tlie jrjo^b ileplorable tragic little 
person,' said Aslie slowh 

Miss Lystci laui^lu'.d 

‘ 1 really don't see it,’ she said 

‘Oh yes, you ilo,’—lie ])ersistedif you think a 
mojiient. r>u land to lior ' -won’t ’ 

She dri'w -t ‘si,lt iip, \Mili a (olJ di;'niiA 

‘ 1 contesi that he lia-j iie\er attracted nie in the 
leav.’ 

Ailie returned to his dinner, dinily conscious that he 
had s}!ohen hKe .i lool 

Wlien the ladies h.id witlidiawit, llie conversation fell 
oil some imjKirtant inn’ss fioin llie Kai Fast contained in 
the Siiiid.ry ])a])ers tliat Geonrey Chile had liioiiglit down, 
and presumed to f(U'n pait of the tlespalelies which ihc 
tN\o i\I]iiiste.s Staging in llie house had leceived that 
afu'innon by I’oiei^ii Ofliee messenger The Govern¬ 
ment of Tehei'in \sas in one of its periodioul tits of rll- 
tCiiipoi’ witli Ihigland ; liad been meddling with Afghani¬ 
stan, ihrling badl\ ■'Mth liussia, and liringing rtdieidous 
cliaige:! a;;aiiist. tlie llriiiih MmisU'i- t'l ('ypcdition to 
Dushii'e wa-i talkeil v>f, and the H.-dical prts'- >'"as on the 
war-path The Cvhinet ]\Iini'K’. said little. A I..ord 
Seal, level onliall}' ciediLud ’.\ith ad vising Loyalty in 
its ]>ri\ate ailaii'-., iil d liave no views on the Persian 
Gulf Put Ashe was appealed to and talked well. Tho 
Mims’er at Telieraii w'as an old friend of his, and lie 
described tlic jicisuiial attacks made on him for political 
reasons l>y the Si ah and liis Mimstfi’a with a humour 
which k<i])t the !■ ^nle eiitertamed. 

Suddenly Chile iiit(3rposed. lie had lieen listening 
wdth restlessness, tliough Ashe, with pointed courtesy, 
had once or twice included him in the con'versation. And^ 
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presently, at a somewhat dramatic moment, he met a 
statomemt of Ashe’s with a direct and violent contradict 
tion. Ashe flushed, and a duel began between the two 
men of which the company weie soon silent spectators. 
Ashe had the resources of ofiieial knowledge, Clifi'e had 
been recently on the spot, and pushed honu* the ad\antage 
of the eye-witness witli a covert insolence which Asliebore 
with surjuising carelessness and good tcmjier. In the end 
Cliffe san'l some outrageous tilings, at^ which Ashe laughed ; 
and Lord Grosville ahiujitJv dissolved the paity. 

Ashe wcni smiling out ol the dimng-room, caieirsmg a 
fine white spaniel, as though nothing liad happened. In 
crossing tin* hall llarniau fuund himstdf alone \^ith the 
Dean, wlio louked svaious and pre-occupied 

‘ That was a curious spectacle,’ said Jlarman. ‘ Ashe’s 
equanimity was ama/ing.’ 

‘ 1 had i.illuM’ h.ive seen him angnei,’said the Dean 
slowly. 


‘ lie was e«]wa\s a vei' toleiaut, e.is\-going fellow.’ 

Tlio Do.mi shook his head. 

‘A touch of accca i.uliijikitto now and then would 
complete him.’ 

‘Has ho got it in him ’ 

‘Peihaps not,’ s.iid trie little Dean, with a dash of 
expression that digim.ed all his frail pin son. ‘ But with¬ 
out it, he will li.u’dly maki' a gruai ’uaii.’ 

Meanwhile Geoiirey ClilTc, his s' ange twisted face still 
vindictively aglow', made Ins w'ay 1" Ivitty Biistoi’s coiner 
in the drawing-room. Mary J^ystei W'as conscious of it, 
conscious also of a ce-itaiii look that Kitty bestow'cd upon 
the entrance of Ashe, while Cliflo w'as opening a battery 
of mingled chaff and compliments that did not ,i.t first 
have much effect upon her. But \\'il!iani A,-,he throw 
himself into conversation with Lady Editri Mauley, and 
was presently to all appearance happily plunged m gossip, 
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his tall person wholly at ease in a deep arm-chair, while 
Lad} Edith bent over him with smiles. Meanwhile there 
was a certain desertion of Kitty on the part of the ladies. 
Lady Grosville hardly spoke to her, and the f^irls markedly 
avoided her. There was a moment when Kitty, looking 
round her, suddenly shook hcjr small shoulders, and like a 
colt escaping from harness gave herself to not. She and 
Clille amused themselves so w'ell and so noisily, that the 
whole drawim, room was pre'.ontly uneasily awme of 
them. Ijady Grosviu'* shot glances of wiath, rose sud¬ 
denly at one moment i id sat down :igairi; licr girls talked 
more disjomtedly than ever to the gentlemen who were 
civilly attending them; while on the other hand Miss 
Lyster’s Jlow of conversation with Louis Ifarman was 
more softly cojiious than usual. At last the Dean’s wife 
looked at the Dean, a signal of kind distress ; and tlie 
Dean advanced. 

‘Lady Kitt}lie sael, Uking a seat beside the 
pair—‘Have you forgotten you pi’omised me some 
hTcnch ? ’ 

Kitty turned on him a hot and mutinous face, 

‘Did I? Wliat sliall I say? Home Alfred de 
Musset V ’ 

‘No—’ said the i)caii. ‘ J ihi"k not.' 

‘ Some—some “ ' she cudgeik.. lier ne'iueiy—‘ some 
Theopliile Gautier ? ’ 

‘ No, certaiidy not I’ said the Dean lia^til} 

‘ Well, as T don’t know a word of lum-- ’ laughed Kitty, 

‘ That was mischievous,' said tlie Dean, raising a 
linger. ‘Let rne suggest Lamarf.iio ! ' 

Kitty shook her head obstinatid}. ' i never learnt one 

line 1' 

‘Then some of the old fellows,’ said the Dean per¬ 
suasively. ‘ I long to hear you in Corneille or Eaciiie. 
That we should all enjoy.' , 
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And suddenly his wrinkled hand fell kindly on the 
girl’s small chilly fingers and patted them. Their eyes 
met, Kitty’s wild and challenging, the Dean’s full of that 
ffithcrial licnevolence wliich blended so agreeably with 
his character as courtier and man of the woild. There 
was a bright sweetness m them which scorned to say— 
‘ Poor child! 1 undiM-stand. But lie a liitlo good,—as 
well as clever—and all will be well.’ 

Suddenly Kitty’s look waMU'ed and fell. All the 
harshness dissolved from Iwr thin young beauty. She 
turned from GlifTe, and (ho Doan saw' her quiver w'iJi 
submission. 

‘1 think I could say some “ Polyeucte,” ’—she said 
gontlv. 

The Doan clapped his hands and rose. 

‘ Lady (Irosville,’ lu- said, raising his voice—‘ Ladies 
and gentlemen, L:idy K'tr.y has piomised to say us somo 
more Preiich poet'\. Yon remember how'admirably she 
lecibcd last niglit. But this is Sunday, and she will give 
us something in a difiercnt vein.’ 

Lady Grosvillo who had li^icn impatiently sat dow'ii 
again. Tlicro was a general movement; chairs were 
tanned oi drawn forward, till a ciicle formed. ^Meanwhile 
tlie Doan eonsiilted with Kitty and icsumcd — 

‘ Ejady Kitfy will recite a scene fi'om (kiineille's 
beautiful tragedy of "Polyeucte''—the scene in which 
Pauline, after wimessing the raai., i dom of hei husband 
who has been beheadcil for lofus "g to saciilice to the 
gods, retiini.s from the place of execution so iruitcd by 
the love and sacrilici; she has beheld, that she opens her 
heart then and tlicie to the same aiigusj faith, and pleads 
for the same death.' 

The Doan seated himself, and Kit'v s'ejqKd i’do the. 
centre of tlm ciiclc She thought a moment, her lips 
moving, as thongii she recalled the lines. Then she 



ro5 THE MARRIAGE OF WILLIAM ASHE, 

looked down at her bare arras, and dress, frowned, and 
suddenly approached Lady Edith Manley. 

‘ May I have that?’ she said, pointing to a lace cloak 
that l.i\ on Ijadv Edith's ]\Tie('. ‘ f am rather cold.’ 

I 

Lruh J^jdith handed it to her, and she throw it round 

hfi 

‘.ictross’ ’ said ClilVo, innloi his breath, witli a grin of 
auiList'jiU'nt 

At ail} ntij hei iin])uh,(' solved Ikh’ wi'll Tier form 
and (boss divi.pjieaic t muloi a cloiul of whuo She be¬ 
came in a lla.sli, ^o to -ak, evji oi^ehsi'd a mosr mno<‘cnt 
and spii IP. i1m,])]).ii ition. iler IvauMful lu-ad, her kindled 
and tiaa->ligui( mI f.u o, Ik r hitli' band on the A\bito folds, 
tlics(> alone lemaiiif’d to mingle llu'ii impiession with the 
aii;-.h M'and moving 1 tagi'dy \\hn;li lu 1 lips leeitod Her 
andii'iie,.'' lo,)lvO(| on :it, (ii-.L \\ lih 1 lie I'ndinri .issed or hostile 
air wliieb IS tli.- T'lm^lHliMi.i.n's natni'.il piotection against 
tlie gro.i.t tlim;^^ of .u'l', il’^n foi those ^\l^o understood 
I'^iench the high ]i:i.ssion arui ‘lie nolile vi-ise Ix'gan to tell; 
while iliO'.c wlu) could not follow were gr.idu.illy en¬ 
thralled by thi' gc'SMiies and tonc-s with winch the slight 
vibraniig cwa'.ire, whom, hut ion ’iiimites before, most of 
tlv'm had i e;j:'i.i de.d a iikmo nois} d). ‘, suggested .ind 
couvev. d iIk' I'mesi mkI nu'St eoi ■ lellmg ^hades of love, 
faith, and s.ioiiiice. 

\\lie)i slu. oi‘,^s(-d, tlu'ie was i inomein's piofound 
silence Then Ti.idy I'Mith, drawing -i i.si g Ineiab, ex¬ 
press'd the welcome commonplace whicli restored the 
atmo-sphore of dad} lif(‘. 

‘ Jfo'v (otil I }ou rememher it m ! ’ 

Kilt} oat dov. y, lier Jij) tiemhlmg scornfnll}. 

‘ J had to S“ r i v('i\ week at the uonvent.' 

I 

'f undemiand ’ said f'lille m DiiijeH’s ear—‘ that 
last night she w’a-> Doha Sol An accommodating young 
woman t' 
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Meanwhile Kitty looked up to find Ashe bosido her. 
He said ‘ Magnificent! '—but it did not matter to her 
what he said. TIis face told her that slie had moved him, 
and that ho was incajiable of an_\ foolish chatter about it. 
A smile of extraordmary ^^^oo^nc.ss spiaiig mio hor eyes; 
and when Lady (liosville cainc up to thauk lior, Ihe girl 
impetuously rose, and in the fdi’oigu v.'ay, kissi'd her 
hand, cuitscung. hold Gro.sville said lu'.irtily- ‘Upon 
my Avord. Kilty, \ou ought to go on the stage ! and she 
smiled upon Inni too in a iliitler’of fooling, forgetting 
Jiis scokntig and liei own inipeitinciu'e, hefoio ditiner. 
The r<;vulsion ind'-ed tlimeghoin Ih > c.onipaiiN -uith 
two exeepnoiis coiiipb le Foi’ liie icnt of the 

evening Iviti} h.isKed in f-anshiiie am* j^jitP'iy She mot 
it with a JOYOUS gmiileness. m.d th<' little ligiiiv', still 
hediaped in while, hoi ame the centio of the looni's 
kindness. 

The Ik-an was inumjtluint 

‘]\rv dn^ir J..\slei--' h(' sau! ■jiso^eniK, finding 

himsell nce.r lluit l:Ld\. ‘I)id y)U e\*'v lieai !.n\tlung 
better done *’ A moil j'einai kable gilent' 

]\iary .yiniled. 

‘J ai/i wonileiii/g ' shr ‘N\hal lliev leiieh yon 

in Fiench ennvenis --<0'I uhv' ll i-> all so siugulai 
isn’t it ' 


Late that niglit, .'islie ('IUOk ' his 'oom Ix'loie Ins 
usual time, liowevei Jh, h.id nu ('''ax’ii of I.oid (.i os\file’s 
chai,and had left (.lie srnoking-ioo..i :.( ill l.ilking Indeed, 
he wisheil to be .Jono. and llun’e A\as tlufi in his v'cms 
Avhich told hun that anew inoiisc had taken jiossessioii 
of Ills life. * 

He sat hesidii the open window leviewin the -eenos 
and feelings of the d.iv—his intcivic\A Kii.L in th'* 

morning—the teasing coouetto of the afievnoon -the 
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inspired poetic child of the evening. Rapidly, but none 
the less strongly and steadfastly he made up his mind, 
lie would ask Kitty Bristol to marry liim, and he would 
ask her iininediately. 

Why ’ He scarcely kiujw h('r. ILs mother, his family 
would think it madness. No doubt it was madness. 
Yet. as Lir as ho could explain his impulse himself, 
it dcpcnilod on certain fiinilaincntal facts m his own 
nature,--it wm-^ in kee]jing \^iLh his deepest chaiacter. lie 
liad an iiihitM I-a'c of-the diflicult, tne uncoir.mtional in 
life, of all that 2)iqu' I and slimulatcd his own 8U[)er- 
abundant consciousness of resource and ^^ower. And he 
had a tenderness of feeling, a gift of chi\ahoiis pit3% only 
known to the few, vhich was in i>’uth always hungrily 
on ihe wc.tch, like some starxed facnltv that cannot find 
its oiith't. The thought (;f this heaiitifu! chdd, in the 
hands of such a nioihci as IMad.iiue dJ'lstiees, aid 
rushing upon iisks ilh.s'rated by the half-mocking 
attentions of Cleoftrey CJiJto did in liuili wimg Ins lieait. 
With .tiange iinagiintiv.- deal 111“-'-. he foicsavr her 
future, he h-didd her the yiioy .'L once of some b-id 
fellow and of her own tempej-ament Blie would come to 
giief, he saw the luescicnce of it in lj( i aJir idy , and 
wliat a wj^lo would l)c then-' 

No ’—be would m, -capim'' lu-i l-ofon '‘ese w-tys 

and wdi'ii!-;, now' mcu-ly hi/iiiie 01 .’oolish, sciik ned into 
what imglifc Ill truth destioy her liis pi.Lo rjuick.med as 
he thought of tlio development of tins beauty, the ripen¬ 
ing of this intelligence. Never m*’. had lie seen a girl 
xvhom h<i mucli wished to mfirry. He was easily rejielled 
by stupidity, still moie by mere iimiabiiu.y. Some touch 
of acid, of rougbhoss in the friiil,—th-it drew him, in 
politics, thwuglit. live. And, if she m:i.nied him, he vowed 
to himself, 2>ioudlv, thali she would find him no tyrant. 
Many a man migh'j many her, who would then fight her 
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and try to break her. All that was most fastidious and 
characteristic in Ashe revolted from such a notion. With 
him she should have ficcdom —whatever it might cost, 
lie asked himself deliberately, whether after marriage he 
could see her flirting with other men, as she had flirted 
that day with Cliffe, and still refrain from coercing her. 
And his question was answered, or luthcr put aside, liist 
by the conlidenco of nascent love,—he would love her so 
well and so royally tliat slie would naturally tuin to him 
for counsel; and then by the clear'perception that slie 
W’as a cicaturcof mind rutin r tliaii sense, governed mainly 
by the cajnioos and cuiiositie^i of tlie intcllujcnce, combined 
with a ratluT-cold niddl'oienlj temperament. One moment 
throwing hciself wildly into a »laiigorous or exciting 
intimacy,—tile next, jiarring with a laugh, and w’lil’out 
a legre.t,—ii was thus he saw lior in the future, even a; 
a wife. ‘ She may scandalise half the world ’—he said 
to liiinself stubboinly,—‘J shall undersland her ' ’ 

ihit bis motlu'Lhis fiieiidslus colleagues? lie 
know well Ins mother's ainbiiions foi him, and the place 
Liiat be held in her heart. Could he witliout cinclty 
impose uprai her such a daughter as Kilty Bristol ? 
Well!—his mutbei had a veiy laige experience of life, 
and much natura’ uidepi iideiice of mind. Ifo trusted 
hei to see the promise in this iiiilaincd and gifted 
creature; he counted on the scubc of power tliat Ijady 
Tranmore possessed, and which wo'dd but find new scope 
in the taming of Kitty. 

But Kitty’s motlier? Kitty must of eouise bo "cs- 
cuedfrom jMadame il’K&tioes,—must iind a now'and truer 
mother in Lady Tranmoie. But monqy would do it, 
and money must bo la\i^hed. 

Then, almost for the fiist time, Asbf’ ii .1, < onse.ic-us 
delight ill w'e'dth and birth. Pavachc'? Jle cuuld give 
it her—the little, wild, lovely thing ! Luxury, ‘society, 
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adoratioii,—all should bo hevs. She should ho so loved 
and chovish(ul, slie must needs love m return. 

Ills droanis were delicious , and the sudden fear into 
\Yhich lu‘ fell at the cud lest af'cr all Kitty should mock 
and turn fioin him, wns onh in truili anotlier pleasure. 
No delaj ' CironnKtancc-i nii^dil dcxelnpa*. any moment, 
and s M'cp liui from him Now or never must lie snatch 
hor fi’oui (Iillioiihy and disgrace --let liO'^tile touf^ues wag 
as tliev ])h*asi''i --and nviko Ium liis 

Ills fid.i'i'*^ lie knew well ilm influence 

wlncli, m di'y of iuii\i'‘sal y)ubheit\, a man’s 

pnvuti' aii.hi’'^ h'i\e on his puhl'e career And in 

truth his hi ;uL v:i, in UkiL caiO'er, and the tliouglit of 
ondaiigi'iiMjf It. hurt Imn (’ertuinly it would recommend 
him to nobody that he slioitld in.irry ^^adamo d’KstiV'Cs’ 
diiif^lit'i On the otlie. iiaiid whatfevou did lie w^ant 
of aii\l)od\ —siYe wlial work, iind ‘ knowing nioir than 
the o’iIk r fellows ’ might co.tijx'I '> The, cyme in him was 
wi'll awaic thiit Iv had ali.-.uly what olIus men fought 
foi—faunh, moiu miuI posuioii Society must accept his 
wife, and Ki'ty. once nu'llowcd h\ liappiriess andp'aise, 
might live, In ugh, and lattle ns she pleased. 

As to .sirangi 11 ! and enprico, tlu* jvodiM’n 'VorJd de- 
h'Jim in tfioMi , ‘the violent tal • it i)\ luee’ There ia 
jud'-ed a. (liMdmg hr: l)ut if wms a love-nm lage that 
slioidd l<e< p TvJtgy on the safe side f'. it 

He stood lost in a very (c-rasy «/ iV'>olrL, when 
suddenly tliere was a sharp movem.'id outside, and a 
iliisl’ of wliite <i,rnong the yew Ik <l'y ' I'onleriiig the formal 
gaiden on which In'! winrloas look -i. The night outside 
\va.s sifill and \!-i1c<l, but of llie ilinsli of while he was 
ccitain--and of e nop on the gia\< 1 

Soinollimg i» h hosidf' him, rluown from outside. lie 
picked it i\}), and found a ilowei W7‘iglil(‘d by a stone, 
tied into a fold of iibhon. 
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‘ Madcap ! —’ he said to himself, his heart beating to 
suffocation. 

Then he stole out. of his vooni, end down a small 
winding staircase winch led diiectly in IIk* gavd'ni and 
a door beside the oinngi'n lie had to unbolt the 
door, and as lie did so, a dog in one* of thi^ basement 
rooms began (o baik. Ihil, iiiort! could be no llinclnng, 
though the whole thing w.i.^ of an nnpnidence wIiilIi 
pricked his conscn'iice 'I’o slip iilong llf' sh.id(A\e(l 
side of the oiangerv, to cic.'-s the s]':Ke i)l eJoiided hght 
beyond, and gain tlu' (i.nKiu'^s the ile\ :i\< ini'- 
lieyond was soon doin' 'iht n ho lu'.nd a soli Inigh. 
and a hlilo ligine Jh d lnUi.e Inn.. He lollowen and 
overtook 

Kiit', Ib’islol turned ii))on Im 1. 

‘ Hidn t 1 tliKjw s! I .’.'gin ' ' o- ‘.no ii nnn]>h. nllv. 

‘And they snv gnls can’t tlnov, 

‘Bui win did \ou tin )w at.iir"*’ Ik' s.od, cnptuiing 
her hand. 

‘ Because J wnnt.eil I0 I lit I0 _\ou. \nd T wns leM.les'^ 
and couldn’t sle(‘p W hy dni 1 j('\u come iiii'i H-lk 
to me this afternoon And \\ 1 '\ ' si 0 hci fooi. 

angrily -‘di<I v'u lei nu' go and jil.iN hilhaLd-. .ilone With 
Mi.Clill'c*^’ 

‘Lot \ou ’ ' cried A:.lu‘, ‘ .is if ;!.l:^bodv teuld }i.i\e piT- 
vc nted you ! ’ 

‘One sees of eoinsi' tliat you ]('t(st]\ti ( liif'e,’ said 
the whitone.ss bos ah' Inm. 

‘ I didn’t como Imie to i.dk about rieoi'ncv (dtiU'. 1 
won’t talk about linn' Thougii f'f coui-.e you iriust 
know' — ’ , 

‘That I flirted with Inm ahomiiialilv all the i,'’urno()ir^ 

V 

C’estvrai -cost nh-.^oJ-iniwnf lui' ' ^ ’ 1 i-i'' .'wa\s 

want to flirt wnth him, wheievei Lam- .ma whauwei [ 
may bo doing.’ 
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‘ Do aa 5 ^on please,’ said Ashe drily, ‘ but I think you 
will }»ot tired.’ 

‘No, Jio-hc excites me! He is bad, false, selfish, 
Init lie excites mo. lie talks to very few women—one 
can see that. And all the women want to talk to him, 
Jle used to admire ISIiss Lystc'i*, and now ho dislikes her. 
But she doesn’t di-^hke him. No ! she wouhl marry him 
to-morrow if he asked lier.’ 

‘ You are vei y positive,’ s:iid Ashe. ‘ Allow mo to say 
tliat f entirdj with you.’ 

‘ You don’t kro'..’.. 'Vthin^'about lior,’ said the teasing 
voice. 

‘ Shu IS mv cousin, m.ulemoiselle.' 

‘ What doi's th-it matter*'* 1 know much more than 
you do, tliouuh 1 ha\e only seen her two d.iys. J know 
that---well, T am afraid of lier ’ ’ 

‘Afraid of her*’ Did )OU come out—may 1 ask'’—■ 
deteiinmed to talk nonsensi'**’ 

‘1 came out —no\er .mud' I (nn afiaid of her. 
She hates me. I think’—ne felt a shiver m the air— 
‘ she will do I'^ic harm if she can.’ 

‘No one shall do ;^ou liaim,' said Ashe, his tono 
changing ' if }^ou \m11 only trust \ouiself-’ 

Slie lauglied mcriil\. 

‘To you*’ Oh ' you'd soon tlnd'- it up.’ 

‘Try me' ’ ho said, approi,chin^ .er, ‘ Kitty, 
have something to say to you.’ 

Sudflonly she slirank away fiom J’un. He could not 
sec hei face, and had nothing to ginde him 

‘1 ha\en’t yrt known y^u tliiec weeks,' lie said, over¬ 
mastered hy sojriething jiassionale and profound. ‘I 
don’t know what yon will sly—whi'ilier you can put up 
w'lth me. Bit I know mv owm mind—T shall not 

j 

change. 1 T love you. I ask you to many rue.’ 

A silence. The night seemed to have grown darker. 
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Then a small hand seized his, and two soft lips pressed 
themselves upon it. Ho tried to capture her, hut she 
evaded him. 

‘You—you really and activill}—want to marry ine‘^’ 

‘ J do, Kitty, with all my hi.*arl.’ 

‘ You remember about m\ motliei —about Alice ? ’ 

* I remember everythin^'. We ^^oukl face it together.' 

'And—you know what I told jou about my bad 
temper ' 

‘ Some nonsense, wasn’t 11 "' Tint J should ho bored by 
the domestic dove. J want the liawk, Kul.y, viih its (puck 
wings, and its d.-iiing brijulii e\es ’ 

She hioke i'lom him .\ilh a cry 

‘You must listen. J Aurc -a wicked, odiou'-,. un- 
governabkj temper— J slmuld make }ou ni'^ei.ihlc ’ 

‘Not at all,--’ said Ashe. ‘J slionJd take it wry 

calmlv. J a.a made that wa\.’ 

%/ «. 

‘And then — ] don’t know liow’io put it—hut 1 have 
fancies—ovorpoweiiiig fancies—and I mu'^t follow them. 
1 have one now i’oi Geolliey Gld'fc ! ’ 

Ashe laughed. 

‘ Oh that won’t last ’ 

‘Then some ot’ner wid come al'toi 11 . And! can’t help 
it. Tt is my head—’ Qie lajiped hei foiehead lightly - 
‘ that seems on lire.’ 


Asho at last slipped In,-, arm vo'i id liei. 

‘ But it is your heart—you will 'Uu; nu'.’ 

She pushed him away from lu i and held him at 10 in’s 
length. 


‘ You are very non, aien’t you’* 


she said in a mullled 


voice. 


‘ J am Well off. 1 can give you all the pi\t'yt)nngs 
you want.’ 

‘ And some day you will bo Ijord Tratunoru'^' 

‘ Yes, when my poor fatltcr dies,’ he said sighing. Ho 
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felt her finp;ci's caress his hand again. It was a spirit 
touch, liglit and lender. 

‘ And i Nctyono si\s you aio so clever you have such 
is. Foi’haps \ou will 1 »j Prune Minislet.’ 

‘ Well lliere’s no saying ’ ho threw out laughing,— 
‘ if \oil 11 come i’.nd help.’ 

1 fe lioai d a sol) 

‘ Help' I sl'.onld ho the luin of you. I should spoil 
ovoi'N thing '"'on i]on’t Lnow th; inischud I can dg. 
And 1 eaii’i' h ■■(' d, iL’s in my blood ’ 

‘ You would liH ih«' ■ame of politics Loomucli to spoil 
il, Ki .ity Ills \oiee h oke and lingeied on the name. 

‘ You would want to h-' a gioat lady and lead the party.’ 

‘ Sliouid I ' (k)'Lild \ou ovol toi.'ll me how to 

boliave *’ ’ 

‘You would lea’ll liy naiui’o Ido }ou kno\v, Kilty, 
llOW clevei }OU ai e ' 

‘ Yes—’ she sighed ‘ i am clever Hut there is 
.ilwa^i so'iu’ibing that liimU ^—that brings failure.’ 

‘ Jlow' old a.e ymi '' he said laughing; ‘eighteen—> 
or eight) ’ 

Sudden]\ lie put out Ins arms, enfolding lior. And 
she still sobbing, raided liei hands, cl.isped theiu loundhis 
iK'ck, .md elimg to hue like a chil.l 

‘Oil' I Iciiew I jviiew wle"' ’ first saw )ur luce. 

I liiid been so misoraine all da\ - -an^ tlien yo i I -('ked at 
me- and I wanted D toil }on all. Oh 1 ado’iV )Ou’— 

L adojo you' ’ Tlicir lacos met Ash'* tasted a moment 

•/ 

of raptme , and knew himself free at j.e.tof the great com¬ 
pany of poets and of loviai.. 

Tliey slipped* back to the house, and Ashe saw her 
dioa])pear by a dooi’ on the further ..ide of the orangery, 
- noiselessly, witii- ut a sound. Except that just at the 
last she drew him to her and bieatlied a scared whisper 
ill his ear. 
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^Oh! what—what will Lady Traninore say? ’ 

Then she fled. But slie left her qu(3stiou behind her, 
and when the (l,l^\n eame, A'>lie fornJ iliitj ln' liad spent 
half the ni<^dit in tiyiu^f anew lu Iuimu beiuo ..ort of an 
answer to ic. 




PART IT 

THRPP YEARS AFTER 

‘ The woild an ancient muitlerer is ' 




CITAPTEH VTI 


‘IIkr ladyship v,'ill b(3 in before six, my lady—I was to 
bo sure and ask you to wait, if you came before, and to 
tell you lhat her ladyship li.id gone to Madame Fanchette 
about her dress for the ball.’ 

So said Lady Kitty’s maid. Lady Tranmore hesitated, 
then said she would wait, and asked that Master Henry 
might be brought down. 

The maid went for liio child, and Lady Tranmore 
entered the dr’awing-rooiii. The Ashes had been settled 
since their marriage in a house in Hill Street,—a house 
to which Kitty had lost her heait at first sight. It 
was old and distinguished, covered hero and there with 
eighteenth-century decoration, once no doubt a little florid 
and coarse beside the fmr'r woik of the period, but now 
agi'eeably blunted and mellowed by time. Kitty had had 
hoi impetuous and decided way ^\ith the furnishing of 
it; and though Lady Tranmore professed to admire it, 
the result was in truth too French ,t.nd too pagan for her 
taste Her own ^’oom reflected .no lising worship of 
Morris and Burne-Jones, of which indeed she had been an 
adept from the beginning. Her walls were covered by 
the well-known pomegranate, or jessamine, or sunflower 
patterns ; her hangings wore of a mystic gmenisli-lfluc ; 
her pictures were drawn either from thu lunan primitives, 
or their modern follow^ers. Celtic romance, Christian 
symbolism, all that vras touching, other-worldly and 
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obscure,—our late English form in fact of the great 
Romantic reaction,—it was amid influences of this kind 
that Lady Tranmore lived and fed her own imagination. 
The dim, suggestive, and pathetic; twilight rather than 
dawn, autumn rather than spring; yearning rather than 
fulfilment; ' the gleam ’ rather than noon-day:—it was 
in this half-lit richly coloured sphere that she and most 
of her friends saw the tent of Beauty pitched. 

But Kitty would have none of it. She quoted French 
sceptical rcm.’..ks about the legs and joints of the 
Burne-Jones knights : she declared that so much pattern 
made her dizzy; ai;i. that the French were the only 
nation in the world who understood a salon, whether as 
upholstery or conversation. Accordingly, in days w’hen 
these things were rare, the girl of eighteen made her 
now husband provide lier with white-panelled walls, 
lightly gill', and witli a Persian carpet of which the mass 
was of a plain blackish-grey, and only the border was 
allow’od to flower. A few l.ouis Quinze girandoles on the 
walls, a Vernis-Martin screen, an old French clock, two or 
three inlaid cabinets, and a collection of lightly built 
chairs and settees in the French mode—this was all she 
would allow; and while Lady Tranmore’s room was 
always crowd 2 d, Kitty’s, which was me-h smaller, had 
always an air of sf-ace. Frencii hooks we’r scattered 
here and there; and only one }> cture was admitted. 
That was a Watteau sketch of a group from 'L'Embarque- 
men’u pour Cyth^^re.’ Kitty adored it; Lady Tranmore 
thought it absurd and disagreeable. 

As she entered the room now, on this May afternoon, 
she looked roumk it wdth her usual distaste. On several 

tT 

ql the chairs, large illustrated books were lying. They 
contained picture'^, of seventeenth and eighteenth century 
costume,—one of them displayed a coloured engraving of 
a brilliant Madame de Pompadour, by Boucher. 
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The maid who followed her into the room began to 
remove the books. 

‘Her ladyship has been choosing her costume, my 
lady,’ she explained, as she closed some of the volumes. 

‘ Is it settled ? ’ said Ijady Tranmore. 

The maid replied that she believed so, and bringing a 
volume which had been laid aside with a mark in it, she 
opened on a fantastic plate of Madame do Longuoville, 
as Diana, in a gorgeous huciting-dicss. 

Lady Tranmore looked at it in silence, she thought it 
unseemly, with its bare ankles and sandalled feet, and likely 
to be extremely expensive. For this Diana of the Fronde 
sparkled with jewels from top to toe, and Jjady Tranmore 
felt certain that Kitty had already made William promise 
her the counterpart of the magnificent diamond crescent 
that shone in the coiffure of the godiless. 

‘ It really seemed to be the only one that suited her 
ladyship! ’ said the maid in a deprecating voice. 

‘ I dare say it will look very well,' said Lady Tranmore. 
‘And Fanchetto is to make it*?’ 

‘ If her ladyship is not too late,’ said the maid smiling. 

‘ But she has taken such a long tinic to make up her 
mind-' 

‘ And Fauchetio of course is driven to death. All the 
•vorld soems to have gone mad about this hall.’ 

Lady Tranmore shrugged her shoulders in a slight 
disgust. She was not going, liuice her elder son's 
death, she had had no taste for spectacles of the kind. 
But she knew very well that fashionable London was 
talking and thinking of nothing else , slie heard that the 
print-room of the British Museum was oveiy day besieged 
by an eager crowd of fair ladies, claiming the oCVMces of 
the museum officials from dewy inOiu till eve; tliac 
historic costumes and famous jewels were to be lavished 
on the afifair; tha\» those who were not invited had not 
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oven the resource of contempt, so unquestioned and. 
indubitable was the prospect of a really magnificent 
spectacle; and tliat the dressmakers of Paris and London,' 
if tliey survived the effort, would reap a marvellous 
harvest. 

‘ And Mr. Ashe—do you know if he is going after 
all ’ she asked of the maid as the latter v, as retreating. 

‘ Mr. Ashe sa\s he will, if ho may wear just court- 
dress— ’ said ll^e maid smiling—‘ Not unless. And her 
lad 3 'ship’s aJiaid it ’Aoii’t be allowed ’ 

‘ She’ll make lun go m costume,’ tliought Lady 
Tranmorc ‘ And he »vill do it, oi anything,—to avoid 
a scene ' 

The maid retii«d, and Lady Tiamnore was left alone. 
As she sat waiting a tliought occuired to her. She rang 
for the butler. 

‘ Wheie is the “ Tunes ” ^ ’ she asked when ho 
appeared. The man rcplii'd that it was, no doubt, in 
Mr. Ashe's room and ho would bring it. 

‘ Kitty has iirobably not looked at it,’ thought the 
visitor. When the paper airived she turned at once to 
the Parliamentaiy report. It contained an important 
speech by Ashe, in iho House, the night before. Lady 
Tranmore had been disturbed m the reading of it 
that morning, and ha I still a fev sentences to finish. 
She read them with piido, then glanced again at the 
leading article on tlie debate, and at the flattering 
refeiences it contained to the knowledge, courtesy, and 
deliatmg power of the Under Secretary for Foreign 
Affairs. 

‘ Ml’. Ashe,’ oaid the ‘ Times,’ ‘ has well earned the 
jiromotion he is now sure to receive before long. In 
those important n'ariangements of some of the higher 
oflicos which cannot be long delayed, Mr. Ashe is clearly 
marked out for a place m the Cabinet. Ho is young, but 
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h6 has already done admirable service; and there can be 
no question- that he has a great future before him.’ 

Lady Tranmore put down the paper and fell into a 
reverie. A great future ?—yes !—if Kitty permitted—if 
Kitty could be managed. At present it appeared to 
William’s mother that the caprices of his wife were 
endangering the wliole development of his career. 
There were w'heels within wheels, and the newspapers 
knew very little about them. ^ 

Three years, was it, since tlie inarii.igo*^ She looked 
back to her dismay when AVilliam bi’ought her tlie news, 
though it seemed to her that in sonic sort she had fore¬ 
seen it from the moment of his fiist mention of Kitty 
Bristol,—with its eager appeal to her kindness, and that 
new and indelinablc something in voice and manner 
which put her at once on tlic aleit. 

Ought she to have opposed it more sli’cngly*-^ She 
had indeed o^iposed it; and for a whole NM’ctolied week 
she who had never yet gainsaid hiia m anylliing had 
argued and pleaded with her son,- attempting at tlie same 
time to bring in liis uncles to wrestle amUi him, seeing that 
his poor paralysed fatlicr wa^ of no account,— and so to 
make a stubborn family light of it. But she had been 
simply disarmed and beaten down by William’s sweetness, 
patienco, and good humour. Novel had he been so deter¬ 
mined ; and iievcT so lovable. 

It had been made abundantly ]>i in to lier that no ■wife 
however exacting and adorable slandd e\ei’ rob her, his 
mother, of one tittle of his old alleeiion ; nay, trial, would 
she only accept Kittj, only take the little foilorn creatuic 
into the shelter of her motherly arms, even a moie tender 
and devoted attention than before, on tlie part ;f her son, 
would be surely hers. He spoke, mn.tthe i.inguage 
of sound sense about his proposed bride. Tiiat he was in 
love, passionately in love, was evident; but there wore 
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moments when he could discuss Kitty, her family, her 
bringing up, her gifts and defects, with the same cool 
acumen, the same detachment, apparently, he might have 
given, say, to the Egyptian or the Balkan pioblem. Lady 
Tianinore was not invited to bow before a divinity; she 
was asked to accept a very gifted and lovely child, often 
troublesome and piovoking, but full of a glorious promise 
wdiich only persons of discernment, like herself and Ashe, 
could fully realise, lie told her, with a laugh, that she 
could never li.uv. hi'bavt'd ('vcii tolerably to a stupid 
daughter-in-law. Wlie; ‘as—let London, and society, and 
a few yea) .-of love and iving do their woik, and Kitty 
would make one of the leading women of her time, as 
Lady Tiannioro had been before her. 'You’ll help her, 
you'll train her, you'll put her in the way—’ he had said, 
kissing his inotlier’s hand ‘ And you'll sec that, in the 
end, ^^c shall both of us be so conceited to have had the 
making of her there’ll be no holding us ' ’ 

Well, slie liad yielded !— of cour'^e she had yielded. 
She had e.xxjlained the matter, so far as she could, to the 
dazed wits of her paralysed husband. She had propitiated 
the family on both sides; she had brought Kitty to stay 
with her, and had advised on the negotiatioii'r which 
banished Madame d'E^trecs from liondon and the British 
Isles, in return for a handsome allo'.v nice, and ' .e pay¬ 
ment of her debts; and finally she nad with difliculty 
allowed the Grosvilles to provide iho trousseau and 
arrange tiie mania go from Grosvilie Park, so eager had 
she grown in her accexited task. 

And them had been many hours of high reward. 
Kitty had thrown hoi self at first uj-on William’s mother 
with all the effusion possible. She had been docile, 
caressing, hnlliant. Lady Traninoie liad become almost 
as proud of her gifts, her social effect, and her fast ad¬ 
vancing beauty, as Ashe himself. Kilty’s whims and 
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humours; her passion for this person, and her hatred of 
that; her love of splendour and indifference to debt, her 
contempt of opinion and restraint, seemed to her, as to 
Ashe, the mere crude gro’vvth of youth. Wlien she looked 
at Ashe, so handsome, agreeable and devoted, at his place 
and prestige in the woild, his high intelligence and his 
personal attraction, Ashe’s mother must needs think that 
Kitty’s mere cleverness would soon reveal to her her 
extraordinary good fortune, and that wheieas ho was 
now at lior feet, she before long would be at his. 

Thiee jears ’ Lady Tianinoie looked l)ack uj)on 
them with feelings that \\a\crod like smoko before a wind. 
A year of excitement, -1 year of illness,—a y-ar of ex¬ 
travagance, shaken moi'oover liy many strange gusts of 
temper and caprice,—it wms so she might have sum¬ 
marised thorn. Fust, a mosti pioimsing ddibut in FiOndon. 
Kitty welcomed on all hands witli enthubiasm as Ashe’s 
wife, and hci own dnaightcr-in-law,—feted to the top of lier 
bent, smiled on at Couit, tlattercd by tlie countiy houses, 
ahva3’^s exquisitely dressed, smiling and eager, apparently 
full of ambition for Ashe no less than for homelf, a happy, 
notorious, bus}’ little poison, with a touch of wildness 
that did but give edge to her cliarm and keep the world 
talking. 

Then,—the birth of the boy, and Kitt} ’s passionate, un¬ 
governable recoil from the deform ty that sliow’ed itself 
almost immediately after In's hlrtba foiniof infantile 
paralysis involving a slight bui incuiable lameness. 
Lady Tranmorc could recall weeks of remoiseful fondling, 
alternating with weeks of neglect; continued illness 
and depression on Kitty’s part, settling Jifler awLileintoa 
petulant melancholy for w'hich the baby's defeeJ -,f‘(unf d but 
an inadequate cause; Ashe’s tender anxiety, his willmg- 
ness to throw up Parliament, office, everything, that Kitty 
might travel and recover ; and those huge efforts b}’^ which 
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sho and his best friends in the House had held him back, 
—when Kitty, it seemed, cared little or nothing whether he 
sacrificed his future or not. Finally she herself, with 
the assistance of a new fnend of Kitty’s, had become 
Kitty’s niij'sc, had taken her abroad -wlicn Ashe could not 
be sp.ired, had watched over hei‘, and humoured her, and 
at last brought lior luck—so the doctors said—restored. 

Wr’S it really iccovery? At any rate Lady Tranmore 
was often inclined to tliink that since the return to 
London, -now about a twelvemonth sincf',—both she 
and \Sblham Jiad lu 1 to do with a difj'cient Kitty. 
Young as she stdl was, 'lo first exquisite softness of the 
expanding life was gone; things liarder, stranger, more 
inexplicable than any winch those who knew her best had 
yet perceived, seemed now and then to come to the 
surface, like wrcckago iu a summer sea. 

The ojiening door distuibed these pondcrings. The 
nurse aiipcaicd, carrying th-^ little hoy. Lady Tranmore 
took him on hei knee and earessed Jiim. IJo was a 
piteous, engaging cluld, generally very docile, but liable 
at times to stoims of temper, out of all propoitiou to 
the fragility of his small penson. IIis giandmolher was 
inclinei! Lo look ujion Ins passions as soircthing external 
and inlhcLcd,—the ente-ing in of the Blackwatcr devil to 
plague a tiny creatuio, that nornull, was of a divine 
and clinging sweetness. SIic wouln have taught him 
religion, as his only shield against hnnselt, but neither 
liis father nor Ills mother ivas religious, and Harry was 
likely to grow up a pagan. 

lie leant now against her brea.d, and she, whose 
inmost nj^iire was maternity, delighted in the pressure of- 
the Liny body, crooning songs lo him when they were left 
alone, and pausing now and then to pity and kiss the 
little shrunken foot that hung beside the other. 
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She was interrupted by a soft entrance and the rustle 
of a dress. 

‘ Ah !—Margaret! ’ slie said, looking round and 
emiling. 

The girl who had conio in, approached Jier, sliook 
hands, and looked down at the baby. She was fair¬ 
haired and wore spectacles; hei‘ face was round and 
childish, her eyes round and blue—\\ith ccitain lines about 
them, however, w'hich showed t.hat sjie was no longer in 
her first youth. 

‘ I came to see if I could do anything to-day for Kitty. 
I know she is very busy about tlie ball-’ 

‘Head over cars apparently,’ said Lady Tranmorc,— 

‘Everybody has lost their wits—I see Kitty has chosen 
her diess.’ 

‘ Yes, if Fanchette can make it ali right. Poor Kitty ’ 
—She lias been in such a state of mind —I think I’ll go 
on with these invitations !' 

And, taking oil' her gloves and hat, Margaret French 
went to the writing-table like one intimately acquainted 
with the room aiul its atTaiis, look up a pile of cards and 
envelopes winch lay upon it, and hiingiiig them to Lady 
Tranmore’s side began to work uxiori them. 

’I did about half yesterday,’she explained,—‘but I 
SCO Kitty hasn’t been able to touch ihem, and it is really 
time they wcic out.’ 

‘ For their party next week ’ 

‘Yes. I hope Kitty won’t tire herself out. It has 
been a rush lately.’ 

‘ Does she ever rest ? ’ 

‘ Never !—as far as I can see. And i am afraid she 
has been very much worried.' 

‘About that silly affair with Prince SiCi^yhan'’’ said Laclv 
Tranmore. 

Margaret French nodded. ‘ She vows that she meant 
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no harm, and did no harm,—and that it has been all 
malice and exaggeration. But one can see she has been 
hurt.’ 

‘ Well, if you ask me,’ said Lady Tranmore in a low 
voice, — * 1 think she deserved to be.’ 

Tlu'ir eyes met,—the girl’s full of a half smiling, half 
soft consideration. Lady Tranmore, on the other hand, 
had flushed proudly, as though the mere mention of the 
matter to which she had referred had been galling to her. 
Kitty in fact Jiad just been guilty of an escapade which 
had sot the town tii^king, and even found its way here 
and tliere into the ne'\ napcis. The heir to a European 
monarchy had been rt'ojntly \isiting London. A romantic 
interest sun minded liiin , for a lady, not of a rank suffi¬ 
ciently high to mate ^^lth his, had lately drowned herself 
for love of Jinn, and the young man’s melancholy good 
looks, togetlier with the magniticent apatliy of his manner, 
drew after him a train of gossip. Kitty failed to meet him 
ill society; ceitain invitations that for once she coveted 
did not arrive; and in a fit of pique she declared that she 
would make aciiuaintance with him in her own way. 
On a certain occasion, w'hcn the princeling was at the 
play, his attention \vas drawn to a small and dazzling 
creature in a box opposite his own. Prc-ently, however, 
there was a conunclion in thi-, box. The dazzling 
creature had fainted; ,ind rumour j'int round iho name 
of Lady Kitty A.^hc. The l^rince despatched an equerry 
to make inquiries, and the inquiries wore repeated that 
evening in Hill Street. Eecovery was prompt, and the 
Prince let it be known that he wished to meet the lady. 
Invitations from high quarters dc‘icended upon Kitty; 
she bore herself with an engaging carelessness, and the 
melancholy youth was soon spending far more pains upon 
her than he had yet been known to spend upon any other 
Englisli beauties presented to him. Ashe, and Kitty's 
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friends laughed; the old General in charge of the prince¬ 
ling took alarm. And presently Kitty’s audacities, alack, 
carried away her discretion ; she began, moreover, to boast 
of her ruse. Whispers crept round; and the General’s 
ears were open. In a few days Kitty’s triumph went the 
way of all earthly things. At a Court ball, to which her 
vanity had looked forward, unwarned, tlio Prince passed 
' her with glassy eyes, returning the barest bow to her 
smiling curtsey. She betrayed nothing; but somehow 
the thing got out, and set in motion a perfect hurricane 
of talk. It was rumoured that the old Prime Minister, 
Lord Parham, had himself said a caustic word to Lady 
Kitty; that Koyalty was annoyed: and that William 
Ashe had for once scolded his wife seriously. 

Lady Tranmore was well aware that thei c v'as at any 
rate no truth in the last report • but she also knew that 
there was a tone of sharpness in tlie Ijondoii chatter, 
that was new with regard to Kitty. It was as though a 
certain indulgence was wearing out; and wliat had liceii 
amusement was passing into criticism. 

She and Margaret French discussed tlie matter a 
little, sotto voce, while Margaret went on with tlie invita¬ 
tions, and Lady Ti’p^nmoie made a Fieiich toy dance and 
spin for the babe’s amusement. Their tone was one of 
close and friendly intimacy, an intimacy based clearly 
upon one common interest,—their relation to Kitty. 
Margaret French was one of thos*' beings in whom, lor 
our salvation, this halting, hurried vorld of ouis is still 
on the whole rich. She was uninarried, thirty-five, and 
poor. She lived with her brother, a struggling doctor, 
and she had come across Kitty in the jirst months of 
Kitty’s married life, on some fashionable Soldiers’ Aid 
Committee where Margaret had done the work, and Kitty 
with the other great ladies had reaped the fame. Kitty 
had developed a fancy for her, and presently could not 
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live without her. But Margaret, though it soon beoam&^> 
evident that she had taken Kitty and, in due time, the child 
—Ashe too for the matter of that!—deep into her generouff 
heart, preserved a charming measure in tlie friendship 
offei’cd her. She would owe Kitty nothing, either socially 
or financially. When Kitty’s smart friends appeared, she 
vanished. Nobody in her own world ever heard her 
mention the name of Lady Kitty Ashe, largely as that name* 
was beginning to figure in the gossip of the day. But 
there wore few things concerning the ITill 8ireet manage 
that Tjady Tianmore could not safely and lightly discUSs 
with her; and oven Ashe himself went to her for 
counsel 

‘ I am afraid this has made things worse than ever 
with the Parhams' ’ SM.itl Lady Tninmore presently. 

IMargaret shook her head anxiously. 

‘ I hope Kitty won’t throw over their dinner next week.’ 

‘ She is talking of it! ’ 

‘Yesterday she hnd almost made up her mind,—’ said 
Margaret reluctantly. ‘ PmJiaps you will peisuade her. 
But she has been terribly angry with Lord Parham—and 
with Lady P. too ! ’ 

‘ And it was to bo a reconciliation dinner, after the old 
nonsense between her and Lady Parham,' sighed Lady 
Tranmore.—‘ It w'as planned for Kitty entirely. And she 
is to act something isn’t she, W'‘.h that ug Do La 
Eivtero from the EmbassyI b-dievo ihe Princess is 
coming—expressly to meet her. 1 liavc been hearing of 
it on all sides. She can’t throw it over i ’ 

Margaret shiugged her shoulders. ‘ I believe she will.* 

The older lady’s face showed a sudden cloud of . 
indignation. 

‘ William rnn^t really put his loot down,’ she said in a 
low decided voice. ‘ It is of course most important—just 
now-' 
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She said no more, but Margaret French looked up, and 
they exchanged glances. 

* Let’s hope— ' said Margaret, ‘ that Mr. Ashe will be 
able to pacify her. Ah ! there she is.’ 

For the front door closed heavily, and instantly the 
house was aware from top to too of a flutter of talk and a 
frou-frou of skirts. Kitty ran up the stairs and into the 
drawing-room still talking, npparontly to the footman 
behind her,—and stopped short at the .sight of Lady 
Tranmore and iMaigarct. A mom(!ntary shadow passed 
across her face , then she came forward all smiles. 

‘"Why, they never told mo downstairs*’ she said, 
taking a hand of each caies-ahigly, and slipping into a seat 
between them. 'TTavo [ lost much of you?’ 

‘Well, [must soon he off,’ said Lady Tniiimore,— 
‘ITarry has been oiitertfiining me.’ 

‘Oh! Harry'--is ho Uioro'^’ snid Kitty in another 
voice, perceiving the cliild behind his giandmolhcr’vSdress 
as he sat on the flooi, where Lady Tranmore had just 
deposited him. 

The baby tin’iied towards his beautiful molher, and as 
he saw her, a little wandering srmlo began tospicad from 
his uncertain lips to his deep-brown eyes, till his wdiole face 
shone, hold to hoi? as to a magnet, in a still enchantment. 

‘ Come ' ’ said Kitty, holding out her hands. 

With difficulty tlio child pulled hirnsolf tow’ards her, 
moving in sideway fashion along the flooi-, and diagging 
the helpless foot after him. Agf in the shadow- crossed 
Kitty’s face. She caught him uji, kissed him and moved 
to ring the bell. 

‘Shall I take him upstairs? ’ said ^largaret. 

‘ Why, ho seems to have only just come down ! ’ said 
Lady Tranmore. ‘ Must he go ^ ’ 

‘ He can come down again afterw’ards,' said Kitt 3 -. ‘ 1 
want to talk to you. Take him, Margaret.’ 
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The babe went without a whimper, still following his 
mother with his eyes. 

‘ lie looks rather frail,’ said Lady Tranmore—‘ I hope 
you’ll soon be sending him to the country, Kitty.’ 

‘ He’s very well,’ said Kitty. Then she took off her hat 
and looked at the invitations Margaret had been writing. 

‘ Heavens !—1 had forgotten all about them. What 
an angel is Margaret! 1 really can’t remember these 

things! They ought to do themselves by clockwork. 
And now F; n ’.hotto and this ball aic enough to drive one 
wild I ’ 

She lifted her hai Is to her face and pressed back the 
masses ef fair hair that were tumbling round it, with a 
gesture of weaiinoss. 

'Fanchetto can make your dress ? ’ 

‘ She says she will, liut I couldn’t make her under¬ 
stand anything I wanted. Slie is off her head ! They 
all are. Hy the way, did 3 mu hear of Madeleine Alcot’s 
telegram to Worth ’ 

Kitty laughed—a laugh musical but malicious, Iilrs. 
Alcot, mairi(3d in the same month as herself, had been 
her companion and lival from the beginuing They 
called each other ' Kitty ’ and ‘ MaJeti irie ’ and saw each 
other frccjucntly ; 'nIi}', [jady T!'.i,nmore coub^ never dis¬ 
cover, unless on the principle tha it is best lo keei) your 
enemy under observation. 

‘ She telegraphed to Worth as soon as her invitation 
ariived, “ Envoyoz tout do suite costume Y6nus. Es¬ 
pouse.” The answer came at dinner—she had a dinner¬ 
party—and she i:.ead it aloud: * Eemerclments. II n’y 
en a pas.” Isn't it delightful ? ’ 

‘Very neat' ’ said Lady Tranmore smiling—‘When 
did you invent that? You, I hear, are to be Diana? ’ 

Kitty made a gesture of despair. 
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* Ask Fanchette!—it depends on her. There is no one 
but she in London who can do it. Oli! by the — 
what’s Mary going to be ? I suppose a Madonna of 
sorts.' 

‘Not at all,’ said Lady Tranmore dryly,—‘slio has 
chosen a Sir Josliua costume I found for hei.’ 

‘A vocation missed,’ said Kilty, shaking hei head. 

‘ She ought to have been a “ Vestal Virgin ” at least. . . . 
Do you know that you look such a duck this afternoon ! ’ 
The speaker put up two small hands and pulled and 
patted at the black lice strings of Jjjwly 'I’ranmoie’s hat, 
which were tied und(;r the delicately wiinkled white of 
her very distinguished chin 

‘This hat suits \ou so,- 30U are such a (jrande daiac. 
in it!—Ah ' Je t’afloic ! ’ 

And Kitty softly took the chin aforesaid into her 
hands, and droppeil a kiss on Lady Tranniorc's cheek, 
wdiich reddened a little under the sudden caress. 

‘ Don't be a goose, Kitty ! ’ But J'lhzabetli Tranmore 
stooped forwaid all the same, and rotui’iicd the kiss 
heartily. ‘ Now tell me what you'ie going to weai at the 
Parhams.’ 

Kitty lOoC deliberate!}’, went to tlai hell and rang 
it. 

‘ It must be quite time for tea * ’ 

‘ You haven’t answered my qiustion, Kittj’.’ 

‘Haven’t Tlie butler cn: led. ‘Tea, please, 

Wilson, at once.’ 

‘ Kitty ’-’ 

Lady Kitty seated herself deliantly a short distance 
from her mother-in-law i-nd crossed hei liayds on her lap. 

‘I am not going to the Paihams’.’ 

* Kitty!—what do you mean ? ’ 

‘I am not going to the Paihams’,’ repea‘-ed Kitty 
slowly. ‘They should behave a little moie conside'iaudy 

Jv 
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to me if they want to get mo to amuse their guests for 
them * ' 

At tliN moment ^Marg.'irot I^Vencli re-entered the 
room, Ij!i.dy Traniiiovo tiiniccl to her with a gesture of 

(hstivfi-s. 

' Oil, Miiigarct knows,’ said Kitty ‘ I told her yester¬ 
day.’ 

‘The Parhams'^’ said Margaret 

Kitty nodded jMargaict paused, with her hand on 
tlif! hack f f Ladv 'Franmore’s cliair, and tla^re was a shoi’fc 
silence. Then Ledy Tramnoro began,--in a tone that 
('nd-‘'ivoured not i be too serious— 

• 1 lon't l{no\^ how you’io going to get out of it, 
m\ de ir Tjady P.\ih.ii-i lias asked the Princess, first 
liecansG she wished to conu*, ^ceondly as an olive branch 
lo you. She has takini tlie grisliest pains about the 
diniK'r, and afl■ov^^.uds tliere is to he an evening party 
to lie;.r you, jiKt the iigliL si/e, jirid just the light 
peojile ’ 

‘ Gela in’ost 6gal,’Si id Kitt\, ‘ par-faite-ment (*gal' 1 
am noL going 

‘ What possible excuse can you invent''’’ 

‘ 1 sh.iH havi' a cold, -the most atrocious cold iinagin- 
i-hle 1 l.ike t.' my hod ]ust two h.uns hcfoie ii is time 
lo dress i\I> !. tier readle-. i-ad} J'aiii.ui on llio stime 
of eight ’ 

‘ Kitty '—you would lie do 'a; atljing pe feetly unlieard 
of -most rude— i- o-^t unkind ' ' 

The still’ slight figuie, like a drained wand, did not 
waver for a moment hefo'e die gravt; ludignation oi the 
older woman , 

‘ I slmuld .’or once be ])a\uig ofi a score that has run 
on tu ^ long ’ 

' > ou .'ind Ijady P.irliam had agieod to make friends, 
and h‘t liygOiies be bygones.' 
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‘ That was before last week.’ 

‘ Before Lord ParlDinj said—what annoyed you? ’ 

Kitty’s eyes fhunocl. 

‘]3efore Lord Piuli.im hiiniiliated me in public,—or 
tried to ’ 

‘ ])eai' Kitty '—lie was annoyed, and said a sharp thing ; 
but he is an old man, and for William’s sake surely you 
can forgive it. And Judy Parham had nothing to do 
with it ’ . 

‘ She has not written to me to apologise.’ said Kitty, 
with a most venomous (aim. ‘Don't talk aliont it, 
mother Lt will hurl joii, - and I am determined. Lady 
Paihari has p.iti'onised oi sniihbfd mo iwer sinee J 
married, -when slie li'i->n’t been srdting my best, filends 
against mo. Slui is false, false,/n/.sd I Kiiiy stnie.k hei 
hands together with an (‘mphalJi; gesture. ‘And Lord 
Parham said a thing to m(‘ last week i ‘jhall lUjver foigive. 
VodiV Now I iiK'aii to have done with it ' ’ 

‘ And \ou elieo=)(‘ to forget allogethei that fiOid Pai- 
ham IS William's jiolitieal chief?—that William’s allairs 
are in a cniical stat(‘, and everything (h-jiends on J^ord 
Parham--that it is not seemlv, not possible, that 
William’s wife sliould ])ublicly sh/ht Lady Paihain, and 
through her the Pnmr Minister—at this inomeiU of all 
momenis ' ’ 

Lady Tranmore breathed fas 

‘William \ m 11 not o\peol n.< to put up with insults,’ 
said Kitty, also heginmng to sho emotion 

‘But can’t \ou sen tliat—just now e.'^pecially—}Ou 
ought to think of nothing— noUniuj, but William’s future 
and William’s career ’ • 

'William will never purchase his ca»eei at ray 
expense. 

‘Kitty drar, listen,’—cried Lady Tranmore in despair, 
and she threw herseif into arguments and appeals to 

K 2 
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which Kitty listened quite unmoved for some twenty 
minutes. Margaret French, feeling herself an uncomfort¬ 
able Ihiid, tiied several times to steal away. In vain. 
Kitty’s peremptory liaiid retained l^cr. She could not 
escape, much as slio wished it, from the wrestle between 
the two women ;—on the one side the mother, noble, 
already touched with age, full of dignity and protesting 
alTectiun,— on ihe other the wdfe, still little more than a 
child in years, vibrating through all her slender frame with 
passion and tjs tlcuce, more beautiful than usual by 
virtue of tlie veiy fire which possessed her,—a Maniad 
at bay. 

Lady Tj-.inmore had just begun to waver in a final 
despair, \vhen tlie door opened and William Ashe 
entered. 

lie looked in astonishment at his mother and wife. 
Tlien in a flasli he understood, and with an involuutarv 
gesture of fatigiu', he turned to go 

‘William!’ ciied his mother, hurrying after him,— 

‘ don’t go. l\itty and I were disputing ; but it is nothing, 
dear! Don’t go, you look so tired. Can you stay for 
dinner ’ 

‘Well, tliat was my intention,' said Ashe with a smile, 
as ho allowed liimself to bo brought buck. ‘Hut Kitty 
seems m the clouds.’ 

For Kitty had not rnoved an inch to greet, him She 
snt in a high-backed chair, one foot crossed over the 
other, one hand suppoiting her cheek, looking straight 
before her with shining eyes. 

Lady Tranmore laid a hand on her shoulder. 

‘ We w'on’t talk any more about it now Kitty, will we ? ’ 

Kitty’s pinched lips opened enough to emit the 
words :— 

‘ Perhaps William had better understand-’ 

‘ Goodness 1 ’ cried Ashe. ‘ Is it the Parhams ? Send 



133 


THREE YEARS AFTER 

them, Kitty, if you please, to ten thousand diables ! You 
won’t go to theii’ dinner ? Well, don’t go ! Please your¬ 
self—and hang the expense! Come and give me some 
dinner—there’s a dear.' 

Ho bent over her, and Kissed her hair. 

Lady Tranmore began to speak, then with a mighty 
effort restrained herself and began to look foi her parasol. 
Kitty did not move. Lady Tranmore said a mufllcd 
good-bye and wont. And this tune Margaret French 
insisted on going with her. 

When Ashe returned to the diawiug-room, he found 
his wife still in the same position, very pale and very 
wild. 

‘ I have told your mother, William, what I intend to 
do about the Parhams.’ 

‘ Very well, deal’. Now she knows.’ 

‘ She says it ^^ill ruin ^our career,’ 

‘ Did she ? We’ll talk about that presently. Wc have 
had a nasty scone in the House with the liishmon, and I’m 
famished. Go and change, there’s a dear. Dinner's just 
coming in.' 

Kitty went reluctantly. She came down m a \\hitc 
flowing garment, with a. small green wreath in her hair, 
vvliich, together with the air of storm which still enwrapped 
her, made her nioi'o MaBnad-like than ever. Ashe took no 
notice, gave her a laughing account jf what had passed in 
the House, and ate his dinner. 

Afterwards, when they were alone, and he was just 
about to return to the House, she made a swift rush across 
the dining-room, and caught his coat wifh both hands. 

‘William, I can’t go to that dinner—it ^/ould kill 
me!' 

* How you repeat yourself, darling ! ’ he said with a 
'smile. ‘I suppose you'll give Lady Parham decent 
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notice. What’ll you do ? Get a doctor’s certificate and 
go away ? ’ 

Kitty panted. ‘ Not at all. I sliaJl not tell her till an 
hour before.’ 

Aslio whistled 

‘War’’—1 see. Open \\ai Vorj- well. Then we 
shall get to Venice for Easter.’ 

Kitty fell hack 

‘ Wliat do vou nienn ’ 

/ 

‘Very })!■ i ■ isn’t it‘* But w'lat doi s It mattei’’ 
Venice amII be dchci'-it* d, and there aic jilcnt} of good men 
to take, iiiv jilace ’ 

‘ liOid Parham would pass you ov-m ’' 

‘Nocat all. But I can’t \\ork in public ^^ilh a man 
whom f mU'.t cut in private It w'onldn’t amuse nm. So 
if you're decided, Kut\,—wide to Danieli’s for rooms.’ 

JIc Id Ins cigareite, and went out with perfect non 
chalance .ind good tcmpei. 

Kitt\ was to have gone to :i, ball She countennanded 
her maid's preparations, and sent the maid to bed. In 
duo time all tlie servants went to bed, the front door 
being left on the laleh as usual lor Ashe’s hi'c it turn. 
About midnight a little liguic ihpt -lo the child’s 
uurseiy. The niirsi ''vas fast aslcnp Kif- ,it, beside 
the child, motionless, l.jr an hour, at. 1 when he let Ijiin- 
self into the house about two o’cl.-ok, be heard a little 
rusile in the hall and llicre stood Kitty, wii'ting for him. 

‘Kitty, what are you about’?’ ho said in pretended 
amazement. But i i reality he wuis not astonished at 
all. His life for iinonths past ha'l been pitched in a key 
of extravagance and tumult lie had boon practically 
certain that ho si'- uld find Kitty in the hall. 

With groat tenderness he half led, lialf carried her 
upstairs. She clung to him as passionately as, before 
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dinner, she had repulsed him. When they reached their 
room, the tired man, di'opping with bleep, after a parlia¬ 
mentary wrestle in ^\llich every faculty had been taxed to 
the utmost, took his wife in hb, amis: and tliere Kitty 
sobbed and talked herself into a peaef of com^defo 
exhaustion. In tins stale '.lie was one of the most 
exquisite of liiinian b' mgs, wiih words, Lone, and gestujos 
of a heavenly softness and languor. Tlie ('m 1 sjii'it wa nt 
out of h( r, and she was all oiliereal, tender ness, sadness, 
andrciiKase. For moio than two yean, scenes like tins 
hail, in Ashe’s casi*, melted into tinal liehght ai'd inioxica- 


tion v\hic]i inoio than eUacMl the ininioi} of what had 
gone before. Now I’oi se\rral monlh'^ he had di-'iided 
the issue of the (aisi^, no l(‘->s than li-'* eiisis itself. It 
left him unneived as tlioogh some ujorlnd bcii’occo had 
passed over him. 

When F\itt\ at la.sl had f-dlcn iisk'ep .Vslie 'stood for 
some tmu' hcside In’s die-.niiig room window, looking 
alibontly into tire (loudly inghli, too tiled c\eii to undress. 
A gusty noith wx-st wnd toie down the stieet and heat 
against the windows Tlic unrest without ineicasod the 
tension of his mind and hedy. Like Lady Tiai.moie, 
he Irid as ii weie stepped hac-k fiom his life, and was 
looking at it,- the last tin e yeais of it in particular - as. 
a whole. What was the net result of those years’’ Where 
w^as lie‘’--W’hi'her weie he and Kify going ’’ A strange 
pang shot tluough liim. The ..ere asking of the 
question had been as the lillm.. of the lamp of 
Psyche 

The scene that night in the House of Commons had 
been for him a scene of conflict; in tlio mam, also, of 


victory. Idis virile jiowcrs, capacities, and ambiLons h^td 
been at their height. He had felt the fr” s^ie’l ■ i tlio 
English pobtical life, with all its haid fightiog joy, the 
exhilaration which llowes from the vastiiess oi the inteiests 
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on which it turns, and the intricate appeal it makes, in 
the case of a man like himself, to a hundred inherited 
aptitudes, tastes, and traditions. 

And hci’o lie stood in the darkness, wondering whether 
indeed the best of Ins life ■wore not over,—the prey of 
forebodings as strong and vagrant as the gusts outside. 

Bii’ds of the night * He forced himself to bed, and 
slept heavily. When he woke up, the May sun was 
sinning iiho lis room. Kitty in the freshest of morning 
dresses was sitting, on his bed like a perching bird, wait¬ 
ing impatiently till . is eyes should open, and she could 
ask hun his opinion on her dress for the ball. The 
savour and joy of life returned upon him in a flood. 
Kitty was the prettiest thing ever seen ; ho had scored 
oL'f those Tory fellows the night before; the Parhams' 
dinner was all right; and life was once more kind, 
manageable, and full of the most agreeable possibilities. 
A ceitaiii indolent impatience in liim recoiled from the 
meic recollection of the night before The worry was 
over, why think of it again 
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CHAPTER VIII 

Meanwhile Lady Tran move had reached home, and after 
one of those pathetic hours in her hubhand’s room whu h 
made the secret and sacred foundation of her dailv lile, she 
expected Mary Lystcr, who was to dine at Tranrnoie nou^-e 
before the two ladies presented themselves at a miibical 
party given by the Ficncli Ambassadress. Befoie her 
guest's arrival, Lady Tranniore wandered about her rooms, 
unable to rest, unable even to lead the evening jiapers on 
Ashe’s speech, so possessed was slie still by her alterca¬ 
tion with Kitty, nnd by the foieboduig sense of what 
it meant. William s future w’as threatened; and the 
mother whoso whole proud heart had been tlirowm for 
years into every successful effort and every upw'ard step 
of her son, w'as up in arms. 

Mary Lyster arrived lo the minute. She came in, a 
tall gliding w'oman, her hair falling in vipjded waves on 
either side of her face,—wOiich in its ample comeliness 
and placidity reminded the Italiai.ate Lady Ti’amnoro 
of many faces well known to her m early Siennese or 
Florentine art. Mary's dress to-night was of a noble 
red, and the glossy blown of her hair made a harmony 
both With her dross and with the w'hiteflcss of her neck 
that contented the fastidious eye of her companion. 

* Polly' was now' thirty, in the prime of lioi good iook?». 
Lady Tranmore's affection for her, which had at one 
time even included the notion that she might possibly 
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bccomo William Ashe's wife, did not at all interfere 
with a shrewd umierslandin;^ of her limitations. But she 
was daughteiless herself; her frimily fooling was strong ; 
and iMiiry's society was an old and pleasant liahit one 
could ill hiU'c park'd \Mili, In her conipan\, moreover, 
iNfary was at hoi host. 

Elizabeth Tr.iiimore novel discussed )iur daughter-in- 
la,v^^itll lici cousin TiOyalcy to William forbade it, no 
less than a strong sense of family dignity. For Mary had 
sjjoken or* r -iuimcdiatoly a.ftei the ongn^cinont,—with 
energy, nay, with i -sion , propb('S\'mg voe and calamity. 
Thcnc 'foiwaid it ^v, -i tacitly agreed liotwecn ihora that 
all root .'ivl-bi.incli criticism of Kittv and lu-r vays was 
taboo. M.iiy wa-^, iiHleod, on ajiparcntly g*)od tcims with 
liei consin’.y wift^ She dint'd occasionally at the Anhes , 
and sluj and Kitty met freqiit'ntly unclei the wong of 
Jjady Trimnore Tlicre was nt) <‘oidlblity boLwet'ii thorn, 
.ind Kitry was often slni'idy or sulkily ccnani tb.it Mary 
was to Ix'countctl among ibos*' bosiile forot-s, with w^hich, 
in some of i'er moods, Ibe workl seemed to hei to bristle. 
Jhil if Mai y kept in ti nch .i \ei'y shai p tongue for many 
of her mtiin.'tes on the subject of Kitty, Lady Tranmore 
at loist was dcteimined to know nothing .ibont it 

On tins particular evening, bowevi . T.ady T'aumore’s 
self-control fail'd oei, for the i.ist time i’- hvec goal’s. 
She bad not talked live minute^ wdth he'' guest before 
she perceived that Maiy’s mind was ii tiuth Ij irnfull of 
gossi]),—the gossip of many drawdnj-roonis, as to Kitty’s 
escapade with the Piinee, Kitty’s lelaiions to Lady Par- 
h.im, Kitty’s paiLies, and Kitty’s whims The temptation 
was Jioo great; ki*r own guard Lioke down. 

‘ [ hoar Kitty is furious with the Parhams,' said Mary, 
as the two ladic- sat together after their rapid dinner. It 
was a rainy night, and the fire to which they had drawn 
up w^as \velcome 
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Lady Tranmore shoolt her head sadly. 

‘ I don’t know where it is to end,’ she said, slowly. 

‘Lady Pailiam told uie )osteiday—you don’t uiiiid 
my repeating it’?'—T>rary looked up \Mt!i a smile,—‘she 
was still dreadfully afiaid that Kilty would play her 
some trick about next Friday. Slie knows that Kitty 
detests hei.’ 

‘Oh no,’—said Lady Tianmoro in a vague voice— 
‘ Kitty couldn’t ! - -iinjiossihlc !' 

]\Iary lurned an observant ev''upon lier companion’s 
conscious and tiouliled air, and diew conclusions not fai 
from tlio truth. 

‘And it’s all so awlswaui, isn t it ^’--slie said, '.\ith 
sympathy,when app.'M’cutI) LaiU Parham is as much 
Prime Minister as ho is ! ' 

For in tlio-io days (eit.nn great hou«;es and ])o]ilical 
ladies, thougli not at the /.emili of then ]) 0 \\ei, weiu still, 
in their comparative decline, veiy much to be leekonod 
with. When Jj.idv Paiham lalKt-d longoi than usual wiih 
the French Amhass.idor, his \iistnan and (iernian col¬ 
leagues wioto anxious desj-aiches to their (lOvernmont^ 1 ; 
when a special mi'>sion to the I'kist f)f great imjioitanco 
had to be {0 iMiiged, iKjhody imagined that Loid Parham 
had '.ary much to do with iho ajipointmenl of the (’om- 
miyc-hmer, --who happened to hav'o just engaged hmibolf 
to l.idy Parliam’s second gitl No voting memhei on 
the GcA'ernmont side, if ht wanti'd oh. 'c, neglected Lady 
Parham’s invitations, and admission i hei moje intimalu 
dinners was still almosi as much coveted as similar 
favours had been a gciination beiore in the ease of Lady 
Jersey, or still eailier, in that ot Lady jrolland. She 
was a small old woman, with a shrewish f.ice, a waxen 
complexion and a brown wig. In spite rf shmt ‘'’ght, 
she saw things that escaped most otlior people; her 
tongue was rarely at a loas , she was on the whole a 
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good friend, though never an unreflecting one; and what 
slie forgave might be safely reckoned as not worth 
rebonting. 

Elizabeth Tranmore received Mary’s remark with 
reluctant consent. Lady Parham—from tlio English 
aristocratic standpoint- was not well-born. She had 
been tlie djiuglitev of a fashionable music-master, whose 
blood was certainly not. Christian. And there were many 
people hesidc Lady Tranmore who resented her domi¬ 
nation. 

• It -will be sc perfectly easy when the moment comes 
to invent some c" ouse or other, for shelving William’s 
claims,’ siglied Ashe’s mother. ‘ Nobody is indispen¬ 
sable, and if that old woman is provoked,—she will be 
capable of any nnschie).’ 

‘ What do you want for William said Mary smiling. 

‘ lie ought ol course to ha\c the Home Ollicc ' ’ replied 
Lady TraninoiV', with lire. 

Mary vowed that Jio would coitainly have it. ‘ Kitty 
is so clever, ->]io W'lll urdcrsMiid howiiiiporiant diocretioii 
IS, —before things go too far.' 

Lady Tianmoic made no aiiswei’. She gazed into the 
(ire, and Miss Lyster thought her depressed. 

‘li .IS William ever mterfered V ’ - ^hc av.ked, cautiously. 

Lady Tramnorc hesitated 

‘Not that I know of,’ she said at laoL ‘Nor will he 
ever,—in the sense in wdiich any ordinary hiuband would 
inierfere.’ 

j 

‘ I know! It is as though ho had a kind of 
superstition about it. Isn’t there a fairy story, in 
wihicli an elf uiarries a mortal ou condition that if he 
('ver ill-treats her, her people will fetch her back to 
Fiiuyl.ind? One day the husband lost his temper, and 
spoke crossly ; instantly there was a crash of thunder 
r nd the elf-wife vanished.’ 
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‘ I don’t remember the story. But it's like that,— 
exactly. He said to me once that lie would never have 
asked her to marry him if ho had not been able to make 
up his mind to lot her have her own way—never to coerce 
her.’ 

But having said this, Lady Tranmoi e repented. It 
seemed to her she had been betra\ing \Yilliam’s affairs. 
She drew her chair back from the fire, and rang to ask if 
the carriage had arrived. I^fary took tlu3 hint. She 
arrayed herself in hei* cloak, and cTiatted agreeably 
about other things lill the inomort for iheir di'parture' 
came. 

As they diovo through the streets, Lady Tranrnore 
stole a glance at lier compaiiuin. 

‘ She is really very handsome,’ she thought,—‘ much 
botter-lookiug than she was at twenty. What arc the 
men about, not lo many her ? ’ 

It was indeed a puz/le. For ^Fary was increasingly 
agreeable as the years worn on, and had now quite a 
position of her ow'n in London, as a chai'miug woman 
without angles or apparent egotisms , one of the initiated 
besides, whom any dinner party might bo glad to capture. 
Her relations, near and distant, held so many of the 
points of vantage in JGngli-li public life, that her woid 
inevitably carriea weight. She talked politics, as women 
of her class must talk tlieni to hold th('ir own; she sup¬ 
ported the Church, and she was elog'.ntly cbaiitahle, in 
that popular sense whicli means iha' you subscribe to 
your friends’ cVianties, without setting up any of your 
own. She vras rich also,—already in possession of a 
considerable fortune, inherited from her ^mother, and 
prospective heiress of at least as much again frem her 
father, old Sir Eichard Lyster, whose house in Sf>mer- 
aetshire she managed to perfection. In the season she 
stayed with various friends, or with Lady Tran more, 
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Sir Richard being now infirm, and preferring the country. 
Tbei’o was a younger sister, who was known to have 
nifiriii'd imprudently, and against hei father's wishes, 
some fn'O or six years lioforo this. Catharine was poor, 
the wife of a elcrgyinan witli young children. Lady 
Tranmore sometimes woiideied whether ^lary was quite 
as good to lier as she might be. She licrself sent Catharine 
various piesents in the course of the } ear for the children. 

—Ye-^, it was certainly sui prising that Mary had not 
man: d Lad', Traiimore’s thouglits v.ere runrmg on 
this tack, when • ' a sudileii her eyes weie caught by the 
placid of one of ihe (‘veinng papets. 

‘ Interview with Mr. Cliffe. Peace assured.’—fto ran 
one of tlio linos 

' CiOolilVf'v (diffe hoiiK' again*’ Lady Tranmore's 
tone h.'trayed a shade )f eoutempluous amusement. ‘Wo 
shall ha^c to get ^'ii without out daily leli'gr.iUi. Poor 
London ' ’ 

If at that inomon' it had oociiiied tohci tolook at her 
compaiium, slie would have scon a quu-k reddening of 
Mai\\'s ehe'‘ki 

‘JIo has had a great success thougli, with his tele¬ 
grams' ’ lOpl; ‘d IMissLystC' ‘ 1 dioiild have ilioaghtonu 
couldn't den ' I’nat ’ 

' Success ' Only wiili i' '• pooxilo " lo do: 't matter,’ 
said Indy Tia.iimoii* with i shiiig l)f what impori- 
.Mice IS itio anvbody that Geoffrey Chl'lV s'.juld telegoaph 
hib doings and his opinions every inorniug to the English 
public ’ 

We weie in the mid'^t of t di aigreeraent with Aniorica. 
LA. wiiiilwind wiis unloosed, and as it hapiiened Geoflfrey 
CldTe was riding it. For iliat gentleman had not suc- 
ci'oded in the designs which were occupying his mind 
wlxm he had first made Kitty’s acquaintance, in the 
Grosvillcs’ country house. He had desired an appoint- 
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ment in Egypt; but it had not been given him, and after 
some angry restlessness at homo, he had once more taken 
up a pilgrim’s staff, and departed on fie&h travels, bound 
this time for the Pamirs and Thibet After nearly tliree 
years, during winch he had never ceased, tlirough the 
newspapers and periodicals, to keep his opinions and liis 
personality before the public, he had been lieard of in 
China, and as rctuining homo by America, lie ai rived 
at San Francisco just as ilu' disjiuto had Inoken out, was 
at once captured liy an Enghsli psiper, and sent lo New 
York, with ccutc hlanchc Ih* had iisoii with ahicnty to 
tho situation. Thenceforv ird for some ihi’ce wrecks, 
England found a mai\ellous seiios of large-jiiinl leh’- 


grams, signed ‘Cooflre} C'liUe, 


aw,iitnig lioi each meaning 


on her breakfast table. 


‘ “ Tlie I’resident and f mot tins morning”—” I he 
President considers, and I agiee vith linn” -“I loJit 
the Pi’esidont ”— Lc. - “ Tlie President this moi nhig signed 
and scaled a memo! able despatch, lle-^iiid ionic after¬ 
wards ” ’—A’C. 


Two diverse effects seemed to liavo boon pioducod by 
these proceedings. A c(‘rt:iin secoon of Kadieal opinion, 
which likt^s to sec afhiiis managed Sana cdicmoine, and 
do(!S not understand whei (he world wants with diplo¬ 
matists wlu'ii journalibts ale lo be had, applauded; ihe 
old tashioned huigliccl 

It was said lhat Chffc was ge :ig mto the Iloiise 
immediately the young bloods of the paity in jiower 
enjoyed the piospoct, and had aIrcauN stortd up the cijv ct 
Bex lueus di'tails of Im, coru spondonce, ior future use 
'How could a man make such a iopl of Inimoolf^’ 
continued Lady Traiimoio, the malic(‘ in her voice ex¬ 
pressing not only tho old aiistocratic clichiw of thv p,ess, 
but also the jealousy natural to tin* mother ol an otlicial ‘-on. 
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quite agree with you, Cousin Elizabeth—indeed I know 
there arc many people who think that he has certainly 
done good.’ 

Lady Tranmorc turned in astonishment. She had 
expected Mary’s assent to her original remark as a matter 
of course. Mary’s old flirtation with Geoffrey Oliffe, and 
the long breach lietwecn them which had foliowed it, 
were things well known to her. They had coincided, 
inoroovci, with lie own diopping of the man win'm for 
variOLis ifMSon^ she l;:id (.v)me to regard as unsciiipulous 
and unsafe. 

‘Good!’ she echoed,---'f/ootZ ?—with that boasting, 
and that fanjaionnadc. Tolly I ' 

But Misc; fiysier licld lu-r ground 

‘ We must allow everybody their own ways of doing 
things, mustn’t wo ’’ I am quite sure he has meant well— 
all throng!I.’ 

Lady Tianmore shrugged h(‘i* shoulders. ‘Lord Par¬ 
ham told me he had had the most grotcscjiie letters from 
him!—and meant licnccforward to put them in the fire.' 

‘ Veiy foolish of Lord Paiham,’ said Mary promptly. 

‘ I should have thought that a Prime Minister would 
vrelcooie information -from all sides. And iif course Mr. 
Cliffe thinks that the Goveimnent hr^ been zery badly 
served.' 

Lady Tranmore’s wonder broke oat. ‘ i ou don’t 
mean—that -you hear from him ’’ ’ 

She tu^'iied ami looked full at her companion. Mary*a 
colour w.is still raised, but otherwise she betrayed no 
embairassment. 

‘ Yes, dual Gpusm Elizabeth,—I have beard from him 
regularly for the last six months. I have often wished to 
tell you , but I was afraid you might misunderstand me, 
and—my courage faileii me ' ’ The speaker, smiling, laid 
her hand on Lady Traiimore’s. ‘ The fiict is he wrote to 
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me Iftst autumn from Japan. You remember that poor 
cousin of mine who died at Tokio ? Mr. Cliffe had seen 
something of him and he very kindly wrote both to his 
mother and me afterwards. Then-’ 

‘ You didn’t forgive him '—’ cried Lady Traiimore. 

Mary laughed. 

‘ Was there anything to forgive ? ^Ve were botJi 
young and foolish. Anyway lie interests me,—and his 
letters are splendid.’ 

‘ Did you over toll William you were corresponding 
with him ? ’ 

‘ No, mdood ' Ihit I want very niiicli to make tliom 
understand each other hcKci, Why ‘ahouldn’t the 
Government make use of him ’ Ifo doesn’t wi'^li at all 
to be thrown into ihe arms of thii other side. J3ut the}'' 
treat liim so badly ’- 

‘ M\ dear Mar} ! are '\e governed liy the proper 
people, or arc we not ’ ’ 

_‘It is no good ignoiing Iho press,’ said iNfary, liokling 

herself gracefully erectr. ‘ And tlic JSishop quite iigroes 
with me.' 

Ladv Tranuiovo sank back in her seat 

* You discussed it \\ ith the !hsliop ^' It was now some 
time ''■'iicc IMary had last biought the family Bishop,—her 
cousin, anti Lady Tranraoro's—to bear upon .in argument 
betwoc ‘11 them. But Lli/alieth knew thi.' his appearance in 
the conversation invariably meant ufaii accnfiijj!t,oi some 
sort. 

‘I read him some of Mr. CliiTe’s letters,' said Mary, 
modestlv. ‘He thought them most remarkable.' 

‘ Even when he mocks at missioiiaricYS ? ’ 

‘ Oh 1 but ho doesn’t mock at them any mo. e ' He 
has learnt wisdom, -I assure you ho has ' ’ 

Lady Tranmoro’s patience almost departed, Clary’s 
look was so penetrated with indulgence for the prejudices 
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of a deal' but unreasonable relation. But she managed to 
presei‘\e it 

' And you knew he was com in" homo‘s' 

' Oil yes ' ’ Saul IMary. ‘ 1 ineain to have told you at 
diinu ‘1 But somothiu" put it out of iny head,—Kitty, of 
eouise’ 1 shouldn't wonder if he were at the Embassy 
to-ni"]!!.’ 

‘ Polly '—tell me!'—Lady Tianraore gripped l\Iiss 
l^ystei'.s hand ' >t' some foico,—'an* you going to marry 
him ’ 


‘Noithd I know of the smiling I'eply. ‘Don’t 

voii think I II old enough hv now to liave a man friend ? ’ 
‘ Aiul v'M e-'poct nit to he ei\il to lum I 
‘ Wi-11 (ie O’Ci>n-,in Lli/abetli—vou know—\ou never 

did hi('nk with him oin'e,’- 

1jI( 1\ T' oimori-, 11 : Iil-i IjfWiMei iiumi*-, lefh'cled that 
-he Inul o itainl\ me;iir to c <m])lel;^ the proce-s whenever 
^1).'and Mr ('hlli'•-ho’iM jiua ■ .-igain Aloud she coaid 
ijid'. ' v" >a'licr stiflK- 


‘I (ii'ii io.g'L th.it William disapproves of him 
rj ongl V ' 

‘()li 11 ') .euse m- - I doii’t think he does’’ said 


Ma' \, (i’licKK ‘ He s lid to 
siioiild 1)( \eiv glad to fi.ck 


me 'la' ok'n I’sa, that h(3 
In- la. i’)-i \\lien 1 ' came 


liome. And ’Inn lie laugh'd and said 
fliM'i f'llov.," (‘xeiisi-the f'd]ee:iM’' 
iliing to l)f '‘iisf'-e- as tluu ( hap was 
ol ho eig colleagues and rospoiisihil 
like \\ ilhain ' 

ljnd\ _Ti aemoie aghed. 


:e was a “ 'hnujed 
and: was it. great 
“ w ithout all sorts 
itijs. ’ Wasn't it 


‘ \V ilh.un shoul'li't sa\ those things.’ 

‘ Of couis>‘, de.'ti, t e was only in fuij. Jhit I’ll lay you 
•a «niall wagei, Gou&iii Hlizadx'tli, that Kitty wall ask Mr. 
Chffe to lunch, as soon as 'die knows he is in town.' 

T.ad} Tjanmo'o tinned av/ay. 
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‘ I dare say. No one can answer for what Kitty will 
do. But Geoffrey Cliffe has said scandalous things ot 
William.’ 

‘Ife \von’t say them again,’ said JMary soothingly. 
‘ Besides, William never minds being abused, a bit,—docs 
he?’ 

' He should mind,’ said Lady Tranmoro drawing herself 
up. ‘Ill my young days, our oiieinies were our enemies 
and our fii-jiids our friends. Nowadays nothing seems to 
matter, ^'oii may call a man a scoundtvl one day, and 
ask him to dinner the next. We bcem to U'lC words in a 
new setae—and I confe.ss 1 don't likt' the change. Well, 
Mary, J shii’ii’l of eouisc be rude 10 any friend of yours. 
Bui don't (‘xpoiit 1110 to b(3 cifnsivi' And please lorncinitcr 
that my acpiaintaiKc with (jeofh'ov Clide a-, older than 
youis.’ 

Maiy made a ctirossioi: ’‘ply, .ind gave iu-r inbid for 
the rc'-t of tlio dri\<‘ to tin''smooLliiiig of l.ad\ Tiamnorc’s 
rutiled ])liim('s. Bel it wa'^ nob e.isy. \‘^ that huh made 
her wa\ up the ciowded .staircase of tlu* I’lctieli Jhnbassv, 
her tine face was still absent and a li'i]'' stem. 

?daiy eoi.ld only reflect that she iiad at hast, got 
through a first explanation a Inch was bound to be made. 
Tlu'O foi a fewmine.t' sbei inuid r)Un''''ndeied itself ^\llolly 
to tlie question ‘ Will he be hore'^' 

The rooms of the I'leiieli hai 'assy were already 
crowded. An ambas-^ador, shoil, ‘Oour, and soinewbat 
morose, In', plain feaiu'i's and snub no-'-' oiiieigiiig with 
difliculty I'uan In', thick fair hair, siipeiMoni'dant beaul and 
moustache,— Vnil an elegant and smiling ainba-'Sadress, 
personifying aiii'il the Kiiglisli crowd t.>'ii i "is imm 
which throiigli e\eiy fibre slio felt herself a piniiig oxihx— 
received the guests. The scene was ablaze wiih uniforms, 
for the Speaker had been giving a dinm r, and Royalty was 
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expected. But as Lady Tranmore perceived at once, 
veiy few members of the House of Commons were 
present. A hot debate on some detail of the Naval 
Estimates had been sprung on Ministers, and the Whips 
on each side had been peremptorily keeping their forces 
in hand 

‘ I don’t see either William or Kitt.y,’ said Mary, after 
a careful scrutiny not in truth directed to the discovery of 
the Ashes. 

‘No. I suppose Will Mil was kept, and Kittj did not 
cave to conif idone ' 

Maiv Saul nothing. Jhit she wat, well aware that 
Killy was ntvor lestrainod from going inio society liy the 
mere al)',ence o'" her !iu-l).uul i\re:uivJiile Lady Tran- 
inoro nas In',' in s^'cret unvictit^ as to what might have 
iiappeiu'd in lldl Sueo! Had iIuto been a quanel? 
Something oert.nnly iiad gone wrong, or Knty would be 

lU'I'P - 


‘ Ijady Ki!t> not arei\ed ’ 
beside hei. 


Lida voice like a. macaw’s, 


Lli/i.ibeih turned and '»hook liands with Lady Parham. 
That e\lraoi(linar\ wo’iiaii, followed cvoi\ a*lu*ro by the 
,i,tt(iiiiive ohsf‘i\a'uin ot tin; eiowd. had i'e\or asserted 
lieisolf more -.)iai'pl\ ii' dress, manr. < and coiffi: o, than 
on iiiis pauicular cvf^img. -so it seem d, at least t<’ Lady 
Tranmore. Her am])le figure was robed ' i tlu* >»diite 
.^alin of bi id(‘, bei \v.'ir:kl!_d lU'ck disappeared under a 
weight of jewels, and licr liriglit chestnut wig, to which 
the diamond tiara 'vas fastened. po-,itively attacked the 
spoctatoi-j so patent was it and unashamed. Unashamed 
too were tlie l>olfl tyrannous eyes, the rouge-spots on 
eithei’ clieek, the strength of the jaw, the close-shut 
ability of the mouth. Elizabeth Traiimoie looked at her 
with a secret passion of dislike. Her English pride of racCj 
no less than tlie prejudices of her taste and training, could '' 
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hardly endure the fact that, for William’s sake, she must 
make herself agreeable to Lady Parham. 

Agreeable, however, she tiied to be. Kitty had seemed 
to her tired in the afternoon, and had no doubt gone to 
bed,—so she averred. 

Lady Parham laughed. 

* Well, she mustn’t be tired the night of my party next 
week, —or the skies will fall. J never took so much 
trouble before about anything in my bfo.’ 

‘No,— she must take eaic,’ said Lady Tranmoie'. 
‘ Unfortunate!} she is not siiong, jiid she does loo much.’ 

Lady Parliam tlirew he) a shaip look. 

‘ Not stiong? I bliould liave thoiiglit Ladv Kitty 'Aas 
made on wires. Well—if she fails me, i shall go lobed-- 
with smallpox. Thcie will be nothirg else to be done. 
The PnneetiS has actuall} })ut oil’ another eng.igcment to 
come,—she has heaid so nuieli of Lad\ Ivitiy'-s leciting. 
But you’ll help me iln-ough, won’t you '' 

And the wrinkled face and harsli h]is fell into a con¬ 
tortion meant for a contidential smile: \\hile ihiough it 
all, the eyes, wholh independent, sludi'd the lace hesidc 
her, -closely, suspicluusly,—until the owner of it ni her 
discomfort could almost hci\e icpeated aloud the woids 
that were iinging in her mind—‘1 shall go to Lady 
Parham’s ’ ]\Iy note will leach her or. the stioke of eight.’ 

‘Certainly, J will keep an ey* on her'’ slu' said 
lightly. ‘ But you know—since hei • Incss- 

‘Oh no!’ -said Lady Paiham iinpatiomly, ‘she is 
very well—very well i ulced. I never saw her look so 
radiant. By the w'a}, did }ou hear }our son’s speech 
the other night? I did not see you in‘the galleryA 
groat pity if you missed it. It was admirahle.’ 

Lady Tranmoie replied regretfully that she had not 
hctiu there, and that she had not been able to have a word 
with him about it since. 
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‘Oh * he knows he did well,’ said Lady Parham 
carelessly. ‘ They all do. Lord Parham was delighted; 
He could do nothing but talk about it at dinner. He 
says they were in a very tight place, and Mr. Ashe got 
them out.’ 

Lady Tranmoro expiossed her gratification with all 
tlic dignity she could command, conscious meanwhile 
that her companion was not listening to a word, absorbed 
as she was in a h.iwk-like examination of the room 
through a pair oi gold-ii .nned eye-glasses. 

Suddenh rhe 0 }i‘-idaT ‘3 fell with a rattle. 

‘Good lie>ven-«'‘ eriod Lady P.uham. ‘ l^o you sec 
who that IS Talking Lo !Mi lanauie'^’ 

Lady Ti a. 11110 . < hiokt-d, and at once peiceived Gooii’rey 
Clide in clo-.e oOiU eisaljon >\iih the leader of the Op 2 )osi- 
tion. The lad} bosuk; lier ga\e an angry laugh. 

‘ If Mr. C'lill’e thinks he ha-> done liun^eH any good 
h\ These ridiculou-. teh'gi.luj". of hi-., he will liml himself 
mistaken ' - PeojiU’ aie peifecilv fiuious aliuut them.’ 

‘Naiutilly,' said Ijady Tranmore. ‘ OnK ilial ii is a 
jniy to take huii ‘-eiioUbly.’ 

‘Oh’ 1 don’t know He iias his follroMiig , uiifortu- 
nateh, some o! om oun men aiu ind nei^ fo think that 
Paiham should concilia*" him. Igi hnii, i say. Be¬ 
have as though he didn’t exist' ’—' Aii 1j\ the —the 

sjieakei raised herself on tip-toe, and - od in an auilacioiis 
undertone.—‘Jsittiue that lie ma} iio-^sild\ marry your 
cousin Miss Lvster?' 

t/ 

Lady Traiimoui kept a smiling composure. ‘Is it 
true—tliat Loid Parham may j>ossih!y gi'c him an ap¬ 
pointment ? ’ , 

Lady Pajham ti rned away in annoyance. ‘Is that 
one of the inventions going about ?' 

‘ There are so many,' said Lady Tranmore. 

At that moment, howevei, to liei inlinite relief, her A 
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oorDpanion abruptly deserted her. She was free to observe 
the two distant figures in conversation,—Geoffrey Cliffo 
and Mr. Loraine, the latter, a man now verging on old 
age, white-haired and wrinkled, but breathing still through 
every featuie and every movement the scaiccly dimiiiislied 
eneigy of his magnificent prime, lie stood with bent 
head, listening attentively, but, as Lady Tranmore thought, 
coldly to the arguments that Chile was pouiing out upon 
him. Once he looked up in a sudden recoil, and there 
was a dash fiom an eye famous lor Its power of majestic 
or passionate lebuke. Clifl'c, how'ever, took no notice, 
and talked on, L(uaine s.l’il liTtening. 

‘Look at tl'Ciii!’ saul L.idy Lai limn venomously, in 
the ear of one of her intimates. ‘ We sliall have all this 
out in the House to-monow. The Oppoiition mean to 
play that man for all he s worth. Mi. Loiaine too! — 
with Ins puiitanical wa\s. 1 know what he think-^ ot 
Clide ! lie wouldn t iouth Inin in ]ai\aie. Lut in public 
—you’ll sec—hell swiillow him wJiole—just to annoy 
raihain. Tlicre’-^ \our politician ! ’ 

And stitf willi the iingry viitue oi ilie ‘ ins,’ denouncing 
the faction of the ‘outs,’ Jjady railKini passed on. 

Llizabcth Tianinoic nuainwhilc mined to look for 
Mary Lyslci. Slie found her close lie'nnd, engaged in a 
perfunctory coiivei'iaation. which e\idenily left liei ([uile 
free lo follow things more exeiliiig. Slie too was waleiiiug, 
and presentlv it seoined lo Lady '1; minoie lh.it liei e)es 
met with those of Glide. Clide 'Mused; abi'ii])lly lost 
the thread of his coiiversaLioii with Mr. Loraiiie, and 
began to make Ins way through the eiowded looni. 
•Lady Tranmoie watched his progress with some atLCiiLion. 
It was the piogiess, clearly, of a man much ia the eye 
and mouth of the public. Whether tii*’ ..tuio^pliere sur¬ 
rounding him in these rooms was more Irostilc, or more 
favourable. Lady Tranmore could not bo ipute sure. 
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Certainly the women smiled upon him; and his strange. 
face, thinner, browner, more weather-beaten and life- 
beaten than ever, under its crest of grizzling hair, had the 
old arrogant and picturesque power, but, as it seemed to 
her, with something added,—something subtler, was it, 
more romantic than of yore ?—\vhich arrested the spec¬ 
tator. Had he really been in love wuth that French 
woman? Lady Traiimoic had heard it rumoured that 
she was dead. 

It was not to\\arcls Mary Lyster, primarily, that ho 
was moving, Elizabeth bo^ i discovered; it was towards 
horselt. She liraced hersoif for the encOLinter. 

The greeting was soon ovei'. After she hciself had 
said the appropriate tilings, Lady Tranmore had time to 
notice that ^^rary Lyster, whobo turn came next, did not 
a'.teinpt to say them. She looked indeed unusually 
handsome and animated , Lady Tranmore was certain 
that Clilto had noticed as much, at his first sigiit of her. 
Bub the lemaiki slie omitted showed how minute and 
leceiit was then knowledge of each othcr'b movements. 
ClitTe himself gave a first mipi-C'^sion of high spirits. He 
declared that London was more agree iblc I ban he had 
ever known it, and that after his tlir-'e years' nlisence, 
nobody looked a day oiler. Tlicn le inquuea after 
Ashe. 

Lady Tranmore lepliel that William was well, but 
haid-w’Oiked; bhc hoped to persuade him to get a few 
days alji'oad at Whitsuntide. Her manner w^as quiet, 
without a trace of either discourtesy or effusion. Cliffe. 
Ixigan to twist hi^i moustache, a sign she knew well. It' 
meant that he was in truth both irritable and nervous. 

‘You think they’ll last till Whitsuntide’ 

'The Government?’ she said smiling. ‘Certainly—^- 
and beyond.' ", 
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ii „ *I give them three weeks,' said Clifife, twisting anew, 
\w 1 th a vigour that gave her a positive physical sympathy 
’ with the tortured moustache. ‘ There will be some papers 
out to-mon'ow that will be a bomb-shell.’ 

‘ About America ? Oh ! they have been blown up so 
often. You for instance have been doing jour best,—for 
months! ’ 

His perfunctory laugh answered the mockery of her 
charming eyes. , 

‘ Well—1 wish I could make William hear reason.’ 

Lady Traninore held hei’sell stillly. The Christian 
name seemed to her an offence. It was true that in old 
days he and Ghffc had been on those terms. Now,—it 
was a piece of bad taste. 

‘ Probably what is reason to you is folly to him,’ she 
said dryly. 

‘No, no!—he knows* said Cliffe with impatience. 
‘The others don’t. Parham ib more impobsible—more 
crassly, grossly igiioiant' ‘ lie lifted liands and eyes in 
protest. ‘ But Ashe of course is another matter alto¬ 
gether.’ 

'Well, go and see him—go and talk to him!’ said 
Lady Tranmore, still mocki.'ig. ‘ Theie are no lions in the 
way.’ 

‘None,’ said Chff'e. ‘Asa niattei of lact, Lady Kitty 
has asked mo to luncheon. But doc. one find Ashe him¬ 
self in the midtile of the day ’ 

At the mention of her daughter-in -law Elizabeth made 
an involuntary movement. Mary standing beside her 
turned tow'ards her and smiled. 

' ‘ Not often.’ The tone was cold. ‘ But you could 
-always find him at the House.’ And Lad}' Tranmore 
j moved away. 

^ ‘Is there a quiet corner anywhere?’ said Cliffe to 
ijl^ary. , ‘ I have such heaps to tell you.’ 
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So wliilc gome Polish gentleman in the main drawing-- 
room, whose name ended in ski, challenged his violin to 
the impossible, Cliffe and Maiy retired from observation 
into a small room thrown open with the rest of the suite, 
which was in truth the morning-room of the ambassa¬ 
dress. 

As soon as thev found themselves alone, there was 
a pause in their conversation ; each involiuitanly looked 
at tlic otlier. ceilainly recognised that those j^ears 

of absence had wioughr. a noticealile change m the man 
before her lie had ag Hard Lving and hard travel¬ 
ling had left their max Its. Hut, like fiady Traumore, 
bho iiLo perceived anotlicr difltrence. The eyes bent 
upon lior weie indeed as bel’oio the e}es of a man 
self-centred, belf-ab^oibed. Theie vas no chivalioussoft- 
rie&b in them, no con'^ulcra'ion. The man nnIio o\\ned 
them, u-ed them enurely for his o\mi pur})os(;s; they 
betiayed none of that chaujng instinctive lelation to- 
^^aldb the iiumaii being—iiii\ human being— within their 
laiige, whicli niakLS the cliaim of so main faces. But 
they weie sadder, more boinhie, more ieslless; they 
ihiille>l her moie tliaii they had alioacly thrilled her once, 
111 the tii-.t moment oi her joutli. 

W hat lie going lOb<i\ Ja-an lii(' moment of Ins 
iiist letter to liei fiaan iapan, Marv ead p(. i feet. v under¬ 
stood ih.itho iiad bome fie-di jmipi -v in tns inn d. She 
was not anxious, liowi”''!’, to pn-cipuate Jjo nioiiitjnt of 
explanation. Slic w'as no longer tlie ^oui-g girl whoso 
eiiuilibiiurn is upset by the mere aiiproach of the man 
who interests lier. Moieovor, thei wais a past betweejl 
hf’i-jclf and CTiffc, tlie memory of whicij might indeed 
point her to caution. Did he now after all want to 
marry her ?—hecaubc she was rich, and ho was compara¬ 
tively poor, and could only secure an English career at 
the cost of a well-stored wife V ^Vcll,—all that should bo 
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'thought over; by herself no less than by him. Mean¬ 
while her vanity glowed within her, as she thus held him 
there, alone,—to the discomfiture of other women more 
beautiful, and more highly placed than herself; as she 
remembered his letters in her desk at home; and the 
secrets she imagined liim to have told her. Then again 
she felt a rush of sudden disquiet, caused by this new 
aspect,—wavering and remote —as though some hidden 
grief emerged and Nani-^hed. lie had the haggaid air of 
a man wlio scarcely sleeps. All tliat she had ever heard 
of the French affair rushed ihiough hei' mind, stirring 
there an angry curiosity 

These luipressious tooK, liowevei, Init a few minutes, 
while tiiey Gxchange<l seme ecmventionalities. Then 
Cliffe said, scrutinising the f.iee and form beside him with 
that intentuess, which, lioni him wa-i more generally 
taken as coinpJmient tliau otVenee- 

‘ Will ;you exense the jeinark'’ there :uo no women 
W'ho keep their first iroshness like Englishwomen! ’ 

‘Thank >ou' If w<- fetd fiesli, I siijiposu we look it. 
As for you—vou clearly want a lesi' ' 

V V •/ 

‘No tinii! to think of it tlien ; 1 li.(,ve come home to 
light —all 1 know', to make ni\sclf as odious as j'OaSible.’ 
jMaiy laugliot-l 

‘You luue been doing that so long, Win not tr> tlic 
oppo'.iti' 

Clili’c looked at her shaiplv 
‘ Y^oii think 1 liave made a laiUuv of it ^ ' 

‘Not at all! You have made everybody furiously 
uncomfortable--and you see how' civil even the luidical 


papers are to ^ou.’ , 

‘Yes. What fools!’ said Clifi'o shoitlj. ‘ Thm 11 
soon leave that off. Just now I’m a stick lo beat the 
Government with. But you don't believe 1 &hall carry 
my point ? ’ 
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The point concerned a particular detail in a pending^ 
negotiation with the United States. Clifife had been de-' 
noimcing the Government for what he conceived to be 
their coming retreat before American demands. America, 
according to him, had been playing the bully; and Eng¬ 
lish interests were being betrayed. 

Ma.'y considered. 

‘ I think you will have to change your tactics.’ 

‘ Dictate thorn then !' 

lie belli forward, wi*h that sudden change of manner, 
that courteous sweetn^ i i of tone and gesture, which 
few woiiK'n i-ould lesibt. Mary's heart, seasoned though 
it were, fell a charming flutter. She talked, and she 
talked well. She had no independence of mind, and 
very little I'oal knowledge. but she had an excellent 
reporter’s iibility; she knew what to remember, and how 
to tell It. Clitic listened lo her attentively, acknow¬ 
ledging to himself the while tiuit she had certainly gained. 
She was a far more definite personality than she had 
been w'heii lie last knew her; and her self-possession, 
her trained maiinor rested him. Thank heaven, she was 
not a clever woman !—how he detested the breed. But 
she was a useful one And the smiling common-place 
into wliieh slie fell so often, was p.>:Jilively wc’ ome to 
him. He had known what il was to court a W’onian 
who was more than his equal both in mind and pas lion; 
and it had left him bittoi and broken. 

‘ Well, all this is most illuminating, ho said at last, 
‘I owe you immense thanks.’ And he put out a pair of 
hands, thin, brown, and weather-stained as his face, and 
pressed one of hers. ‘ We’re very old friends,—aren’t wo ? * 

'Are we?’ said Mary, drawing back. 

‘ So far as any one can be the friend of a chap like 
he said hastily. ‘ Tell me—are you with Lady 
more ? ’ 
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No, I go to her in a few days—till I leave London.' 

- Don't go away ’—he said, suddenly and insistently,— 
' ^ don’t go away 1' 

Mary could not help a slight wavering in the eyes 
that perforce met his. Then he said abruptly—as she 
rose— 

‘ By the way—they toll me Ashe is a groat man.’ 

She caught the note of incredulous contempt in his 
voice and laughed. , 

‘ They say he’ll be in the Cabinet directly.' 

‘ And Lady Kitty, I undurstand, is a scandal to gods 
and men,—anti the most fashionable person in town'^' 

' Oh, not now,' said Mary. ‘ That was last year.’ 

‘You mean peoplti are tired of her ? ’ 

‘ ‘Well, after a time, you know, a naughty child-’ 

‘Becomes a bore. Is she a boi'e^- J doubt,—I very 
much doubt.' 

‘ Go and see,’ said ^Marv. ‘ When do vou lunch there ? ’ 

‘ 1 think to-inorrow. Shall 1 find you ’ 

‘ Oh no I am not at all intimate with Lady Kitty.' 
Oliffe’s slight smile, as he followed her into the large 
drawing-room, died under his moustache. Uo divined at 
once the relation between the two, or thought he did. 

As for IVIary, she caught her last sight of Clifl'o, standing 
bareheaded on the slops of the Enih;issy, bis lean distinc¬ 
tion, his ugly good-looks marking bin out from the men 
around him. Then, as they drove ,iway she was glad 
-that the darkness hid her from Lady Tranmore. For 
' suddenly she could not smile She was filled with the 
perception that if Geoffrey Chffe did not now ask her to 
marry him, life would utterly lose its savour,—its care¬ 
fully cherished and augmented savour, .^nd youth would 
ababdon her. At the same time she realised that she 
'.puroald have to make a fight of it,—with every weapon 
. sh6 could muster. 
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CHAPTER IX 

‘ T expected ’’ ’ lid Darrell, with a chilly smile. 

‘Oh yos sir—yes sii ' ’ said the Ashes’ burler, as he 
looked distractedly lonnd the drawing looiii. ‘ I believe 
her hidyship will be in dhectly. Will you kindly take 
a seat ? ’ 

The man's air of resign.ition convinced Darrell that 
Lady Kitty had probably gone out without any orders to 
her servanis, and liad now foigotten all about her luncheon 
party,—a state of things to which the Hill Stioet house¬ 
hold w.is no doubt well accustomed. 

‘I shall claim '^olne luiicn,’ he thought to himself, 

‘ whatever happens. Those young people w’lmt keeping 
in their place Ah ' 

Fur he had obseived, placed on a shmII easel, the 
print of Madamo do Longueville in 'ostunio, a ■ ; he put 
up his G}('-glass to look al it. He guessed at i.noe that 
its appearance tlierc was connected with ilu* Ihincy Ball 
which was now filling London with its fame, and he 
examined it w'lth some closeness. ‘ f^ady Kitty will make 
a stir in it -no doubt of that! ’—hr said to hmi.self, as he 
turned -aw^ay. ‘ She has the keenest jiiur of them all for 
vvliat produces an < llect. None of the others can touch 
her -Mrs .\Jcot- -cone of them !' 

He was thinking of the other members of a certain - 
group, at that time well known in London society—a ‘ 
gioup characterised chiefly by the beauty, extravaganceyO 



THREE YEARS AFTER 


159 


and audacity of the women belonging to it. It was by 
no means a group of mere fashionables. It contained a 
large amount of ability and accomplishment; some men 
of aristoci'atic family, who were also men of high 
character, with great futures before them ; some persons 
from the literary or artistic worlds, who jiossessed besides 
their literary or artistic gifts, a certain art of agreeable 
living, and some few others,—especially young girls— 
admitted generally for some peculiar quality of beauty or 
manner, outside the ordinary canons. Money was really 
presupposed by the gioup us a group. The life they 
belonged 10 was a life of the lich, the nouscs they met in 
were rich houses. Jhit inoncy as such had no power 
whatever to buy admission to their ranks; and the 
membcis of the group were at least as impatient of the 
claims of more wealth as tliey weie of tlioso of mere 
virtue. 

On the whole the gvouj) was an element of ferment 
and grow ill in ihe soeietj that had pioduced it. Its im¬ 
patience of coinfntioii and restraint, the exaltation of 
intellectual or artistic jiower which prevailed in it, and 
even the angiy opposition excited by its pretensions and 
its exclusiveness, were all })eihaps rather piotitabie than 
ha ’uful at that moment of our social history. Old 
customs vveri* much shaken , the new vvoi'e shaping 
themjielves, and this daring cideiie c young and hi’iihant 
peo2do, living in each other's house , calling each other 
by then Christian names, setting a number of social rules 
at defiance, discussing books, making the fame of artists, 
and—now and then—influencing jiohties, were coitainly 
helping to bring the new world to biMth. Their toes 
called them ‘The Archangels,’and they th' tnselves had 
accepted the name with comjilacency. 

Kitty of course was au Archangel, so was Mrs Alcot; 
^Glifife had belonged to them before his travels began; 
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Louis Harman was more or less of their tribean(^ 
Tranmore, though not herself an Archangel, entortaihsct 
the sot in London and in the country. Like various - 
older women connected with the group, she was not of 
them, but she ‘ harboured ' them. 

Darrell was well aware that he did not belong to 
them, though personally he was acquainted with almost 
all the members of the group. lie wag not completely 
indifterent to his exclusion; and this fact annoyed him 
more than the exclusic ■ itself. 

He had scarcely fin shed his inspection of the print 
when the door again opened and GeollVcy Cliffe entered. 
Dan ell had not ycl seen him since his return and since 
his attack on the Government had made him the hero of 
the hour. Of the newspaper success Dan ell was no less 
jealous and contemptuous than J.ady Tranmore,—though 
for quite other reasons But he knew bettor than she the 
intellectual quality of tiio man, and his disdain for the 
journalist w.is tempered by Ins considerable though re-' 
luctant respect for the man of letters. 

They greeted each other coolly, while Cliffe, not 
.seeing lii.s hostess, looked round him with annoyance. 

‘Well—we shall probably en lei tain L.tch (»ther,'said' 
Darrell, as they sat down,—‘ Lady 'Citty often f-u’gets her 
engagements.’ 

‘Does she?’said Cliffe, coldly, pret'mding to glance “ 
through a book beside him. It touched his vanity that 
his hostess was not present, and still more that Darrell- 
should suppose him a peison to be forgotten. Darrell, • 
howe\fer, who had no mind for any discomfort that might ‘ 
be avoided, made a few dexterous advances; Cliffo’s brow;^ 
relaxed, and the^ 'a ore soon in conversation. 

The position of the ^Nfinistry naturally presented itself^ 
as a topic. Two or three retirements were impendii^'jflf;. 
the whole position was precarious. Would the CabhiWi/;^ 



a '^disdoIatioD; or nftiBt tber0be" 
to tHo country ? 

-'Cliffe was passionately in favour of the latter course. 
'The party fortunes could not possibly be retrieved with- 
"out'a general shuffling of the cards, and an opportunity 
■for some wholly fresh combination involving new blood. 

‘ In any case,’ said Cliffe—‘ I suppose our friend here 
is sure of one or other of the big posts ? ’ 

‘ William Ashe ? Oh I I suppose so,—unless some 
, intrigue gets in the way.’ Darrell dropped his voice.— 

, * Parham doesn’t in truth hit it off with him very well. 

' Ashe is too clever, and Parham doesn’t understand his 
^paradoxes.’ 

‘ Also I gather,’—said Cliffe with a smile, * that Lady 
^iParham has her say ? ' 

Darrell shrugged his shoulders. 

‘ It sounds incredible that one sliould still have to 
reckon with that kind of thing at this time of day. But 
J.dare say it’s true.' 

‘ However, I imagine Lady Kitty—by the vray, how 
■ much longer shall wo give lier ? ’—Cliffe looked at his 
■'Watch with a frown:—‘ may be trusted to take care of that.’ 

Darrell merely raised his eyebrows, without replying. 

‘ What, not a match for one Ladv Parham ? ’ said 
CCllffe with a laugh. ‘ I should have thought—from my 
'old. recollections of her—she w^ould have been a match 
fpr twenty?' 

* Oh!—if she cared to try.' 

* ^'Sheris not ambitious ? ’ 

'i/. ^ Certainly;—but not always for the same thing.’ 

‘ Bhe is trying to run too many horses abreast?’ 

I am not a great friend,’—said Darrell smiling, 

-should never dream of analysing Lady Kitty. Ah I ’— 
his head—‘ are we not forgotten, or just re- 
?—which ? ’ 
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For a rapid step approached; the door opened 4" 
lady appeared on the threshold. It was not Kitty, hp^l 
ever. The new comer advanced, putting up a pair'of 
fashionable eye-glasses, and looking at the two men in a. 
kind of languid perplexity, intended, as Darrell immediately 
said to himself, merely to prolong the moment and the 
effect of her entry. Mrs. Alcot was very tall, and inordi¬ 
nately thin. Her dark head on its slim throat, the poetic 
lines of the brow, her half-shut eyes, the gleam of her 
while teeth, m.u a'll the delicate detail of her dress, and, 
one might even say, of her manner, gave an impression of 
beauty, though she wa- not in truth beautiful. But she 
had grace and she had daring—the two essential qualities 
of an Archangel; she was also a remaikable artist, and 
no small critic. 

‘Mr. Cliffe' ' she said, with a start of what was 


evidently agreeable surprise—‘ Kitty never told me. 
When did you come ' 

‘I arrived a few days ago. Wdiy weren’t you at 
the Embassy last night? ’ 

‘ Because I was much better employed. I have given 
up crushes. But I would have come—to meet you, Ahl 
Ml. Darrell! ’—she added, in another tone, holding out ah 
indiffeieut hand,—‘where is Kitty?’ Slie looked round 
her. 


‘ Shall we order lunch ? ’ said Dtrrell, who had given 
her a greeting as careless as her own. 

‘ Kitty is really too bad, she is never less than an houf ^' 
late,’ said Mrs. Alcot, seating herself. ‘ Last time flhQ.. 
dined with us, I asked her for 7.30. She thought son^'- ' 
thing very sjpecial must be happening, and arrive^-*-* 
breathless—at half-past eight. Then she was furipua 
with me because she was not the last. But one oan^t do 
it twice. W^cir—addressing herself to Cliffe— ‘are you' 
come home to stay ? ’ 



depends,' said Cliffe —*on «7heth6r England 
' jidakes itself agreeable to me.' 

; ' ‘ What are your deserts ? Why should England be 
> agreeable to you ? ’ she replied with a smiling sharpness. 
* You do nothing but croak about England.’ 

Thus challenged, Clitifo sat dowm beside her and they 
fell into a bantering conversation. Darrell, though in¬ 
wardly wounded by the small trouble they took to include 
him, let nothing appear, put in a woid now and then, or 
turned over the pages of the illustrateil books. 

After five minutes a fresh guest arrived. In walked 
the little Doan, Dr. Winston, who had originally made 
acquaintance with Lady Kitty at Grosvillo Parle. Ho came 
in overflowing with spii its and enthusiasm. Ho had been 
spending the morning in Westminster Abbey with another 
Dean more famous, though not more charming than 
himself, and with yet anotVier congcmial spirit, one of the 
■younger historians,—all of them passionate lovers of the 
rich human detail of the past, the actual men and women, 
kings', queens, bishops, executioners, and all the shreds 
and tatters that remained of them. Together, they had 
opened a royal tomb, and the Dean's eyes were sparkling 
'as though the ghost of the Queen whose ashes he had 
been handling still walked and talked with him. 

He passed in his light disinterested way through most 
'Sections of English society, though tlie slave of none; ard 
he greeted Darrell and Mrs. Ale t as acquaintances. 
Mrs. Alcot introduced Cliffe to him, ‘ind the small Dean 
bowed rather stiffly. He was a suppoiter of the Govern- 
,Kneht, and he thought Cliffe’s campaign against them 
’ ^Igar and unfair. 

’ . ‘Is there no hope of Lady Kitty?’ he said to Mrs. 

^ Ascot. 

* Not much. Shall we go down to lunch ? ’ 

‘Without our hostess?’ The Dean opened his eyes. 



‘ Oh I Kitty expects it/said Mrs!*’ AicoC _ 

resignation—‘and the servants are quite prepared./'Kirf 
asks everybody to lunch—then somebody asks her— 
she forgets. It’s quite simple.’ , • * 

' Quite,’ said Cliffe, buttoning up his coat,—' But X 

think I shall go to the club.’ 

^ 1 

was looking for his hat, when again there was a, 
commotion oji the stairs—a high voice giving orders—apd. 
in burst Kitty. She stood still as soon as she saw her 
guests, talking so fast and pouring out such a flood ol 
excuses that no one could get in a word. Then she flew 
to each guest in turn, taking them by both hands,— 
Darrell only excepted,—and showing herself so penitent, 
amusing and charming that everybody was propitiated.^ 
It was Fancliettc of coui-se,—Fanchette the criminal, the 
incomparable. Her dress for the ball!—Kitty raised eyes 
and hands to heaven—it would be a marvel, a miracle 1' 
Unless indeed she were lying cold and quiet in her little 
grave bcjfore the time came to wear it. But Fanchette’s 
tempers—Fanchette’s caprices *—no ! Kitty began to 
mimic the great dressmaker torn to pieces by the crowd 
of fashionalile ladies,—stopping abruptly in the middle to^ 

say to Cliffe- ’;r 

‘ You were going p way ?—I saw you take up your hat.,’ 
‘I despaired of my hostess,’ said Cliffe wit** a smil^.. 
Then as ho perceived that Mrs. A loot had taken up the 
theme and was holding the others in pla}', he added in a 
lower voice, ‘ and I was in no mood for second*best.* * 
Kitty’s eyes twinkled a moment as she turned th^m^ 
on Madeleine Alcot. 

* AH ! I remember—at Grosville Park—what a 
temper you had. You would have gone away furious.’; 

‘ With disappointment—yes,’ said Cliffe, as he looke^ 
at her with an admiration he scarcely endeavoured 
conceal. Kitty W'as in black, but a large hat of 







^xtravaganti fashion of the day made' 
a for her hair and eyes, and increased the general 
lightness and fantasy of her appearance. Cliffe tried to 
'recall her as he had first seen her at Grosville Park, but 
his recollection of the young girl could not hold its 
own' against the brilliant and emphatic reality before 
him. 


, At luncheon it chafed him that he must divide her 
with the Dean. Yet she was charming with the old man, 
who chatted history, art, and Paris to her, with a delight¬ 
ful innocence and ignorance of all that made Lady Kitty 
Ashe the talk of the town, and an old-fashioned deference 
besides, that insensibly curbed her manner and her phrases 
as she answered him. Yet when the Doan left her free she 


returned to Clilfe, as though in some sort they two had 
really been talking all the time, through all the apparent 
conversation with other people. 

‘ I have read all your telegrams,’ she said. ‘ Why did 
you attack William so fiercely ?' 

Cliffe was taken by sui prise, but he felt no embarrass¬ 
ment,—her tone was not that of the wife in arms. 

, ' I attacked the official—not the man. William knows 


that.' 


‘ He is coming in to-day if possible—Ho wanted to 
see you.’ 

‘ Good news! William knows that he would have 


hit just as hard in my place.' 

, ' don't think he would,' said E tty calmly. ‘He is 
80 generous.’ 

L The colour rushed to Oliffe’s face. 

‘Well scored 1 I wish I had a wifetto play these 
sirokes for me. I shall argue that a keen politician has 
3^0 r^ght to be generous. He is at war.’ 
v’^vKJtty took no notice. She leant her little chin on her 
and her eyes perused the face of her companion. 
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‘ Wheie hive you been—all the time—Befo^ 
Amenci ? 

'In the descit's—fighting devils, said Cliflfe, after a 
moment 

‘ Whit does that mean ? she asked, wondeiiiig 

'Ee».d my no^^ book That \m 11 tell jou about the 
deseit' 

‘ And tlie de\ ils ? 

‘ Ah I—I kj j) them to myself ’ 

‘Do 10 1 lit sul boftlj ‘1 ha\e just icad youi 
poems ov( i agun 

Chile i -^li^ht tilt, then looked mdiffeieiit 

‘Hue \ci Hut the} iieie mitten thiee }eais ago 
Dieu mtiei, one iinds ntw denis like new aequaiiitances ’ 

She shook hei head 

What do } 0 u mean'? he asked hei, half amused, 
half iriested 

‘Tlieyaie ahia}s the oid she said in a low \oice 
Thnr eies met In hcis \ as the same veiled leatless 
mtlaneboh us in his own Together with the dazzling 
ail of }outh that suriounded hei, the cheiished, flattered, 
lu\urioU'> eKibknce that she and hei house suggested, 
they made a stiange impiession upon him ‘ Does she 
me in me to und j stand that he is not happy ?' 
he thoj^ht to hiin&eU But, the n t momti she was 
engiged in a meiiy chattu with th Dean, Uiud all tiace 
of the mood sho had ibus momentaiily shown him had 
vanis cd * 

Half way thiough the luncheon, Ashe came in He 
appealed, fresh and smiling iircpi achably dieased, and 
‘'bowing no tia^e whatevei ol the hud moaning of official 
woik he bad just passed thiougn, nor of the many 
embariissm nts winch, as oiei}onc knew, weit weighmg 
on the louign Of-co The Dean, with his keen sense 
foi the diamatic, watched the meeting between him and 
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Oliffe with some closeness, having in mind the almost 
personal duel betA\een the t\\o men—a duel of letters, 
telegiams, 01 speeches, which hid been lately earned on 
m the sight of Europe and ^meiici loi Ashe now 
represented the Foreign Odice in the House of Commons, 
and had been much bidgcied h} the Tory extremists who 
followed Clifie 

Natuialljf, being Englishmen, they met as though 
nothing had happened, and ih y I'ud paited the da} 
befoic in Pall Mall A Hullo, \slic * md ‘IIullj 
Chffe'—glad 10 see }ou I ick agiin eoinjletid ihe 
mattci The Dein eiijo\t 1 P as a sp eimen ot English 
‘phlegm, lecilling with nusemtnt his list visit to tl e 
Pans of the second Lmpiif —Paiistoin le ucen Oov in 
ment ind OpiOiitio 1 the silmsof the om dividid fiom 
the salons ot the oLhei b} i i ilphuious gulf unless when 
some Lazaius 0 ' the moment so iie w 11 known roidist 
or poet. Cl idled in the \l)iiliims h 011 of Libei iliain, 
passed amid shiif ks ot tiiuinpli 01 ho \ls of ticason into 
the oflScial Infeino 

Not thit th re wis in} avoiding of topics in this 
English CISC \sh hat no soon 1 slipped into his sr it 
than he begin to iiaiitet t lilfe upon i 1 itoi cl a sup 
po ter which had appe ired in tliab mt i iiing s Times 
It was wiitten b} Loid b—who had pla}td tlie pait ol 
public ‘fool foi half igcn lation !o lx p aised h} him 
was disastei, and Chffe s flush sh^^ cd it once that the 
letter had (aused him acute anno^ nice Hr ind A he 
fell upon the wiitei a}mg with each othei in anecdotes 
that left him piesentl} close pluoked and baic 

‘Thits all \ery well, siid Kitt}, aiifld the laughtei 
which greeted the last tale, ‘ but h( ne\ei to'd vjn how 
he proposed to the second Lady S- 

And Ilf ling a led sti aw beiiy, which she held poised 
i^aiust hoi red lauglung bps, she waited a inommt— 
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looking round her. ‘ Go on, Kitty !'—said Ashe, ap¬ 
provingly—* go on.’ 

Thus permiticd, Kitty gave one of the little ‘ scones/ ^ 
arranged from some experience of her own, which were 
very famous amongst her intimates. Ashe called them ' 
her ‘parlour tricks,’ and was never tired of making her 
exhibit them. And now, just as at Grosville Park, She 
held her audience. She spoke without a halt, her small 
features answt‘ u'g* perfectly to every impulse of her 
talent, each touch of ch.iracter or dialogue as telling as a 
malicious s^nse of come<«/ could make it; arms, hands, 
shoulders all aiding in the final result—a table swept by a 
very stoim of laughter, in the midst of which Kitty quietly 
finished her strawberry. 

* Well don(‘, Kitty! ’ Ashe, who sat opposite to her, 
stretched his h.and across, and patted heis. 

‘ Does she love him ^ ' Chffo asked himself, and could 
not make up his mind, closelv as he tried to observe their 
relations. He was more and more conscious of the 
exciting effect she produced on himself, doubly so indeed 
because of that sudden stroke of melancholy wherewith— 
like a Rembrandt shadow—she had thrown into relief the 
gaiety and frivolity of lier ordinary mood. 

The stimulus, w’hatover it was, pbiyed upon ^^i ■« vanity. 
Ho too sought an opening and found it. Soon it was he 
who was monopolising the conversation, with an account 
of two days spent with Bismarck in a Prussian country 
house,—during the triumphant days of the winter which ; 
followed on Sadowa. The story was brilliantly told, and*' 
of somev political importance. Bui- it was disfigured Jiy * 
arrogance and diffcctation, and Ashe's eyus began to dance, 
a little. Gliffe meanwhile could not forget that he was in 
the presence of a rival and an official, could not refrabs • 
after a while from a note of challenge here and there. 
The conversation diverged from the tale into matters of 
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^%]Lfh:$nt'foreign politics. Ashe, lounging and smoking, at 
first knew nothing, had heard of nothing, as usual. Then a 
- 'comment or correction dropped out; Cliffe repeated him- 
jSelf vehemently—only to provoke another. Presently, no 
^‘'"'ohe knew how, the two men were measured against each 
other corps a corps ^—the wide knowledge and trained 
^ experience of the minister, against the originality, the 
’ fprce, the fantastic imagination of the writer. 

The Dean watched it with delight. • He was very fond 
of Ashe, and liked to see him getting the beitor of ‘ tho 
newspaper follow.’ Kitty's lovely brown eyes travelled 
'from one to the other. Now it seemed to the Dean that 


‘ she was proud of Ashe, now that she sympathised with 
^ Cliffe. Soon, however, like the god at Philippi, she swept 
'Upon the poet and boro him from the field. 

‘ Not a word more politics 1 ’ she said peremptorily 
to Ashe, holding up her hand. ‘ I want to talk to Mr. 
Cliffe about the ball.' 


Cliffe was not very ready to obey. Ho had an angry 
sense of having been somehow shown to di sad vantage, 
and would like to have challenged his host again. But 
'Kitty poured balm into bis wounds. She drew him apart 
a little, using the play of her beautiful eyes for him only, 
and talking to him in a new voice of deference. 

* You’re going, of course ? Lady M- told me the 

other day she must have you '' 

Cliffe, still a little morose, replied that his invitation 
"had been waiting for him at his London rooms. He gave 
vibe information carelessly, as though it did not matter to 
• fiito a straw. In reality as soon as, while still in America, 

, he had seen the announcement of the ball in one of the 
: New York papers, he had written at once to the Marchioness 
’ who Was to give it,—an old acquaintance of his,—practi- 
^;(^y demanding an invitation. It had been sent indeed 
>^^pl,alacrity, and without waiting for its arrival Cliffe 



170 THE MARRIAGE OF WILLIAM ASHE 

had ordered his dress in Paris. Kitty inquired what it 
was to bo. 

‘ I told my man to copy a portrait of Alva.’ 

‘Ah, that’s right,’—said Kitty, nodding, ‘that’s right. 
Only it would have been bettor it’ it had been Torquo- 
mada.’ 

Rather nettled, Cliffe asked what there might be about 
him that so forcibly suggested the Grand Inquisitor. 
Kitty, cigarettb .'n .hand, with half-shut eyes, did not 
answer immediately She seemed to bo perusing his face 
—■svith difhculty 

‘ Strengtli, 1 suppose,-' she said at last, slowly. 

Oliffo ■waited, then burst into a laugh. 

‘ And cruelty ? ’ S)ie nodded. 

‘ Who ai’o mv victims ’ 

I 

She said nothing. 

‘ Whose t.tler> lia\e yon been listening to, Lady Kittj ? ’ 

She mentioned the name of a I’lcnch ladv. Cliffe 

•/ 

changed countenance. 

‘ Ah, well, if jou have been lalkmg to her,—’ he said 
haughtily, ‘you may well expect to sec me appear as 
Diabolus in person.’ 

‘Ko.—But it's bin 00 then—that J'\eiead the poems 
again You see you tell the publie much— ' 

‘That you think you liavo Hu' right to yuess the 
rest’;*’ He paused, then added \\i:‘i impatience—‘don’t, 
guess, I.ady Kitty! Y./U have everything that life can 
give you. Let my secrets alone.’ 

There was silence. Kitty looking round her saw that 
Madeleine Alcot was entertaining her other guests, and 
tiint she and Clitro were unobserved. Suddenly Clifife 
l)orit towards hti, and said with roughness, his face 
struggling to conceal the feeling behind it— 

‘ Y"ou heaid—and you believed—that I tormented her 
—that I killed her ? ’ 
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The anguish in his eyes seemed to strike a ceilaiu 
answering fire from Kitty's. 

‘ Yes—but-■ 

‘But what ? ’ 

‘ I didn’t think it very strange-‘ 

Cliffe watched her closely. 

‘—That a man should be—an inhuman beast—if ha 
were jealous—and desperate'^ You can sympaUusc with 
these things?’ 

She drew a long breath, and threw away tJjc cigarette 
she had been holding suspended ni hei small Imgi.rs. 

‘I don’t know anything about them ’ 

‘Because,—’he hesiialed,—‘ voui own hie has been 
so happy ?’ 

She evaded him. ‘ Don't you think lliat jealou.iy will 
soon be as dead as—saving \oiii piaycis and going to 
church? 1 never meet anybody tluit caics enough—to 
bo jealous.’ 

She spoke first with })assionato force, then with con¬ 
tempt, glancing across tla' room at 3ilad('leme Alcot. Clifi’o 
saw the look, and lemembeied that I.Iis. Alcot’s husband, 
a distinguished Treasury ollieial, had been for years the 
intimate friend of a vo'y noble and beautiful woman, 
herself unliappily married. There wms no scandal in the 
nutter, though much talk. Mrs. Alcot meanwhile had 
her own alfaiis, her husband ai'.i she w’ere apparently 
on friendly terms, only neither c'm spoke of the other , 
and their relations remained a my' leiy. 

Cliffe bent over to Kitty. 

‘And yet you said you could understand?—such 
things didn’t seem strange to you.’ » 

She gave a little reckless laugh. 

'Did I? It's like the people who liunL they could 
act or sing,—if they only had the chance. 1 choose to 
think I could feel. And of course I couldn’t We’vo lost 
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the power. All the old, horrible, splendid things are 
dead and done with.’ 

‘ The old passions, you mean ? ’ 

‘ And the old poems! YouU never write like that 
again! ’ 

‘ God forbid! ’ said Clitfe under his breath. Then as 
Kitty rose ho followed her with his eyes. ‘ Lady Kitty, 
you've thrown me a challenge that you hardly under¬ 
stand !—Some d c Ijnust answer it.’ 

‘ Don’t answer it,’ si'.’d Kitty hastily. 

‘ Yes,—if I can drag . le words out,’ he said sombrely. 
She mot his look in a kind of fascination, excited by the 
rn iinory of the story which had been told her, by her own 
audacity m speaking of it, by the piesencc of the dead 
passion she divined, lying shrouded and ghastly in tho 
mind of the man beside her. Even the ugly things of 
which he was accused, did hut add to the interest of his 
personality for a nature like hers, greedy of experience, 
and discontented with the real. 

While he on his side was flattered and astonished by 
her attitude towards him. As Ashe’s wife, she would 
surely dislike and try to trample on him. That was 
what he had expected. 

‘ I hear you are an x\rchangol, L rdy Kitty,' said the 
Dean, who having obstinately outsiayed all the other 
guiists had now settled 1. .s small person and his tliiii legs 
into a chair beside his hostess with a view to five agree¬ 
able minutes, lie was the most harmless of social 
epicures^was the Dean, and he felt that Jjady Kitty had 
dcfiaudod him at lunch,—in favour of than great, ruffling, 
Byronic fellow Clifie, who ought to have better taste than 
to come lunching with the Ashes. 

‘ Am I ? ’ said Kitty, v/ho had thrown herself into the . 
corner of a sofa, and sat curled up there in an attitude ' 
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, " which the' Dean thought charming, though it would not 
—he was aware—have become Mi s. Winston. 

‘ Well, you know best,' said the Dean. ' But at any 
rate be good and explain to me what is an Archangel.’ 

* Somebody whom most men and all women dislike,' 
said Kitty promptly. 

‘ Yet they seem to bo numerous,’ remarked the Dean. 

‘ Not at all! ’ cried Kitty, with an air of offence,— 

* not at all 1 If they were numerous they would of course 
be popular.’ 

‘ And in fact they are rare—and detested ? What other 
characteristics have they ?' 

‘ Courage,’ said Kitty, looking up. 

‘Courage to break rules? I hear they all call each 
other by their Christian names,—and live in each other’s 
rooms,—and bonow each other’s money—and despise 
conventionalities. I arn sorry you arc an Arcliangol, 
Lady Kitty! ’ 

* T didn’t admit that I was,’ said Kitty, ‘ but if I am— 
why are you sony ? ’ 

‘ Because,’ said the Dean smiling, ‘ T thought you were 
too clever to despise conventionalities.' 

Kitty sat up with revived energy, and joined battle. 
She flew into a tirade as to tlic dulness and routine of 
English life, tlie stupidity of good iieople, and the tyranny 
of English hypocrisy. The Dean listened with amuse¬ 
ment, then with a shade of somel nrig else. At last he 
got up to go. 

‘ Well, you know, we have heard all tliai. before. My 
point of view is so much more interesting—subtle— 
romantic ! Anybody can attack ^Irs. Gnmdy, but only a 
person of originality can adore her. Try it, L^jdy Kitty ! 

It would be really worth your while.’ 

Kitty mocked and exclaimed. 

‘ Do you know what that phrase—that name of 
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abomination—always recalls to me?' pursued the old 
man. 

‘ It i)ores mo, even to gups<^,’ was Kitty’s petulant 
reply. 

‘ Does it I think of some of the noblest people I 
have ever known,—bi avo men—beautiful women—who 
foughtj Mrs. Grundy—and peiislied' ’ 

The Dean stood looking down upon her, with an 
eager, sensu'n - -iprcrision. Tales Lliat he had headed 
very little when ho hnd first heard them ran through hia 
mind; hf' had thoughr Ijady Kitty's intimate tete-(i-t6te 
with her li'isband’s assailant in the pre:,s, disagreeable 
and unsiM'inly, and as foi Mrs. Alcot, h© had disliked 
her particularly 

Kitty looked up uuqucdlod 

‘ ’Tjs liettcr to ha\o fought and lost— 

Than novoi to ha\<' fought at all—’ 

she quoted, with one of hei most radiant and provoking 
smiles. 

‘Incorrigible’’ cried the Dean, catching up his hat. 

‘ I see !—once an Arcliangol—always an Archangel.’ 

‘ Oh no > ’ said Kitty. ‘ There may be “ war in 
heaven.” ’ 

‘ Well, don’t take Mrs. Alcot tor a leader, ^hat’s all,’ 
said the Doan, as he iield out a han.. of faveweli. 

‘And now E understand!’ cried Kitty tnuuinhantlv. 

‘ You detest my best friend I ’ 

The Dean laughed, protested, and went. Ashe, who 
had been writing letters wdiilo Kitty and the Dean were 
talking, escorted the old man to the doo''. 

When he returned, he found Kitiy sitting with her 
hands in licr lap, lost apparently in thought. 

‘ Darling ’ ’ he said, looking at his watch—' I must be 
off directly—^l)ut I should like to see the boy.’ 

Kitty started. She rang, and the child was brought 
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down. He sat on Kitty's knee, and Ashe, coming to the 
sofa, threw an ai-m round them both. 

‘You are not a bad-looking pair,’ he said, kissing first 
Kitty, and then the baby. ‘ Jkit lie’s rather pale, Kitty. 
I think he wants the country.' 

Kitty said nothing, but she lifted the little white 
embroidered frock, .ind looked at the twisted foot. Then 
Ashe felt her shudder. 

‘ Dear, don’t bo morbid *' ho cried, resentfully. ‘ TTo 
will have so much brains that nobody'will leiuembor that. 
Tliink of Byron ! ’ 

Kitty did not seem to Invc lieaid. 

‘I remember so well when I first saw his foot,—al'tor 
your mother told me, - and they brought him to me,’ -she 
said slowly. ‘ It seemed to me it was the end-’ 

‘ The end of w'liat ? ’ 

‘ Of my dream.’ 

‘ What do you mean, Kitty! ’ 

‘ Do you remember the masque lu the “Tempest”*? 
First Tns, with sall’roii wings, and rich Ceres, and great 
Juno ’— 

She half closed lier eyes— 

‘ Then the n}m])hs and the reaper*^—dancing together 
on “the short-grassed green,”—the sweetest, gayest 
show ’— 


She breathed the words out softly. ‘ Then, sud¬ 
denly-’ 

She sat up stiffly and struck her small hands to¬ 
gether :— 

‘ Prospero starts ind speaks. And in a moment— 
without warning—with “ a strange, hollow, and confused 
noise ” ’—she dragged the words drearily,*-—' ih ’jy heiu iJy 
va/nish. That —sbc pointed shuddi'rm.u to ihe child’s 
foot—‘ was for me the sign of Prospero.’ 

Ashe looked at her with an.\iety, finding it indeed 
impossible to laugh at her. 
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She was very pale, her breath came with difficulty, 
and she trembled from head to foot. He tried to draw 
her into his arms, but she held him away. 

‘ That first year, I had been so happy,’ she continued 
in the same voice. ‘ Everytliing was so perfect, so 
glorious. Life was like a great pageant, in a palace. 
All the old terrors went. I often had fears as a child— 
fears 1 couldn’t put into words, but that overshadowed 
me. TVumi wb.en 1 saw Alice—the. shadow came nearer. 
But that ■■va'^ all gone. J thouglit God reconciled 
to me, and would alu 'ys be kind to me now And then 
I saw thiit foot,—and I knew tliat He hated mo still. 
Tie had burnt flis mark into my liaby’s flesh. And I 
was never to be' quite happy again,—but always in fear, 
fear of pain—and death—and grief.— ’ 

She paused Tier largo eyes gazed into vacancy, and 
her whole sliglit frame sliowod the working of seme 
mysteiious and jiitiful distiess. 

A wave of poignant alavin swept througli Ashe's mind, 
coupled also with a curious sense of sornotliing foreseen. 
He had never witnessed precisely tin's mood in her before; 
hut now tliat it was thus j'evealod, he was suddenly aware 
.that sometliing like it had been foj- long moving obscurely 
below the surface of her life. Tie took liv cliid, and laid 
him on the floor, wleo-e he rolled a! ease, cooi,'- to himself. 
Then he came hack to Kitty, and .'Oothed her vith extra- 
ordinarv tenderness and skill. Presei’Jy she looked at 
him, as though some obscure trouble of wliich she had been 
the victim had released her, and sho wt're herself again. 

‘ Don’t go away just yet,’ she “^aid in a voice which was 
still low and shaken. He came close to her, again put 
his arms round lier, and held her on his breast in silence. 

‘ That is lieav'cnly!' he heard her say to herself after 
a while, in a whisper. 

‘ Kilty!' His eyes grew dim, and he stooped to kiss her. 
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* Heavenly ’— she went on, still as though following 
out her own thought rather tlian speaking to liini, 
‘ because one yields—yields * Life is siich tension—always.' 

She closed her eyes quickly, and lie \Mxtclied the 
lieautiful lashes lying still upon her cheek. With an 
emotion he could not explain,—for it was not an emotion 
of the senses, just as her yielding had not lioon a yielding 
of the senses hut a yielding of the soul,—lie continued 
to hold her in his arms, hiiv life, her will given to him 
wholly, sighed out upon Ins lieart. 

Then gradually she reco' ('red liei' balance ; tlie noinial 
Kitty came liacK. Sin* p it out her hand, and touched his 
face. 

‘ You must go hack to tlie House, William,’ 

‘Yes, if }Ou ar(' all iiglit.’ 

Rlie sat up, and began to loarrangc some of li(,r hail 
that had slipped dowui. 

‘You haie carried )jOth into siicli lieiglits and 
chip ths, darling ! ’ said Ashe after he liad watched her a 
little in silence, ‘ that J liave forgotien to tell you tli<; 
gossip I hi ought hack fiom inolhei ties nioniing.' 

Kitty patised, intcrrog'invely. She w'as still pale. 

‘Do you k-iow' that moinei is convneed Mary Lyster 
has made up her mind to marry Clil’ui'^’ 

There w’as a pa.use, tlieii Kitty ^aul w'iih incredulous 
contempt) ‘ Ifo would never drp(i)i of inai r\ mg her ! ’ 

‘ Not so sure' Slie lias a gie.''*! deal of money, and 
Cliffe wants money badly.' 

Ashe began to put his papers together. Kitty qufis- 
tioned him a liUl(i more, inlerniittoutly, jis to what his 
mother had said. When ho had left her. she sat for 
long on the sofa, playing with some sh l.a<i taken 

from her iruss, or sombrely watching the child, as it lay 
on the floor beside her. 

N 
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CnAPTP]R X 
‘ My Ijirly I Tt’ao'-nel’ 

The rn.iiu put her 1 eacl in just to convey the good 
news. Kinty was in hei oedrooni walking up and down 
in a fmvwhioli was now almost speocliless. 

The housemaid was waiting on the stairs. The butler 
was waiting m tlie hall. Till that hurried knock was 
heal’d at the front door, and the much-tried Wilson had 
rushed to open it, the house had heon wrapped in a sort 
of stoim silence. It was ten o'clock on the night of the 
ball. Half Kitty’s costume l.iv '-pread out upon her bed. 
’Fho other half—ahhoiiyh, sinci seven o’clock, all Kitty’s 
seivants had l)e<‘n cmplov'-d m rushing to Fanchetto's 
establishment in New JJond Stieer, at half-hour intervals, 
in the fastest hansoms to bo found,—had not yet 
appeared. 

However, here at last was the rud of de-'-vir. \ 
panting boy dragged tl.e box into the lall, the hnt'er’ and 
footman carried it upstairs and iruo th^’r mistt^s.-’s 
room, where Kitty in a white peignoir stood waiting, with 
the brow of !Medca. 

‘ The boy that brought it looked iust fit to drop, my 
lady I ’ sijfid the msid, as she undid ihe box. She was a 
zealous servant, but she was glad somclimes to chasten 
these great ones ot the land, by insisting on the seamy 
side of their pleasures. 

Kitty paused in the eager task of superintendence, and, 
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turned to the under-housemaid who stood by, gazing 
open-mouthed at the splendoui’s emerging from tlie 
box. 

‘ Eun down and tell Wilson to give him somo wine 
and cake ! ’ she said peremptorily. ‘ It’s all Fanchetto’s 
fault—odious creature !—running it to the last like this— 
after all her promises !' 

The liousemaid went, and soon sped back. For no 
boy on eavtli would she have been long didraudod of the 
siglit of her ladyship’s completed gown. 

‘ Did Wilson feed him ’ Kilty flung her the question 
as she bent, alternately frowning and jidiiLuit, over the 
creation before her. 

‘Yes, my lady. It was quite a little follow. Tie-.aid 
his logs were just run oil his feet,' said the girl growing 
confused as the moon-robe unfolded 

‘ Poor wreleh ! ’ said Kitty, c.aieles Uy. ‘ I’m glad I’m 

notan er'*and-lUanchc '—you know', Fanchedo may 

bo an old demon, but she has got tas'c 1 rlust look at 
these folds, and the way she’s put on the peails ! Now 
tli'eii—make haste ! ’ 

Off flew iho peignoir, and, with the hedp of the excited 
maids, Kitty shpt into licr dress. Ten iimi'S over did 
she declare that it was hopeless, that it didn’t lit in tlie 
least, that it wasn’t one hit wdiat she had ordered, tliat 
she couldn’t and wouldn’t go oid in il, that it was 
simply scandalous, and Fanchefcto -- ’OiiJd navL'V I'o jiaid 
a penny. Her maids understood h:r, ami sirnpl’y went 
on, pulling, patting, fastening, as quickly as their skiilod 
fingers could work, till the last fold fell into its place, 
and the uiidor-houscmaid stepped back with clasped liands 
and an ‘ Oh ! my lady! ’ couched in a note of ivr ipressible 
ecstasy. 

‘ Well? ’ said Kitty, still frowning—‘ eh, Blanche 

The maid proper would have scorned to show emution ; 
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but she nodded approval. 'If you ask me, my lady, 
I think you have never looked so well in anything.’ 

Kitty's brow relaxed at last, as she stood gazing at 
the reflection in the large glass before her. She saw her¬ 
self as Artemis—la Madame do Longueville—in a 
hunting dress of white silk, descending to the ankles, 
embroidered from top to toe in crescents of seed pearls 
and silver, and held at the waist by a silver girdle. Her 
throat was covered with magnificent pearls, a Tranmore 
family possession, lent by Lady Tranmore for the occasion. 
The slim ankles and fer*- w^ere cased in wliitc silk, cross- 
gartered with silver ano shod with silver sandals. Her 
belt hold lior quiver of white-winged arrows ; her bow of 
ivory inlaid \Mth silver was slung at her shoulder, while 
across her lireast, the only note of colour in the general 
harmony of white, fell a scaif of apple-green holding the 
horn, also of ivory and siher, which, like the belt and bov, 
had been designed for her in Madame do Longuoville's 
Paris. 

But neither she nor her model would have been finally 
content with an adornment so delicately fanciful and 
minute. Both Kitty and the goddess of the Fronde knew' 
that they must hold their own in a crowd For tliis there 
must be diamonds. The sleeves theiefoii‘on the Avhite 
arms fell back from diamond clasps : ^be ivory . m' in her 
right hand was topped by a small {.-.'iiius' a it!i j ittering 
wings ; and in the masses of her fair hair, bound wito pearl 
fillets, shone the largo diamond crescent that Lady Tran- 
mor.> had foreseen, with one small attendant star at either 
side. 

‘ WoU, upon my word, Kitty ! ’ said a voice from her 
husband’s dressing-room. 

Kitty tuincd iujp'ituously. 

‘ Do you like it ’> ’ she cried. Ashe approached. She 
lifted her horn to her mouth and stood tip-toe. The 
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movement was enchanting; it had in it the youth and 
freshness of spring woods; it suggested mountain dis¬ 
tances Sind the solitudes of high vsilleys. Intoxication 
spoke in Ashe's pulses ; he wished the maids had been fur 
away that he might have taken the goddess in his very 
human arms. Instead of which he stood l.i/iiy smiling. 

‘ What Endymion are you calling ?' ho asked her. 
‘ Kitty, you are a dieain !' 

Kitty pirouetted, then suddenly ^stopped short and 
held out a foot. 

‘ Look at those silk tilings, sir. Nobody hut Fanchotto 
could have made them look an\thing hut a botch. But 
they spoil the diess. And all to iiloase moiher and i\lrs. 
Grundy!' 

‘ I liko them. I suppose—the iicaiesb you could 
get to buskins^ You would have preferred ankles an 
naturel’^ I don’t think jou’d have been admitted, 
Kitty.’ 

‘ Shouldn’t T! And so few people have feet they can 
show t ’ sighed Kitty i egretfuliy. 

iVsho’s eyes met those of the maid, who ti ying to 
hide her smiles, and ho and she both laughed. 

‘ Wh.it do you think about it, eh, BLinclio ' 

‘ T think her ladyship is much better as sl^u is,’ ‘^aid 
the m<iid decidedly. ‘ She’d have felt vciy str.uigo when 
she got ihere.’ 

Kitty turned upon her like a wh Iwind, 'Go to 
bed 1 ’ she said, putting both hands on ho yhouluers of 
the maid.—‘ Go to bed at once ' Esthoj- can gi\c nic my 
cloak. Do }Ou know, William, she was awakci all last 
night thinking of her brother-’ 

‘The brother who has had an operation'^ But 1 
thought there was good news?’ said i\she, kn-'-lv. 

‘ He’s much botlcr,’ put in Kitty. ‘ She hoai d l.hi:> 
afternoon. She won’t be such a goose as to lie awake, I 
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should hopo, to-night. Don’t let me catch you here when 
I get back '' she said, releasing the girl, whose eyes had 
filled with tears. ‘ Mr. Ashe will help mo, and if he pulls 
the strings into knots, I shall just cut them—so there I 
Go away, get your supper, and go to bed. Such a life as 
T’ve led them all to-day! ’ She threw up her hands in a 
perfunctory penitence. 

The maid was forced to go, and the housemaid also 
returned to the hiH with Kitty’s opera-cloak and fan, till 
It should please her nustress to descend. Doth of them 
wore deal tired, but t. ay look a genuine disinterested 
pleasure in Kitty’s beauty and lier fine frocks. She was 
not by any means ahv.iys considerate of them; but still, 
with that wondf'iful generosity that the poor show every 
day to the rich, they liked her ; and to Ashe every servant 
in the lionsc was devoted. 

Kitty meanwhile had driven Ashe to his owui toilette, 
and was walking about the loom, now studying herself iii 
the glass, and now chattering to him through the oiieii 
door 

‘ Have you heard anything more about Tuesday ?' 
she asked him piosently. 

‘Oh jes' —complimciiLs by the dozen Old Parham 
overtook me as T wa. walking awjy from the House, and 
said all manner of civu things.’ 

‘And I met Jjady Parham in Marshall’s,’ said Kitty. 

‘ She docj thank so badly !—J should like to show her how 

t.' 

to do it. Dear me! ’ Kitty sighed ‘Am I henceforth to 
live and die on Ladj' Parham’s aiujile breast ? ’ 

She^ sac with one foot beating the llooi, deep in 
meditation. • 

‘ z\nd shall T tell you what mother said ?' shouted 
Ashe through the door. 

‘ Yes.' 

Ho repeated- so far as dressing would let him—a 
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number of the charming and considered phrases in which 
Lady Tranmore full of relief, pleasure, and a seoiet 
self-reproach had expressed to him the effect produced 
upon herself and a select public by Kitty’s jDciformanee 
at the Parhams’. Kitty had indeed behaved like an angel, 
—an angel cn ioilette de bal, reciting a Fceiio from Alfred 
de Musset. Such politeness to Lady Parham, such 
smiles, sometimes a shade malicious, for the Prime 
Minister, who on liis side did lushest to efface all memory 
of his speech of the wi'ck before from the mind of his 
fasciiiaiing guest, smiles from the Pi-inccss, applause fiom 
the audience , an evening, in fact, all fioLh .nid sweetsLull, 
from which Lady Parham emerged grimly content, con¬ 
scious at the same time that she was henceforwaid veiy 
decidedly, and rather dioagroeably, in the Ashes’ debt; 
wliile Elizabeth Tiaiimote went homo 111 a tremor of 
delight, happily persiuxdi.d that Aslie’s path xmis now 
clear. 

Kitt}' li-itcned, sometimes pleased, sometimes in¬ 
clined to be critical or scornful of her mother-in-law’s 
p’’aise. But she did love Jjad> Tianmoro, and on the 
whole she smiled Smiles indeed had been Kitty’s xiouion 
since tliat evening of stiange emotion, when she had 
found hoiself sobbing in William's arms for reasons 
(X.iite beyond be” own detining. Jt was a^ if, like the 
Pi’ince in the fahy tale, some iion n.ind louncl her heart 
had given way Slie seemed to dan ‘o throiigli the house ; 
she dovoiucd her child with kns.'ice and she w'as even 
willing sometinie.s to let Wilbain tell hei wdiat his mother 
suspected ol the piogicsi of Maiy’s affair with Geoffrey 
Glitfe, thougli she catefully avoided speaking di'cctly to 
Lady Traimu>re about it. As to Ciitfe himself, sK.' seemed 
to have dropped him out of her tliougm.-. She nevei 
mentioned hini, and A-^he could only suppose she had 
found him disenchanting. 
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‘ Well, darling! I hope I have made a sufiicient fool 
of myself to please you ! ’ 

Ashe had thrown the door wide, and stood on the 
threshold, arrayed in the brocade and fur of a Venetian 
noble. He w^as a somewhat magnificent apparition, 
and Kitty, who had coaxed or driven him into the 
dross, gave a scream of delight. She saw him before 
her own glass, and the crimson senator made eyes 
at the white goddess as they posed tiiumphantly 
together. 

‘ You're a very io oco sort of goddess, you know, 
Kitty ! ’ said Ashe. ‘ Njt niucli Greek about }ou !' 

‘ Quito as much as I want, thank you,’ said Kitty, 
curtseying to her own lelloction in the glass ‘ Fanchette 
could ha\e taught them a thing or two! Now come 
along ! Ah 1—wait!-’ 

And, gatliering up lier possessions, she left the looir,. 
Ashe, following her, saw th it she was going to the nuisery, 
a lai’go room on the back staircase. At the threshold she 
turned back and put hei finger to her lip. Then she 
slipped in, reappeaiing a moment afterwards to say in a 
whisper, ‘Nurse is not in bod. You may come in.’ 
Nui’se indeed know much better than to be in bod. Sue 
had been sitting up to see her ladyship's ipiondours, and 
she rose sunling as Aslie entered tlv toom. 

'A parcel of 'diots, nurse, aren t -\c?’ he laid, as he 
too displayed himself, and then he followed Kitty to the 
child’s beside. She bent over the baby, lenio^'cd a corner 

u 

of the cot-blanket that might tease his cheek, touched the 
mottled hand softly, removed a light that seemed to her 
too neaf — and still stood looking. 

‘ We must go, Kitty.' 

‘ I wish he were a little older,’ she said, discontent¬ 
edly, under her breath, ‘ that ho might wake up and see 
us both 1 I should like him to remember me like this.’ 
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‘ Queen and huntress, come away! ’ said Ashe, draw¬ 
ing her by the hand. 

Outside the landing was dimly lighted The servants 
were all waiting in the hall below. 

‘ Kitty ! ’ said Ashe passionately. ‘ Givt) mo one kiss. 
You’re so sweet to-niglit—so sweet! ’ 

She turned. 

‘ Take care of my dress! ’ she smiled, and then she 
held out her face under its sparkling crescent, held it with 
a dainty deliberation, and let her lips cling to his. 

Ashe and Kitty were soon wedged into one of the 
interminable lines of c-iniages that blocked all the 
approaches to St James’s Square. The ball had been long 
expected, and theic was a oiowd in the streets, kept bnek 
by the police The brougham wont :it a foot’s jjace, and 
there was ample time cither for reverie or conversation. 
Kitty looked out incessantly, exclaiming when she caught 
sight of a costume or ‘in acquaintance. Ashe had (ime 
to think over the latest phase of the negotiations with 
America, and to go over m Ins mind the sentences of 
a letter he had addressed to tlie ‘Tinieis’ in answer to 
one of great violence from Geollicy Cliffo. TIis own 
letter had appealed that morning. Ashe was proud of it. 
Ij\- made bold to think that it exposed G1 life’s exaggcia- 
tions and insincerities neatly, and p ihaps decisively. At 
any rate he hummed a cheerful tuiv as ho thought of it 
Then suddenly and incongiu-AisIy a recollection 
occuned to him. 

‘Kitty! do you t now that f had a letter from your 
mother, this morning? ' , 

‘Had you?' said Kitty, turning to him wth reluc¬ 
tance. ‘ I suppose she wanted some rneac^ 

‘ She did. She says she is very hard up. If I cared 
to use it, I have an easy reply.' 
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‘ What do you mean ? ’ 

‘I might say, d-n it, we are too!' 

Kitty laughed uneasily. 

‘ Don’t begin to talk money matters now, William, 
please.’ 

‘ No, dear, I won’t. But we shall really have to 
draw in.’ 

‘ You will pay so many debts ! ’ said Kitty frowning. 

Ashe went u to a fit of laughter. 

‘ That’s my exti a^.iganee, isn’t it? I assure }Ou I go 
on the most approved a-inciplos. I divide our available 
money among the gieate-it number of hungiy claimants 
it will stretch to. But after all it goes a beggarly short 
way.’ 

‘ I know mother will thinlc my diamond crescent a 
horrible cxti'avagance,’ said Kitty, pouting ‘ But you are 
the only son, William, and we must behave like other 
people.’ 

‘Dear, don’t trouble your little head,' he said, ‘I’ll 
manage it somoliow\’ 

Indeed, he knew very well that he could never bring 
his owm indolent and easy going temper in such mutters 
to face any real struggle with Kit/\ ov^m money, 
lie must go to his mother, who now—his fatls r being a 
hopeless invalid—managed the cstries with hi.', own and 
the agent’s help It wms, of course righl tliau she should 
preach to Kitty a litil' , but she would be seiitsible and 
help them out. After all, there wat, plenty of money. 
Why shouldn't Kitty spend it ? 

Any one who know’ Inm w’ell ufight have observed a 
curious contract betw^cen his private laxity in these 
matters and the strictness of his public practice. He was 
scruple and delicacy itself in all financial matters that 
touched his public life--directorships, investments, and 
the like, no less than in all that concerned interest and 
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patronage. lie would have been a bold man who 
had daied to propose to William Ashe any expedient 
whatever by which his public place might serve his 
private gain. Ilis proud and fastidious integrity, indeed, 
was one of the souices of his growing power. But as to 
private debts—and the trailcsmen to whom they were 
owed!—his standards were still essentially those of the 
Whigs from whom ho descended, of Box, the all-indebted, 
or of ]\Lelbourne, who has loft an amusing disquisition on 
the art of dividing a few loaves and fishes in the shape of 
banknotes among a multirude of cietlitors. 

Not that affairs were as yet vciy bad. Far from it. 
But tlieie was little to spare foi I\hulanie d’Estrecs—who 
ought indeed to w'ant nothing, and Ashe w'as vaguely 
meditating his reply to that lady, when a face in a carriage 
near them, which was tr}-ing to enter the line, caught his 
attention. 

‘^laryl' he said, ‘a la Sir Joshua—and mother. 
They don’t see us Query, will Clillo take the leap to¬ 
night ? Mother rcpoi ts a decided increase of ardour on liis 
part. Sorry you don't appiovc of it, darling!' 

‘It’s just like ligliting a lamp to put it out—that’s 
all!' said Kitty with vi>acity. ‘ The man wdio marries 
i\Iary is done for.’ 

‘ Not at all. Mary’s money wull give him the pedestal 
he wants, and ti’ust Clilfo to take t - . e of Ids own individu¬ 
ality afterwards I Kow if you’ll i insfoi }our alaims to 
Mary, I’m with you * ’ 

‘Oh! oi coal St he’ll be uiikiud to her. She may lay 
her account for that. But it’s tlic 'nidDiijintj And 

Kitty’s upper lip curled under a slow disdain. 

William laughed out. 

'Kitty, really!—you remind me, please, of Miss Jane 
Taylor— 

“ I did not think there oould be found—u little heait bO ha,id.' ’* 
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Mary is thirty; she would like to be married. And 
why not ? She’ll give quite as good as she gets.’ 

‘ W'dl, she won’t get—anything. Geoffrey Cliffe 

thinks of no one but himself.’ 

Ashe’s eyebrows wont up. 

‘ Oh, well, all men are selfish,—and the women don’t 
mmd.’ 

‘ It depends on how it’s done,’ said Kitty. 

Ashe declared that Cliffo was just an ordinary person, 
‘I’homine sori-suel inoycn,’—with a touch of genius. 
Except for that, no betrer and no worse tliaii other people 
What then?—the world 'vas not made up of pel sons of 
enormous virtue like Lord Althorp and Mr. Gladstone. 
If Mary wanted him for a husband, and could capture 
him, both in his opinion >\ould have pretty noaily got 
their deserts. 

Kitty, however, fell into a reverie, after wliich she let 
him see a face of the same startling s-weetness as she had 
several times shown him of late. 

‘ Do you want rue to be inco to her’-*' She nestled up 
to him. 

‘ Bind her Lo your chariot wheels, madam I You 
can !' said Ashe, slipping a hand round hers. 

Kitty pondered. 

‘ Well, then, I woii t tell her tliat 1 he's still in 
love with the Eienuh woman. But t's on the p of my 
Longue. 

‘ Heavens !' cried Ashe—‘ The Vicomiesse D-, the 

lady of the poeiiib? But she’s dead! I thought that 
was over long ago.’ 

Kitty was s.leut for a moment, then said with low¬ 
voiced emphasis: 

'That anyone could write those poems, and then 
thmk of Mary I' 



THREE YEARS AFTER 189 

Yes—the poems were fine/ said Ashe—‘ but make- 
believe I ’ 

Kitty protested indignantly. Aslio bantered her a 
little on being one of the women who were the making of 
Cliffe. 

‘ Say what you like ! ’ she said, drawing a quick 
breath. *But, often and often, he says divine tilings— 
divinely! I feci them there! ’ And she lifted both 
hands to her breast with an impulsive gestni'O. 

‘ Goddess I ’ said Ashe, kissing her hand because 
enthusiasm became her so well. ‘And to think that.! 
should have dared to roast the divine one in a “ Times ” 
letter this morning 1 ’ 

The hall and staircase of Yorkshire House were 
already filled with a motley and magnificent crowd when 
Ashe and Kitty arrived. Kitty, still shrouded in her 
cloak, pushed her "way tin ough, exchanging givetings with 
friends, shrieking a little now and then for the safety of 
her bow and quiver, her f.icc flushed witli pleasure and 
excitement. Then she disappeared into the cloak-room, 
and Ashe was left to W’onder how' he W’as going to endure 
his robes through the heat of the ejvenii g, and 10 exchange 
a l.iughing remark or two with the Parliauientary 
Secretary to tbo Admiralty, into whoso company he had 
fallen. 

‘What are we doing it for^’ ne asked the young 
mail, who?c thin person was well set off by a Tudor 
dress. 

‘ Oh 1 don’t be superior ! ’ said the otlici-. ‘ I'm going 
to enjoy myself like a school-bov! ’ 

And that indeed seemed to be the attitude of most of 
the people present. And not only of th ' \eunger 
members of the dazzling company. What struck Ashe 
particularly, as he mingled with the crowd, was the 
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alacrity of the older men. Here wiis a famous lawyer 
already neari 11 the seventies, in the Lord Chancellor’s garb 
of a great ancestor; here an ex-Viceroy of Ireland with a 
son in the Government, magnilicent in an Elizabethan 
dress, his fair bushy hair and reddish heard shining 
above a doiildet on which glittered a jewel given to the 
founder of his house by Elizabeth’s own hand; next 
to him, a wliito haired judge in the robes of Judge 
Gascoyne , a pocr, no younger, at Ids side, in the red and 
blue of ]\ra/rinn , and showing each and all in their gay 
conijilaceRL Ioo'ks a cL^jtr revival of that forn'cr masculine 
debght in splendid clot 3S which came so strangely to an 
end ^^ith that older world on the ruins of which Napoleon 
ro-^e. So with the elder women. For ihis night they 
wore young again. They had lieen free lo (jhooso from 
all (he ages a dress that suited them; and the result of 
this louowal of a long relinquished cagci ness, had been 
in many enses to call back a bygone self, and the ton/'S 
and gestures of those year- wJieii beauty is its own chief 
care. 

As for the young men, the young women, and the 
girls, the zest and pleasure of the show shone in their 
(yos and movements, and spread through the hall, and 
up the crowded taircaso, like warm contagious 
atmosphere. At all times, indeed, and in all countries 
an aristociacy has been capabl-' of this s!* cr delight 
in its own splendour, wealth, good looks, aivt accumu¬ 
lated treasure ; whwiher in the Venice that x^etrarch 
visiteel; or in the Rome of the Renaissanco Popes; 
in the Versailles of the Grand Mouarquo; or in the 
Florepco of to-day, which still at >Poments of festa 
reproduces in its midst all the costumes of the Cinque- 
cento. 

In this English case there was loss dignity than there 
would have been in a Latin country, and more personal 
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beauty; less gi'ace perhaps, and yet a something richer 
and more romantic. 

At the top of the stairs stood a Marquis in a dress 
of the Italian Renaissance, a Gonzaga who had sat 
for Tiiian ; beside him a fair-haired wife in the white satin 
and pearls of Henrietta Maria; while up the marble staii s, 
watched by a laughing multitude above, streamed Gains- 
borougli girls and Reynolds women, women from the 
Courts of Elizabeth, or Henri Quatre,*of Maria Theresa, 
or Marie Antoinette, the figuns of Holbein and Vandyck, 
Elorentmes of the Renaissance, the youths cjf Caipaccio,. 
the beauties of Titian and Veronese. 

‘Kitty, make haste! ’ cried a voice in front as Kitty 
began to mount the stain’s ‘ Your (luadnlle is lust 
called I ’ 

Kitty smiled and nodded, but did not hurry her pai e 

l)v a second. The staircase was not so full as it had 

•/ 

been, and she know well as she mounted it, her slendc-r 
figure drawn to its full height, her eyes flashing greeting 
and challenge to those in the gallery, th(j diamond genius 
on her spear glittering aho\e her, that slie held the stage’, 
and that the play would not begin without her. 

And indeed her dress, her biilliance and her heaiily 
let Icx^se a lium of coiiveisation—not always liieiully. 

‘ What is she ' ‘ Oh, something mythological!—she’s 
in the next quad)ille.’ ‘ !My dear, she’s Diana’—look .it 
her how and ciuiver, and the moon in ’'ci Jian.’ ‘ \ei yin- 
correct ’—she ought to have the towc ii,d ciown ’ ’ ‘ Ab¬ 

surd, such a little thing to attemp; Diana ’—I’d back 
Actaeon I' 

The latter remark was spoken in llio bar of Louis 
Harman, who stood in the gallery looking down. But 
Harman shook his head. 

‘You don’t understand. She's not GiceA, of ciourse ; 
but she’s Fairyland. A child of the Renaissance, di earn- 
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ing in a wood, would have seen Artemis so,—dressed up 
and glittering, and fantastic—as the Florentines saw 
Venus. Small, too, like the fairies!—slipping through 
the leaves ; small hounds, with jewelled collars, following 
her! ’ 

Ho smiled at his own fancy, still watching Kitty with 
his painter’s eyes. 

‘ She has seen a French print somewhere,’ said Clifife, 
who stood close by.'* ‘ More Versailles in it tlian Fairy¬ 
land, I tliink * ’ 

‘It is she that is Fairyland,’ said Harman, still 
fascinated. 

Cliffe’s expression showed the sarcasm of his tliought. 
Fairy, perhaps 1—with the touch of malice and inhuman 
mischief that all tradition attiibutes to the Little People. 
Why, after that first meeting, when the conversation of a 
few minutes had almost sw^ept them into the deepest 
waters of intimacy, had she slighted him so, in other 
drawing-rooms and on othc-i occasions Slie had actually 
neglected and avoided him, -after having dared to speak 
to him of his seciet' And now Aslio’s letter of the 
morning had kindled afresh his sense of rancour against 
a pair of people, too prospeious and too anogant. The 
stroke in the ‘Tunes’ had, li:* knev, gone liomo; his 
vanity writhed untiei it, and ti e wish to trike back 
tormented him, as he watched Anl e mounting behind his 
wife, so handsome, careless, and urbane, Ins jewelled 
cap dangling in his hand. 

The quadrille of gods and goddesses was over. Kitty 
had been dancing with a fine eiumsy Mars, in ordinary 
life an honest soldier and deerstalkei, the heir to a Scotch 
dukedom; having as her vis-d-vis Madeleine Alcot,—as 
the Floia of Botticelli's Spring,—and a slim Mercury iu 
fantastic Kenaissaucc armour. All the divinities of the 
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I^antheon indeed wore there, but in Gallicised or 
Italiaiiato form ; scarcely a touch of the true antique, save 
in the case of one beautiful girl who wore a Juno dress of 
white whereof the clinging folds had been arranged for 
her by a young Netherlands painter, Mr. Alina-Tadcma, 
then newly sottlt^d in tins country. Kilty at first envied 
her; then decided that slio licisclf could have made 
no effect in siicli a gown, and thiew her the praises of 
indifference. 

% 

When, to Kitty’s sharp regret, tlic music stopped and 
the gliitciing cruw' of Iinniortals meltoil into tlic ciowd, she 
found beliind her a row of dancfii s wailing for tlic quadi iHo 
wdiich was to follow. Tins was to consist cntiicly of 
English piislurcs lOMVod—Keynokls, (lainsborougli, and 
Eonnio},—and to be danced by those for whose families 
they had Ik on oiigiiially painted. As she diew Lack, 
looking eagerly to light and left, she camcaeioss Maiy 
Lystcr. IMaiy wore her hair Ingli and pow'dered, — a 
black silk scarf ovci wink* sa'in, and a blue sash. 

‘Awfully becoming!’ said Kitty nodding to hei— 
‘ WHio are yon ? ’ 

‘"My great great aunt I ’ said ^Nfaiy, euitsc^ing. 

‘ You, I see, go even further back.’ 

‘ Isn't itj fmi ? ’ said Kitty pausjiig beside her. ‘ Have 
yoii seen William? Poor dear, he’s so hoi! How do 
you do ? ’ This last, caielcss gicetirig was addressed to 
Cldih, whom she now porcei\td standing iielnnd !\]aiy. 

CJinb bow'od stiijly. 

‘ Excuse me. I did not seij you I was ahsoibed in 
your dress. You arc Arlcnm, I sec, - -with addiiions.’ 

‘Oh! I am an ‘‘article do Pans,” ' saijl Kitty. ‘Put 
it seems odd that some people should tako me for Joan of 
Arc.’ Then she turned to Mary. ‘ I think youv dress is 
quite lovely I ’ she said m that w'arm shy voice ?Iil ikk ly 
used except for a few'’ intimates, and had nc\er jet been 

0 
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kaown to waste on Mary. ' Don’t you admire it enor¬ 
mously, Mr. Cliffe ? ’ ' , 

‘ Enormously,' said Cliffe, pulling at his moustache. 

‘ But hy now my compliments are stalt;.’ 

‘ Is ho cross about William’s letter?’ thought Kitty. 

‘ Well, let’s leave thoiii to themselves.’ 

Then, as she passed him, soincthmg in the silent 
pers'^nality of the man arrested her. She could not 
forbear a look at him over her shoulder. ‘ Are you—Oh ! 
of course, I remember —’ for she had recognised the dress 
and cap of toe Spanish giandue. 

Chlhi did not loj 'y for a moment, but the harsh 
sigtnnc.iii>;o of his face revived in luir the e'ccitable interest 
she had lelt in him on tlie day of his luncheon m Hill 
Street , .in iiihaobt since etfaced and dispersed, under the 
inlluoncu of that serenity and lioine peace which had 
shone upon her since that very day 

‘ f should apologise, no doubt, for not taking your 
advice,' he said, looking her in the eyes. Tlicir expres¬ 
sion, half bitter, half insolent, lennndud her. 

‘ Did I give you aii}'^ .id\ico Kitty wimkled up her 
white brows. ‘ 1 don’t lecdlect ’ 

Mary looKud at her sharply—suspiciously, Kitty, 
quite conscious of the look, was stiaightway preked by au 
elfish cm io'iity. Could slio caiiy him oil turible Alary's 
possession theie and ilicn ■’ She'''‘lieved slu mid She 
was well aware of a ceitaiii relal.i-m hetxveei’ herself and 
Clilfe, if, at Icaot, she chose to develop o Sluudd she? 
Hei vanity insisted that Mary could not pieveiit it., 

However, she restrained herself and moved on. 
Presently looking liack, she saw th.cm still together, Clilie 
loaning against the pedestal of a bust, Mary beside him. ' 
There W'as an animafion iii her eyes, a rose of pleasura." 
on her clieek which stirred in Kitty a queer sudden sym¬ 
pathy. ‘ 1 am a little beast! ’ she said to heisell — Why^ ‘ 
shouldn’t she be happy ^ 
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, Then, perceiving Lady Tranmorc at the end of the 
ball-roorti, she made her way thither surrounded by a 
motley crowd of fiionds. She walkuil as tliough on air, 
‘ raining inllucnco ’ And as Lady 'i’uunnoro caught the 
glitter of the diamond cicscoid, and hchild Die small 
divinity beneath ii, she too .smiled with pleasure, like 
the other spectators on Jvitty’s niaich The diess was 
monstrously costly She knew ih.it. But she forgot the 
inroad on William’s jiocket, nnd ;enitmheied only to he 
proud of WilliaiJi's wife Since the P.iiliams’ pai ty, 
indeed, I ho uiilookod-foi sul'mission <;1 Kitty, and thy 
clearing of William’s jiiospie's, Lady Ti.jimoie had been 
Bweetness nseli’ to her d lughtei-iii-law 

But hci line lace and lirow were rioin the less inclined 
to frown. She hoi self as Kathaiino of Aiagoii would 
have shed a dignity on any scene, hub she was in no 
sympathy with v, hat. she b 'held 

‘ We shall soon all of iio be ashanud of (his kind of 
thing,’she declared to Kitl.y. ‘Jnsl. as peoph'now aie 
beginning to bo asluimi'd oi enoii.jous liuiisos and troops 
of servants ’ 

‘No,—pleaseonly boied Wiih tliem ! ’ said Kitty. 
‘There are so many odier ^^ay') now of amusing your¬ 
self,— that’s all.’ 

‘Well, this way will die out,’ said Lady Tr.mmore. 
‘Thu cost 01 lu Is loo seaad...loLis, --peoj'le’b conseieiic.^s 
prick tJieiu.’ 

Kitty vow'od she did nob holievi there vvas a con¬ 
science 111 the loom, and th-'ii, as f e music stinck. u]), 
she carried otf her companion to some -aeps oveilooking 
' the great marble gallery, whoi'e they had a bettor mow of 
"the two lines of danceis. 

It is said that as a nation the English have ru' gift for 
'pjbgeants. Yet every now' and then, --as no doubt in th 
Elizabethan masque—they show' a stiauge felicity in the 
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art. Certainly the dance that followed would have been 
diliiciilt to surpass oven in the ripe days and mother 
lands of pageantry. To the left, a long line, consisting 
mainly of young girls in tlieir first bloom, dressed as 
Gainsborough and liis great conLeinporaiics delighted to 
paint tlioso flowers of England,—tlie folds of plain white 
muslin crossed over the young lircast, a black velvet at 
the Lliroat, a rose m the hair, the simple skirt showing 
the small pcjintcch fceh and sometimes a bioad sash de¬ 
fining tile ■'der wai-^t. Here were Stanl.'vs, Ilcnvards, 
Percys, \illjeis’, H .rlers, Odjornes,--soft ^Jiptj of girls 
healing the names f England’s rough and turbulent 
;Vouth, b...Ming llieinsf'lvcs to-niglit with a sliy or laughing 
dignity, as ihongli the toueli ol history and romance were 
on tliem. And facing tliein, the youths of the same 
faniilio-:, no lii-.s hand-onie than (heir siste-i’s and brides— 
in li,oiniK‘\’s liluo coat-., or 'Jre t^pLirdid red of Reynolds 
and Gam-^liorough 


To and fio swayed •' e dancers, uiuler (lie innume- 


rahle cafidlj-i that filled the aiehed loof and iippoi walls 
of the lieJl-iooni; and each time tlie lines paitecl they 
di'Dclosed at tlio furthei end anotlier page.int, to which 
that of the d ince was in (iulIi suliei dinate,—a dais hung 
with blue and siher, and iipeii it a "Royal lady whose 
beauty, tlien in its first blomn, has Iven a national 
possession, since as the ‘ sea-king ,daug]itcr she biought 
it in dowry to her adopted coimi-y To-night she blazed 
in jewels as a Valoli Queen, ^^ith her court around her, 
and as the dancers receded, each youth and maiden 
seemed iustinctivcly to turn towards her as roses to the sun. 

‘^Oli beautiful, beautiful wuiid !said Kitty to her¬ 
self, ill an ecstasy, pressing her small hands together— 
‘ how I love you !—love you! ’ 


Meanwhile Darrell and llarmau stood side by side 
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near the doorway of the ball-room, looking in when the 
crowd allowed. 

‘ A strange sight,' said Harman. ‘ Perhaps they take 
it too seriously.’ 

‘ All! tliat is our lilnglish upper class,’ said Darrell 
with a sneer. ‘ Js tliorc anytliing they take lightly ?—inr 
cxcmplc I It scorns to me they caary off tins amusement 
better than most. They may bo stupid, but they aio 
good-looking ! 1 say, Ashe,’---ho turned towards the now 

comer \Nho had just sauntciod up to them, ‘on this 
cxccjitional occasion, iy it allowed to congralulato \ou on 
Lady Kitty’s gown ’ 

For Kitty, lai-cd upon Ik' ‘dep, ^^as -it the monusU in 
full view 

Asjie made some slight rojily, ihc slightness of s'.hich 
indeed annoyed ilio tliin-r.Kinncd and inorh.d TXurcil, 
always on the look out for at’lVonts. Jiut Louis iraiman, 
who liapjiciu'd to obicrvc lb(^ Ibider-SccK'lai \’s glance at 
his wife, said to himself, ‘ Dy (leorge ! thatiiueer inauiago 
is turning out well after all ! ’ 

The Tudor and Maim Antoinette qmdiilh;s had hem 
danced. Tlu-io was a nimour of sunjifu in the air. 

‘ William ' ’ said Kitty in liis ear, as she came, acioss 
him in one of tno drawing-i’ooms, ‘ Ijord Ilubei t takes mo 
in to su])por. Poor me t ’ Slie made an eviiavagant lace 
of self-pity and swept on. Jjoid lb bert was one of the 
sons of the house, a stupid and in. 1 . liculati! (iuardsrnan, 
Kitty’s butt and detestation. Aslie smiled to himself o\ et¬ 
her fate, and w'cnt back to the hall room m search of hia 
own lady. 

Meanwhile Kitty paused in the novl drat\ing room, 
and dismissed her following. 

‘I promised to w'ait heieforLoid liuhtit, she said 
—‘ You go on, or you’ll get no tables ! ’ 
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And she waved them peremptorily away. The drawirtj^' 
room, one of a suite which look€'.d on the garden, thinned^ 
temporarily. In a happy fatigue, Kitty leant dreamily over, 
the ledge of one of tlie open windows, looking at the 
illuminated space below her. Amid the coloured lights', 
figures of dream anrl fant'isy walked up and down. In 
the midst flaslied a flame coloured fountain. The sounds 


of a Strauss waltz floated in the air. And beyond the, 
garden and its trees: rose tlie dull rofi,i of London. 

A silk cm'MU’ floated out into the room, under the 


westerly hi-eeze, then, returning, sheathed Ivitty in its 
folds. Sli'-* stood thou Jiidu'cn, amusing hui'scif like a 
child wiih *he thought of startling that great heavy goose, 
Lord Hubert. 


Suddenly a pair of voices that .she knew canghthcr car. 
Twop^’rsons, pas-.ing throngli, lingered, without perceiving 
her. Kitt.y, after a first mo\ement of self-disclosure, 
caught her own name and stood motionless. 

‘Well, oteouisf', you’ve heard that we got through,’ 
said Lady P.iriiam. ‘ For once Lady Kitty behaved 
liersoll' ’ 


‘You wo’^e lucky’’ said Mary Lyster ‘Lady Tran- 

more was dieadfiillv anxious-’ 

1/ ^ 

‘ Lost she sliould cut us at the la ■■ ’ cried Lo.dy 

Parliam. ‘Well, of '^‘ourse, Lad;\ Kitty is “c.'pablc de 
tout.” ’ She laughed ‘ But perhap i as you are a cousin 
I oughtn't to si.y tlieisc things ’ 

‘Oh’ say wliat yo'i like!’ said Mai v ‘I am no 
friend of Kitty’s and ne\er protended to he' ’ 

Lady Parham came closer, apparently, and said , 
confidentially-* ‘ Wliat on earih made that man marry 
her? He might lulve inairicd anybody. She had no 
money, anil worse l.han no position.’ 


' She worked upon his pity, of course, a good deal. f 
saw them in the early days at Grosville Park. 


h A 
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^'pl^tyecl her ciirds very cleverly. Arid then it was just 
right moment. Lady Tranmore had been urging him 
to marry.’ 

* Well, of course,’ said Ladv Parham, ‘ there’s no 

* ' \t r 

‘'denying the beauty.’ 

‘You think so‘^’ said Mary, as though in wonder. 
‘ Well, I never could see it. And now she has so much 
gone off.’ 

’ ‘ I don’t agiee with you. Many l^eople think her the 

star to-night Mr. Cliffe, I am told, admires lier.’ 

Kitty could not see how the cjes of the speaker, undcB 
a Sir Joshua turban, studu'd the countenance of Miss 
•Lyster, as she threw out tlie words. 

Mary langlicd 

‘ Poor Kitty ' She tried to flirt witli him long ago, — 
just after she airivcfl m I^ondon—fresh out of the con¬ 
vent. It was so funny ' JTe told me afterwards he novel’ 
'Was so embarrassed in his life,—this baby making e3'es 
at him * And now—oli no ' ’ 

‘Why not now*’ Ladv Kitty’s very much the rage, 
and Mr. Cliflc likes notoiiely.’ 

‘But a notoriety with - well, with some style—some 
distinction ’ Kitty’s sort is so cheap and ’ 

‘ Ah, well, she’s not to he despised,’ said Ijady Parham. 
‘She’s as clo\ei as she can l)(' But her huslKi.rid will 
ha\» to keep her in oidci.’ 

' (^an he’ said Mjry. ‘ Won’t she alwa\s lie in Ins 
way ? ’ 

■ ‘ Ahvays, I should think. But he must have known 
what he was about. Whv didn’t his mother inteifcie*’ 

4 V 

’Such a family, — such a history ' ’ 

‘ She did interfere,’ said Mai)' ‘ We all did fair best ' 
—she» dropped her voice—-‘I know 1 did. But ii was mo 
use. If men like spoilt cluldrcn tliey must have tlu'in, 
J suppose. Let’s hope he'll learn how to manage Jier. 
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Shall wo go on ? I promised to meet my supper-partner 
in the library.’ 

They moved away. 


For some minutes Kitty stood looking out, motionless. 
But the l)eating of her heart choked licr. Strange ances¬ 
tral tilings,—things of evil—things of passion—had 
suddenly awoke as it were from sleep in the depths of 
her being, and rushed upon tlio citadel of licr life. A 
change had pass-.d over her from head to foot. Her veins 
ran fire. 

At th it moment, i ming lound, she saw GcotlVey 
Clil’J’c enter the room in which slie stood. AVith an im-. 
petuous movement she fipproaclicd liim. 

‘ Take me down to siipp(3r, Mr. CliHe. I can’t wait 
for Lord TIuhert any more. I’m so hungry' ’ 

‘ Knclianlcd!' said Cliffo, the colour leaping into liis 
tanned face as he looked down upon the goddess—‘hut 
I came to find-’ 

‘ "Miss JjystciOil ! she is gone in with Mr. Darrell. 
Come with mo. I liave a ticket for the reserved tent. 
\Ye shall have a delicious corner to ourselves.’ 

And she took from her glove the little coveted pastc- 
lioard, which - liandc'il about in becret to few intimates 
of the house—gave access to the Muctura s.iik ^omm of 
the evening. 

Clilfe waveicd. Tlien his vanity succumbed. A few 
minutes later the, supper guests in the tent of the 6lit0 
saw the entrance of a darkly splendid Duke of Alva, with 
a little sandalled goddess, all compact, it seeniod, of ivoiy 
and fii9, on his*arm. 
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CnAPTER XT 

The spriii" froshnoss of Lomloii had lou^^ fincc doparLcd, 
A crowded scaRon , luiicli aiEiiiation m railianicnt, ^\hc/e 
the Govc'inineiit to its own amazement had rather gained 
tlian lost ground , industrial trouble at liomc, and foicign 
cornplicatioijs abroad ; and in London the steady gro\Nth 
of a new j^lutoeiaey, the result, so far, of Anioiiean 
wealth and American brides; in the fir'^t week of July, 
the outward things of the moment might have been 
thus summed up by any e ireful observer. 

On a certain Tuesday mglit, the debate on a private 
member’s Bill une\pectedl\ collapsed, and the J louse lose 
early. Ashe left tlie Tlouse Mith his secretary, but l^alted 
from him at the corner of Jlndcagc Walk, and ciossed the 
park alone Ho meant to join Kitty at a party in 
Piccadilly; there was just tune to go home and dress; 
and he walked at a quick pace 

Two members sitting on the saip/’ side of the House 
with himself were also going home ■ )ne of them noticed 
the Under-Secretai y. 

‘A very inclfcctive statement AGio made lo-nighi — 
don’t you think so ? ’ he said to his companion. 

‘Very! Really if the Govermnent can’t take up a 
stronger lin'^, the general jiiiblic will begin to think 
there’s something in it.’ 

‘ Oh! if you only shriek long enough and sharp 
enough ill England something’s sure to come of it. ClilTc 
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and hiR group have boon playing a very shrewd gam6. ■ 
The Cjoverniiicnt will got th(*ir Agreement approved- all' 
right, Init Cliffe has certainly made some people on our 

side uneasy. However-’ 

‘ However—what ’ said tlio otlier, after a moment. 

‘ I wish I thought tliat were the only reason for Ashe’s 
change of tone,' said the first speaker slowly 
‘ What do vou mean ? ’ 

•j 

The two weie intimate personal friends, belonging 
moreover to a gi onp of Fivangelical families \v»*ll known 
in English life; but even so the answer came with re¬ 
luctance ■ 

‘ Well, >011 see, it's not very easy to grapple in public 
wdth the man v.diose name all smart London happens to 
be coupling with that of your wife' ’ 

‘ 1 say ' —’ the other slood still, in goiiuim' consterna¬ 

tion and distress,—‘ You don’t mean to say that there’s 
that in it ^ ' 

‘ You notice that the dill'erencc is not in irlml Ashe 
says, but iii how ho says i'. He a\oids all personal 
collision with ClifTe. The Goveriiinont stick to their case, 
but Ashe mentions ev'cryhody hut Chile, and confutes all 
aigunients Imt his. And meanwhile, of course, the truth is 
thatCliflois the head and fioiit (/C the »■ ,'npaign,'.ind i£- 
he threw u}) to-niorrow, everything would quie< ' Own.’ 

‘ And Lady iutty is flirting with him at this particular' 
moment? Damned had taste and had feeling, to say the 
least of it! ’ 

‘ Y^ou won’t find one of the Bristol lot consider that:.' 
kind of thing when their Mood is up’’ said the. other. 

‘ You rftmembek the talcs of old Lord BJ-iokwater ? ’ 

‘ Bnt IS there really any truth in it ? Or is it mere 
gossip’?’ ' 5' 

‘Well, I hear that the behaviour of both of theniat'l 
Grosville Park last week was such that Lady Grosvill^j,; 
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:/Vpws she will never ask either of them again. And at 
Aspot, at Lord’s—the Op'ra—Lady Kilty sits with him, 
"talks with him, walks with him, the whole time, and 
won't look at anyone else. T]ie\ must ho asked together or 
.neither will come,—and " society ” as far as 1 can make 
out, thinks it a good joke and is ah\iiys making plans to 
throw them together. 

‘ Can’t Lady Tranmore do anything ?’ 

‘I don’t know. They say slie is’M3ry unhajipy about 
it. Certainly she looks ill and di'jii-essed.’ 

‘And Ashe?’ 

PIis eompfuiion hesitated ‘ I don’t like to say it, hut, 
of course, ;vou kno^^ there .ire many })( Ople -who ^^]li tell 
you tliat Aslui doesn't ca.c Iwopei'co what Ins A^ifo does, 
so long as she is nice to Inni, and lie lan lead Ins Ix'oks 
and carry on his politics as lu* please,' ’ 

‘Ashe always strikes mo as the sc.nl of honour '' said, 
the other, ludignanllv. 

‘ Of course - for himself Ihit a more fatalist helievcr 
in lihoity than A'^lie doesn’t ('\Jst,— liberty esjH'eially to 
damn yourself- if you imist and ^\l]l ’ 

‘It^\ould he hard to o\tend that doctnno to a wife,’ 
said the other- -\Mth a grue uncomfoi table Liugh. 

Meamwhile, tlie man whose affairs thev h.id been dis¬ 
cussing walked home, wiapped iii solitary and disagi(*e- 
able thought As Ik* ik .arod the M.irlhorough House 
Corner, a carnage p.i.-Ased him Tt w 'S del.i,\(*d a moment 
iby other carnages, .ind as it. hnlh'd Is'side him Ashe re- 
'oogniseJ Lady i\r - the hostes.s of tlie Fancy Ball, 
'and a very old fiiend of his parents. lie took olF his 
hat. The lady within recognised linn and inclined 
sfightly,—very slightly and stiffly. Ashci siaucd a little 
and walked on. 

The meeting vividly recalled the ball, the terminus 
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a quo indeed from which the meditation in which he had 
been plunged since entering the park had started. Be¬ 
tween six and seven weeks ago, \vas it ?—it might have 
been a century. He tiioiigld of Kitty as she was that 
night,—Kitty pirouetting in her ghtteiing dross,—or 
bending over the boy,—or Iiolding her face to his, as. he 
kissed her on the stairs. Never since laid she shown 
him the smallest glimpse of such a mood. What was 
wrong witli licr and with himself? Sometliing, since 
]M‘iy, had turnu) thei'' life topsy-turvy, and it seemed to 
Abhe that in the gcii i d iinpvofilablo nudi of futile 
cngagomer.ts Iki liad nc jr yet liad time to stop and ask 
himself what it might be. 

Why, at any rate, was he in tliis dialing irritalion and 
discomfort ? Why could lie not deal with tliat fellow 
ClifTo as he dose rvedAnd wh.it in Heaven's name was 
the reason wliy old fiiends like l^ady "M-were begin¬ 

ning to look at Jiim coldly, and avoid Jus con\crsition ? 

His mother, too! Jlc g/thcTcd that quite lately there 
had been some disagreoablc scene between her and Kitty. 
Kitty had resented some remonstvanco of hers, and for 
some da3'3 now' they had not met. Nor had Ashe seen 
his mother alone Did slie also avoid liim, shrink from 
speaking out her real mind to hue 

Well, it was all monstronsls ibsuid '—a : veat coil 
about nothing, as far as the mam f. cts were concerned; 
although the annoyance and AvoLi\ of tlie thing w'ere 
indeed Ixicoining serious. Kitty had no doubt taken a 
W'lld liking to Gcofifrey Clifle,— 

‘ And by George,'—said Aslic, pausing in his W'alk— 

‘ she ^^tarrlcd nte I' 

And there rose in his memory the, forr-cil garden atGros- 
villo Park, the litiln figure at his side, and Kitty’s frank¬ 
nesses,—‘ 1 shall take mad fancies for people. I sha’n*t 
be able to help it. I have one now, for Geoffrey Cliffe.' / 
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Ho smiled. There was the difficulty ! If only the 
people whoso envious tongues were now wagging could 
see Kitty as sho was, could iiiulei’btand wliat a gulf lay be¬ 
tween licr and the ordinary ‘fast ’ woman,—tliero would 
be an end of tins silly ill-natured talk. Other women 
might be of the earth, cauhy. Kitty was a sprite, with 
all the irrespoiisilnlily of sucli incalculable creatures. 
The men and women,—\\omen especially,—who gossiped 
and lied about her, who sent abomi’nable ijaiagraplis to 
scuriiloiis papers,—he had one now in Ins pocjl^et Minch 
had readied him at the IJonse fiom an anoiuinoiis corre- 

tf 

spondenL--s])oko out of Uimi- (jwii vile oxpeiicnce, judged 
her by iJieiroMii staiidanls. Jlis mother, at any rate '--he 
proudly tlioiigliL—ought to know bettei than to be misled 
b;y thorn for a moment. 

At Ibc same time, soinoiliing must bo done. It could 
not bo denu'd ilut Kiil.y bad been beliaviiig like a 
romantic excitable child, with this iinsciupulous man, 
whose recoid with regard lo M'onien Mas piobalily wholly 
unknown to her,- liowcver foolislily hlio miglib idealiso 
the liaiiiOn commemorated m lus poems. Wliat had 
Kitty indeed been doing with hei‘t,elf this six weeks? 
Ashe tiled to recall thorn in detail. Ascot—Lord’s,— 
iiinumeralile parties in London and in the country, to 
some of wdiicJi he had not been able to accompany 
her, owing to tlie stress of Pailiamcntaiy and official 
work. Clro.sville Paik for instance, lie had been stopped 
at the last moment fioni going 'lowm tlicre by the 
arrival of some iinjiortant foreign news, and Kitty had 
gone alone. She liad reappeared on the Monday, pale and 
furious, saj'iiig that she and her aunt had \juarrellcd, and 
that sho would never go near the Grosvilles either in towm 
or country again. She had not volunteer€*d any further 
explanation, and Ashe had refrained from inquiry. There 
Were in him certain disgusts and disdains, belonging to 
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.hia general epicurean conception of existence, which 
even liis love for Kitty couUl overcome. One was a ' 
dihdain for the quarrels of xvomon. He supposed they 
w *re inevitahlo ; he saw, by thrj \\ay, that Kitty and Lady,. 
Parham wore once mote at d.jggeis diawii; and Kitty-, 
seemed lo enjoy it W'oll, it was her own affair; but', 
while tlieiv was a Greek play, or a Sbakespoaro sonnet, 
or even a Line Book to read, wlio could expect him ta' 
listen 

WJiathad (»l(i Ladv Grosville Im'l'U about’’ Tie under¬ 
stood that Chlfo liad b, wi of tbe party. And hU^y must 
have (loiie something l bring down ujion her the wiatli 
of the Punt.iincil nnsLress of the house. 

Well, wlia< wa-. he to do’’ It was now July The 
session would last ceitanily till the middle of August, 
and tliough ihe Amei ican business would lie disposed of 
directly, there was fresh fi*ouhlu in tlio Balkan Peninsula, 
and an anxioii-, situation in Egyjjt. Impossible that ho 
should tliiiik of leaving his post. xBid a.-, for tiie chance 
of a dissolution, the Government was now a good deal 
stronger tlian it had been before Easter,—worse luck 1 

Of course he ought to take Kitty avvay. But short of 
resignation how was it to he done And wliat even would 
resignation do,— uijipMsiiig, jier uiii[n):^.s,i< 'e, it could Ije 
thought of- but give lo gnawing , ossi]) a bi,: jor bone, 
and ptobably iiiitale Kitty to th< point of v bellion? 
Yet how induce her to go wiili anyone else ? Lady' 
Tmimore was out ot the question. Maigaiet Pleach;/ 
perhaps’? "1 

Then, suddenly. Ashe was assailed by au inner laughter , 
hollowi and di'seomfoitable. Th.ngs were come to a 
pretty pass when he must even dream of rohigning hecausp' 
a man wliom he despised would liaunt his house, and 
absoih thj company of his wife, when, moreover, he*-', 
could not even think of a remedy lor such a state of thingjs.';^ 




'without falling back dismayed from the certainty of 
,.J^itty’s temper,—Kitty’s wild and furious temiier. 

For during the last fortnight, as it seemed to Ashe, all 
the winds of tempest had been blowing through his house. 
Himself, the servants, even TMargaiet, even the child,-- 
had all suffered. Ifo aKo luid lost Ids Iciuper several 
'times,—such a thing had hcarcely happened (o him since 
'his childhood He thought of it as of a kind of physical 
stain or weakness. To kcej) aiii even and stoical 
mind, to laugh whore one could not eoiujiicM',- this had 
always seemed to linn the liist condition of decent 
existence. And now to be wnangling over an expendi¬ 
ture, ail engagement, a lettt'i, tlu' ineri'st nothing, whether 
it was a fine ilay or itw.'im’f,—could aii} thing be more 
petty, degrading, nitoleiablo ’ 

lie vowed that this should stop. Whateier liappened, 
ho and Kitt.y should not degeneiaUi into a paii ol mjoUIs, 
—besmiicli tin ii life with quaiiels as ugl'y as tl ey were 
silly. He W'ould wiostle w dli her,—his beloVLd, iii.ii ason- 
able, foolisli Kitty ; he ouglit of course to liavo done so 
’before. Hut it was imly within the last w'cek or so tlnit 
the horizon had suddenly darlwjiie.d the ilimg giowii 
serious. And now this beastly paragiaph' Hut after all, 
what did such garbage matter 1 It would of course he a 
comfort to thrasli the editor. Hut our modern life breeds 
such creature-.,—and they have to be borne 


Ho let himself into a silent house His hdters lav on 

V 

^he hall-table. Among them w^as j liandwritmg wdiich 
[sflrrested him He remembered, yet could uot put a name 
to it. Then he turned the envelope. »‘ll’m, Hady 
Grosville ! ' He lead it, standing there, then tlu’ust it 
info his pocket, thinking angrily that theie seenn <1 to be 
Si good many fools in this world who occupied themselves 
-5Hth other people’s busmess. Exaggeration ot course. 
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damnable parti pris I When did she ever see Kitty 
except with a jaundiced eye ? ‘ I wonder Kitty conde¬ 
scends to go to tlie woman's house ! She must know that 
everything she do(3s is seen there cn noir. Pharisaical, 
nariow-minded Philistines! ’ 

The letter acted as a tonic. Ashe \tas positively 
grateful to the ‘ old gorgon ’ who wrote it. Ho ran 
upstairs, his pulses tingling in defence of Kitty. He 
would show Ijady Gi osville that she could not write to 
him, at any j'al in lliat strain witl\ impunily. 

lie took a candlii from the landing, and opened his 
■wife’s door in order pass through her room to his own. 
As lie did so, ho ran against Kitty’s maid, Blanclie, who 
was coming out She shiank back as she saw liiin, but 
not before the light of liis candle had shone full upon 
iier. Her face was disliguied with teais, v.hicli were, 
indeed, still running down her cheeks. 

‘ Wliy, Blanche I ’ he siul, standing still,-- then in tlio 
kind voice wliioh endoarc(i him to the soivants,—‘I am 
afraid your lirothcr is worse ’ 

For tlie poor bi other in hospital had passed through 
many vicissitudes since Ids operation, and the liitlo 
maid’s spirits had fluctuated accoidingly. 

‘Oh no sir, no -.ir' ’ said Blanclie, diving her eyes, 
and retreating into the shadows c'f tlie lOom vhere only 
a faint llarno cf gas was burning - ‘ \ I’s not th.i.i, sir, lliank 
you. I was just putting away ''or ladyship’s things,’ 
she said, incoii'ioqueii'ly, looking round tlie room. 

' That "was hardly w'hat caused the tears, was it ? ’ 
said Ashe, smiling. ‘ Is theie anytlung in ■whicli Lady 
Kitty, or I coLtld help jou ? ’ ^ 

Tlie girl—wdio had always seemed lo him on excellent 
terms with Kitts -gave a sudden sob. 

‘Thank you, sir,-—I’ve just gisen her ladyship 
warning.' 
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‘ Indeed ? ’ said Ashe, gravely. ‘ I’m sorry for that. 
I thought you got on here very well.' 

‘ I used to, sir. But this last few weeks there’s 
nothing pleases her ladysliip. You can’t do anything 
right. I’m sure I've woiked my hands oil. But 1 can’t 
do any more. Perhaps her ladyship will find someone 
else to suit her better.’ 

‘ Didn’t her ladyship tiy to persuade you to stay ? ’ 

‘ Yes—but—I gave warning once l^efore—and then I 
stayed. And it’s no good. It seems as if you must do 
wrong. And I don’t sleep, sir. It gets on your nerves so. 
But I didn’t mean to complain. Good-mgbt, sir.' 

‘Good-night. Don’t sit up foi }our iinstioss. You 
look tiled out. I’ll lielp Inn,' 

‘ Thank you, sir,’ said tlio maid, in a depressed voice, 
and went. 

Half an hour Liter, Ashe mounted the staircase of a 
well-known house in Piccadilly. TJic e-veiiing party was 
beginning to thin, but in a side drawdng-ioom a lino 
Austrian band was playing Stiauss and some of tlio 
intimates of the houho W'cro dancing. 

Ashe at once iicrceivcd his wife. She w'as dancing 
witli a clover Cambridge lad, a cousin of IMadeleine Alcot’s, 
,who Jiad long bien one of lier adoreis And so cliarming 
was the spectacle, so exhilarating were ihe youtli and 
beauty of the pair, that Ashe pie&e'itly suspected what 
was indeed the truth, that most of (ho poisons gathering 
in the room were there to W'atch Kit'y dance, lather than 
to dance themselves, ile himself watelicd lier, though 
he professed to bo talking to liis liosless, a woman of 
middle ago, with honest eyes, and a bro^^' of command. 

‘It IS a delight to see Lady Kitty dance,’ hi'- : said to 
him, smiling. ‘ But she is tired. 1 au. sure olie wants 
the country.' 

p 
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* Like my boy,’ said Ashe. ‘ 1 wish to goodness they’d 
both go.' 

‘ Oh ! I know it’s hard to leave the husband toiling in. 
town!' said his companion, who as the daughter, wife, 
and motlier of politicians, had had a long experience of 
otlicial life. 

Ashe glanced at her—at her face moulded by kind and 
scrupulous living—with a sudden relief from tension. 
Clearly no gossip had reached her. He lingered beside 
her, for the sheer pleasure of talking to her. But their 
tete-d-iele . soon interiuptcd by the apiiroiich of Lady 
Parliam, with adaugli'or,—a slim and silent girl, to whom, 
It was whispere<l, her nother was giving ‘ a last chance ’ 
this season, hefoie sending her into the country as a 
failure, and bringing out her younger sister. 

Lady Parham gieeted the hostess with effusion. It 
was a rich house, and IIk'sc small infoirnal dances were 
said to be moio helpful to matrimonial development than 
larger aff.iirs. Then she perceived Aslie, and her whole 
manner changed. There was a very evident bristling, 
and she g.ive him a greeting delibei aiely careless. 

‘ Confound the woman * ’ thought Ashe, and liis own 
pride rose. 

‘ Working as hard as usual, Lady Parham ' he asked 
her, witli a smile. 

‘ If you like to put it so,’ was I he stiff roph . ‘ There 

is of coui-se a good deal of going oi- 

‘ I hope, if I may say so, you don’t allow Jjord Parham 
to do too much of it. 

‘ Lord Parham never was better in his life,’ said Lord 
Parham’s spouse, with the air of putting down an imper- 

‘ That's good news. I must say when I saw him this 
afternoon 1 thought ho seemed to be feeling his work- 
a good deal ’ 
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‘ Oh! he’s worried,’ said Lady Parham sharply— 
'‘worried about a good many tilings.’ She turned sud¬ 
denly, and looked at her companion,—an insolent and 
deliberate look. 

‘ Ah ! that’s whore the wives come in ^ ' replied Ashe, 
unperturbed. ‘ Look at Mrs. Loraine. She has th(‘ art 
to perfection—hasn’t she ? The way she cushions Loraine 
, is something wonderful to sec.’ 

Lady Parham flushed angrily. The suggested compari¬ 
son between herself, and that incessant rattle and Idare of 
social event through which she dragged her husband, 
conducting thereby a vulgai campaign of her own, as 
arduous as his, and far more iiinhitious,— and the wavs and 
character of gentle Mrs. Loiaine, absorbed in the man site 
adored, scattcibniiiied and absent-niiiuled towards the rest 
of the world, but for him all eyes and eais, an angel of 
shelter and protection • — tliis did not now' leach the Pnme 
Minister's wile for Ihe first time. Hut she had no oppor¬ 
tunity to launch a rctori, even supposing she had one 
ready, foi (he music ceased, and the tide of dancers surged 
towaids the doors It brouglit Kitty abruptly face to face 
with Lady Paiham. 

‘ Oh ' how d’you do ? ’ said Kitty, in a tone T-hat was 
already an offence, and she held out a small hand with an 
indescriliafily regal air. 

Lady Parham just touched it, glanced at the owner 
from top to toe, and walked away. Kitty slipjied in 
beside Ashe for a ruoriient, with h. ■ back to the w’all,--- 
laughing and breathless. 

‘ 1 say, Kitty,' said Ashe, bending over her and speaking 
-.in her small car, ‘ 1 thought Lady Parham was eternally 
obliged to us. What's wrong with her ’ 

‘ Only that I can’t stand her,’ said Kitty, ‘ What’s 
the good of trying?’ She looked up, a flame vf mutiny 
in her cheeks. 
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‘ What, indeed ?' said Ashe, feeling as reckless as she. 
‘ Her manners are beyond the bounds. But look here* 
Kitty—don’t you think you’ll come home ? You know 
you do look uncommonly tired.’ 

Kitty frowned. 

‘ Home ? Why, I'm only just beginning to enjoy my¬ 
self ! Take me into the cool, please,’ she said to the boy 
who had been dancing with her, and who still hovered 
near, in case his ,divinity might allow him yet a few 
more mimit(3S. But as she put out her hand to take his 
arm, Ashe ba\\ her waver, and look suddenly acioss tlio 
room. 

A gioup parted - lat liad been clustering round a 
farther door, and Ashe perceived Cliffe, leaning against 
the doorway \Mth his arms crossed. lie was sur¬ 
rounded by pietty women, with whom he seemed to be 
carrying on a bantering warfare. Involuntarily Ashe 
watched for the recognition between him and Kitty. Did 
Kitty's lips move ?—was tlierc a signal? If so, ic passed 
like a llisli; Kitty liuiricd away, and Adio was left, 
haughtily fuiious with liirnself that, for the first time in 
his life, lie had played the spy. 

Ho turned, in Ins discomfort, to leave tlie dancing- 
room, He Imnsolf enjoyed society frankly enough. 
Especially since hi^ maniage had he nmnu the com¬ 
panionship of agreeable women 'lelightfuh He went 
instinctively to seek id, and drive c- it this nonstuise from 
his mind. Just inside the larger drawing-room, liowever, 
ho came acioss Mary Lyster, sitting in a corner apparently 
alone. Mary greeted him, but with an evident coldness. 
Her inaniior brought back all the preoccupations of his 
walk from the House. In spite of her binall coidiality, ho 
sat down beside her, wondering with a vicarious compunc¬ 
tion at wli.iD point her fortunes might be, and how Kitty’s 
proceedings might liave already affected them. But he 



THREE YEARS AFTER 


213 

had not yet sucoecded in thawing her when a voice 
behind him said: 

‘ This is my dance, I think, Miss Lyster Where shall 
we sit it out ? ’ 

Ashe moved at onoo. Mary looked up, hesitated visibly, 
then rose and took GoofFrey Cliffe’s arm. 

‘ Just read your remarks this evening,’ said Cliffe to 
Ashe. ‘ Well, now I suppose to morrow w’ill see your 
shipinpmt?’ * 

For 1 ^ was reasonably expected tb.at the morrow would 
see the American Agreemeiit ratified, by a substantial 
Ministerial majority. 

‘ Certainly. But you may at least reflect that you 
have lost us a deal of time.’ 

‘ And now you slay us,’ said Cliffe. ‘ Ah ! well— (Juice 
ct decorum esf,” etcetera.’ 

‘Don’t imagine that \oil’ll get many of the honouis 
of martyrdom,’ laughed Aslie, —in Cliffe’s eyes an 
offensive and triumphant figure, as be leant carelessly 
upon a marl>le pedestal that carried a bust of Horace 
Walpole. 

‘ Why ? ’ Cliffe’s hand had gone instinctively to his 
moustache. Mary had dropped his arm, and now stood 
quietly beside him,—pale, and somewhat jaded, her fine 
eves travelling between the speakers. 

‘Why*^ Because the heresies have no martyis. The 
halo is for the true Chinch ’ ’ 

‘ H’m ! ’ said Clifle, with a reflect' vo sneer. ‘ I suppose 
you n.ean for the successful ? ’ 

‘Do I?’ said Ashe, with nonchalance. ‘Aren’t the 
true Church the people who are justified by the event ^ ’ 

‘ The orthodox like to think so,’ said Cliffe. ‘ But the 
heretics have a way of coming out top ’ 

‘ Does that mean you chaps are going to win at the 
next election? I devoutly hope you may !—7cc’rc all as 
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stale as ditchwater,—and as for places, anybody’s 
welcome to mine ! ’ And so saying, Ashe lounged away, ^ 
attracted by the bow and smile of a pretty Frenchwoman, 
with whom it was always agreeable to chat. 

‘ Ashe trifles it as usual,’ said Cliffe, as he and Mary 
forced a passage into one of the smaller rooms. ‘ Is 
there anything in the world that he really cares about? ’ 

Llary looked at him with a start. It was almost on 
her lips to say ‘ Yes? ’—his wife.’ She only just succeeded ■ 
in driving the v ordr? liack. 

‘ His not caring is a pretence,' she said. ‘ At least 
Lady Tranmorc tliinks o. She believes that he is becoming 
absorbed in politics,-much more ambitious than she ever 
thought he would bo.’ 

‘ That’s the way of motheis,’ said Cliffe, with a, 
sarcastic lip ‘ They have got to make the best of their 
sons. Tell me—what you are going to do this summer.' 

He bad thrown one arm round the back of a chair, 
and sat looking down upon her, his colourless fair hair 
falling thick upon his brow, and giving by contrast a 
strange inhuman force to the daik and singular eyes 
beneath. He had a way of commanding a woman’s 
attention by flashes of bi-usquene, melting when he chose 
into a homage that had m it the note of an olner world, 
a world that had still leisure for passion and jts refine¬ 
ments, a world still within sight of that otner which 
had produced tlie Carte de Tend re. Perhaps it was this, 
combined wnth the virihties, not to bo questioned, of his 
aspect, the signs of hard physical endurance in the face 
burnt by desert suns, and the suggestions of a frame too 
lean and gaunt'for drawing-rooms, that gave him his spell 
and preserved it. 

Mary’s convert-ation with him consisted at first of 
much cool fencing on her part, which gradually slipped 
back, as he intended it should, into some of the tones 
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ot intimacy. Each meanwhile ^vas conscious of a secret 
range of thoughts,—hers concerned with the effort and 
struggle, the bitter disappointments and disillusions of 
the past six weeks, -- and his with tlie schemes he had 
cherished in the East and on the way home, of marrying 
Mary Lyster, or more coriectly, Mary Lyster’s money, 
and so resigning himself to the inevitable boreiloms of an 
English existence. For her the mental horizon was full 
of Kitty,—Kitty in.solent, Kitty triuinphant. For liim 
too Kitty made the background of tliouglil, -environed, 
however, wuh clouds of indecision and resistance, that 
would have raised happiness in Msuy lould she have 
divined them 

For ho was now not oa^.v to capture There had been 
enough and moie than enough of v/oinen in his life The 
game of politics must someliow j'cplace them liencofortli, -- 
if indeed anything w'erc still worth while, except the long 
day in the saddle, and the dawn of new rnoriimgs in un¬ 
trodden lands. 

Mingled, all those, with hot dislike of Ashe, with the 
fascination of Kilty, and a kind of venomous jdcasure in 
the commotion produced by his puismt of her, inter¬ 
penetrated moreover, through and ihiough, with the 
memory of his one true feeling, anil of the woman w’ho 
had died, alienated from and despising him He and 
Marv passed a profitless half-hour. He w^'uild have lilted 
to propitiate her, but he h.ad no ration \\hat }u‘ sliould 
do with the propili.ation, if it were loaoliod He \\ anted 
her money, but he tvas beginning to loel, wirh restlessiu'ss, 
that he could not pay the cost. Tlio jioct in him W'as 
still strong, crossed though it weie by tlioadventurer. 

He took hei back lo the dancing-ioom. Mary walked 
beside him with a dull fierce sense of wrong It was 
Kitty of course who had done it,- -Kil!,_^ who luwl taken 
him away from her. 
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‘ Tliat’s finished/ said Cliffc to himself -with a long 
breath of relief, as he delivered her into the hands of her 
partner. ‘ Now for the other ! ’ 

Thenceforward, no one saw Kitty and no one danced 
with her. She spent her time in beflowered corners, or 
remote drawing-rooms, with Geoffrey Cliffe. Ashe heard 
her voice in the distance once or tw’ice, answering a voice 
ho detested; he looked into the siipper-room with a lady 
on his arm, and across it ho saw Kitty, ^^i^h her white 
cll)OW on therahie, ard her hand propping a face that was 
tiirnod,—half mockin' and yet wholly alisoihed—to 
Cliffo. JJe saw her flicking across vistas, or disappearing 
through far doorways, hut always with that sinister figure 
in' attendance. 

TIis mind was divided between a secret furv, roused in 
him by the pride of a man of high hirtli and position, who 
lias always had the world at command, and now sees an 
impertinence offered him wliicli he does not know how^ to 
punish—and a mood of nony. Clilfc’s persecution of 
Kitty wac a piece of confounded had manneis. But to 
look at it with the round hypocritical eyes some of these 
people were bringing to bear on it was really too much 1 
Jjct them look to ihcii' own afl’airs—they needed it. 

At last the party biokc up. K.i5,ty toin.lied h’m on the 
shoulder as he "was standing on t' e stairs, .apparently 
absoibed in a teasing skn mish w’lth a '■•harming child in her 
first season, who thought him the most delightful of men. 

‘ I’m ready, William.’ 

Tie turned sharply, and saw that she was alone. 

‘ C>ime along, then ! In five rrnnutos more I should 
have been asleep on tlie stairs.’ 

Tliey dcscende'l Kitty went for her cloak. Ashe 
sent for the carriage As he was standing on the steps 
Cliffo pushed past him, and called for a hansom. It 
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came in the rear of two or three caiTiages already under 
the portico. He ran along the pavement and jumped in. 
The doors were just being shut by the linkman, when a 
little figure in a white cloak flew down tlie steps of the 
house, and lield up a hand to the driver of the liansom. 

‘Do you see that?’ said Lady Parham in a voice of 
suppressed but contemptuous amazement, as she turned 
to Mary Lyster, who was driving home with her. ‘ Call 
my carriage, please! ’ she said imper?ously to one of tho 
footmen at the door. Her cairiage, as it happened, was 
immediately behind tho hansom ; but the hansom coiiJd 
not move because of tho small lady who had jumped 
upon tho stop, and was leaning eagerly forwards. 

There w^as a clamour of shouting voices : ‘Move on ; 
cabby I move on ! ’ ‘ Stand clear, ma’am, jflease,' said the 
driver, while ClifTo opened the door of the cah, and seemed 
about to jump dow'ii again. 

‘Who is It?’ said an impatient judge behind Lady 
Parham. ‘ W'hat's tho matter ? ’ 

Lady Parham sliruggcd her shoulders. 

'It's Lady Kiily Aslie,’ whispered the dAhatanlc, who 
was the judge’s daughter, 'talking ^o Mr. ClilTc. Isn’t 
she pretty ? ’ 

A sudden silence fell upon tho gionp in tho porch. 
Kilty’s high clear laugh seemed to i-ing back into tho 
house. Then Ashe ran down the steps 

‘Kitty, don’t stop the way.’ He pcicmploiily drew 
her back. 

Gliffo raised his hat, fell hack into the hansom, and 
the man w^hipiicd up his horse. 

Kitty came hack to the outer hall wdth Ashe. Her 
cheeks had a rose flush, her wild eyes laughed at tho 
crowd on the steps, without really seeing them 

‘ Are you going wnth Ijady Parham ' she said absently 
to Mary L^stei. 
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‘ Yes.’ ^ : 

Kitty looked up, and Ashe saw tho two faces as she 
and Mary confronted each other, — the contempt in 
Mary’s, the startled wrath in Kitty’s. 

‘ Come, Miss Lyster ! ’ said Lady Parham, and pushing 
past the Ashes without a good-night, she hurried to her 
carriage, drawing up the glass with a hasty liand, though 
the night was balmy. 

For a few moments none of those left on the steps 
spoke, except lo fret in undertones for im absent carnage. 
Then Ashe saw his o’.\n groom, and stoimed at him for 
delay. In another m ante he and Kitty wore in the 
caniage, and the figuics under the porch dropped out of 
sight. 


‘ Better not do that again, Kitty, I think,’ said Ashe. 

Kitty glanced at him But botli voice and manner 
were as usual ‘ Why shouldn’t 1 ’ she said haughtily ; 
—he saw iliat she had giovn very white. ‘ I w'as telling 
Geoffrey where to find me ai Lord’s.’ 

Aslie winced at the ‘ Arcbangelism ’ of the Christian 
name. 

‘You kept Lad} Parham waiting.’ 

‘What docs thar. matter*’’ said Kitty with an angry 
laugh. 

‘And you did Cliffe too mud honour,’ said Ashe. 
‘It’s the men who sliould stand « u the btcpi«-not the 
w'omen t' 

Kitty sat erect, ‘ What do you mean’ she said in 
a low menacing voice 

‘ Ju^t what 1 say,’ was the laugliing reply. 

Kitty threw hoi self back in her corner, and could not 
be induced to open her lip^ or look at her companion till 
they reached home. 

On the landing, however, outside her bedroom, she 
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turned and said, ‘ Don’t, please^, say impertinent things to 
me again!' And drawn up to her full height, the most 
childish and obstinate of tragedy queens, she swept into 
her room. 

Ashe went into his dressing-i*oom And almost im¬ 
mediately afterwards he heard the key turn in the lock 
which separated his room from Kitty’s. 

For the first time since their marriage > He threw 
himself on his bed, and p.iss('d scJme sleepless hours. 
Then fatigue had its way. When he awoke, there was a 
grey dawn in the looin, and he was conscious of some¬ 
thing piesRing against his hed. Half-asleep he raised 
himsedf, and saw Kitty, m a long wliito dressing-gown, 
sitting curled up on tlic floor, oi latlier on a pillow, her 
head resting on the edge of tlie bed In a glass opposite 
he saw the languid grace of her slight form, and the cloud 
of her hair 

‘Kitty!'—he tried to shake himself into full con¬ 
sciousness- ‘ do go to bed 1' 

* Lie down! ’ said Kitty—lifting her arm and pressing 
him down—‘and don't say an)thing I shall go to 
sleep.’ 

lie lay down obediently rresenily he felt that her 
cheek was resting on one of his hands, and in his semi¬ 
consciousness he laid the other on her hair. Then they 
both fell asleep 

His dreams were a medley of the fancy hall, and of 

t/ 

some pageant scene in whicli Iris rod Cores apjiearod, and 
there was a rustic dance of maidens and shepherds. Then 
a murmur as of thunder ran through the scene, followed 
by darkness. He half woke, in a hot iistiess, but the 
soft cheek was still there, his hand still felt the silky 
curls,—and sleep recaptured him. 
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CHAPTER XII 

t 

When Ashe \voke up in earnest, he was alone. IIo 
sprang up in boil, ana looked round the darkened room, 
ashamed of his long ;'ocp; but there was no sign of 
Kitty. 

After dressing, he knocked as usual at Kitty’s door. 

‘ Oh! come in,’ cried Kitty’s lightest voice. ‘ Margaret’s 
here, but if you don’t mind her, she won’t mind j'ou.’ 

Ashe cnteied. Kitty, as was her wont four days out 
of the seven, was lireakfasling in lietl. Maigaret French 
was beside her Avith a batch of notes, mostly bills and un¬ 
answered invitations, with which she w'as trying to make 
Kitty cope. 

' Excuse mo, Mr. Ashe,’ Margaret lifted a smiling face. 
‘ 1 had to be out on business for my brother all day, so 
I thouglit I’d come early and remind Kit'y of some of 
these tiresome things while there was still a chance of 
finding her.’ 

‘ I don’t knOAv wdiy Guardian Angels excuse them¬ 
selves,’ said Aslie as tiicy shook hands. 

‘ Oh dear, what a lot of them theic are ! ’ said Kitty, 
tossing over the notes with a boreal air. ‘ Refuse them 
all, Tilaijgaret; Ihn tired to death o'" dining out.’ 

‘Not all, I think,’pleaded IVlaigarct, ‘Hero’s that 
nice wminan—von i t member—who wanted to thank Mr. 
Ashe for what he’d done for her son. You promised to 
dine with her.' 
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* Did I ? ' Kitty wriggled with annoyance. ‘ Well then, 
I suppose we must. What did William do for her? 
When I ask him to do sometliing for the nicest boys in 
the world, he won’t lift a linger.’ 

‘I gave him some introductions in Beilin,’ laughed 
Ashe. ‘What you generally want me to do, Kitty, is to 
staff the public service with good-looking idiots. And 
there I really can't oblige you.’ 

‘ Everyone knows that corruption gets the best men,’ 
said Kitty. ‘ Hullo, what’s that ? ’ and slie lifted a dinner- 
card and looked at it strangely. 

‘My dear Kitty! when did it come?’ exclaimed 
Margaret Eiencli m dismay. 

It was a dinner-caid, whereby Lortl and Lady Par- 
barn requested the honour of Mi. and Lady Kitty Aslie’s 
company at dinner, on a date somowheio within the hist 
week of J uly. 

Ashe beni ovei to look at it. 

‘ I think that camo ten days ago,' he said quietly. ‘ I 
imagined Kitty accepted it.’ 

‘ I never thoiiglit of it from that day to tills,’ said 
Kitt}', who had clasped her hands behind lior head, and 
was staring at the ceiling. ‘Ray, pleas'^, that’—she 
spaced out the woids deliheiately—‘ Mi. and Lady Kitty 
Ashe—are iirable to accept—Loid and Lady Paiham’s 
invitation—&c. ' 

‘ [Citty f ’ said Margaret fnmly, ‘ there must be a “le- 
gret ” and a “ kind.” Think!—te i days ! The iiarty is 
next w'fjek! ’ 

‘No “ rcgi et,”--and no “kind”!' said Kitty, still 
staring overhead. ‘ It’s my affair pk ase,,MiU’garet, alto¬ 
gether. And I’ll see the note before it goes, or you’ll be 
putting in civilities ’ 

Margaret, in despair, looked oiitieatiugly at Ashe. He 
and she had often conspired before this to soften down 
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Kitty's enormities. But he said nothing,—made npt the 
smallest sign. 

With dilFieulty IMargai'et got a few more directions out 
of Kitty, over whom a shade of soinhre taciturnity had 
now fallen. Then, saying she would write the notes 
downstairs and come back, she gathered up her basket¬ 
ful of letters and departed. 

j's soon as slio was alone with Ashe, Kitty took up a 
novel beside her, and pretended to bo absorbed in it. 

Jfe hohita-ed a inonient, then he stooped over her and 
took lier hand 

‘ Why did you con e in to visit me, Kitty '>' he said in 
a low voice. 

‘ I don t know,’ was her indifterent reply, and her 
hand jnilled itself away, —though not with violence. 

‘ I wislil could understand you, Kitty.’ His tone was 
not quite steady 

‘ W'oll, I don’t understand myscll'' ’ said Kitty shoitiy, 
reaching out for a hunch of loscs that Margaret had just 
brought hei, and bui ying hei’ face among them. 

‘Perhaps, if you submitted the pioblein to me,’said 
Ashe, laughing, ‘ wo might be able ro th’’esh it out to¬ 
gether ! ’ 

Ho folded his ar.ns and leant against the foot of the 
bed, delighting his o\OS witVi the vision of hei amid the 
folds of muslin and Lue, and all th costly rei. emeius of 
pillow and coverlet with which she ]ike<l to surround 
liorself at that hour of the morning. She might have 
been a Piench princess of the old iV^gimo, receiving her ^ 
court. 

Kitty sliook^^hoi head. The ro ^es fell idly from her 
hand, find made bright patches of blush pink about her. 
Ashe "went on,— 

‘ Anyway, dear,—don’t give silly tongues too good a 
handle 1' 



'" . tKIiEE YEAftS AFTE'ri ’ ' 


323 


He threw her a gay comrade’s look, as though to say 
. that they both knew the folly of the world, but ho perhaps 
the better, as he was the elder. 

‘ You rneiin ’—said Kitty, calmly,—‘ that I am not to 
talk so much to Geoffrey Ghflc ’ ’ 

‘ Is he worth it ’ said Aslie—‘ that’s what I want to 
know,—worth the fuss that some people make ?’ 

‘ It's the fuss and the people that drive one on,’ said 
Kitty under her breath. , 

‘ You flatter them too inuchi, dsirling ! Do you think 
you were quite kind to me lasi night?—lei’s put it that 
way. I looked a preciou-. fool, you know, standing *on 
those steps, w'hile you werct keeping old Mothei Parham 
and the whole show waiting > ’ 

She looked at him a mornont in silence, at liis height¬ 
ened colour, and insistent eyes. 

‘I can’t think what made you many me,’ she -^aid 
slowly. 

Ashe laughed, and came nearer. 

‘And T can’t think,’ he said in a lower voice—‘what 
made you come -if you weren’t a little hit soiiy—and 
lean your dear head against in(‘ like that, last night.’ 

‘I wasn’t soiry,—1 couldn't sle<‘p,’ W'as her quick 
reply, while her eyes stiove to keep up their war wuth 
bis. 

A knock was heard at the door. Ashe moved hastily 
away. Kitty’s maid entered. 

‘ I was to tell you, sir, that yoiu lireakfast was ready. 
And Lady Traninore’s servant has lirought this note.’ 

Ashe took it and thrust it into Ins pocket 

‘ Get my things le.ady, please,’ said Kitty to her maid. 
Ashe felt himself dismissed and went. 

‘As soon as he was gone, Kitty sprang out of bed, 
threw on a dressing-gown, and ran across h) J^lanche, \sho 
was bending over a chest of drawers. ‘ Why did you say 
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those foolish things to me yesterday ?' she demanded, 
taking the girl impetuously by the arm, and so startling 
her (hat she nearly dropped the clothes she held. 

‘ They weren’t foolish, my lady,’ said Blanche, sullenly, 
with averted eyes. 

‘ Tliey were! ’ ciied Kitty—‘ Of course, I’m a vixen— 
I always w'as. But you know, Blanche, I’m not always 
as b.^d as I have been lately. Very soon I shall be quite 
charming again—you’ll sec ! ’ 

‘ I daresji.y, niy lady,’ Blanche went on sorting and 
arranging Ihe limjem. she had taken out of the draw^or. 

Kitty sat down bt -de her, nuisiiig a bare foot which 
W'as ciosstid over the OLlier. 

‘ You know how I abused you about my hair, Blanche? 
Well, Mrs. Alcot said that very night, she never saw it so 
well done. She tliought it must be Pieirehttc’s best man. 
Wasn’t It hellish of me I knew quite well you’d done it 
beautifully.’ 

The maid said nothing But a tear fell on one of 
Kitty’s nightdresses. 

‘And you remember the green gaiibaldi?—last week? 
I just loathed it—because you’d forgotten that little black 
rosette.’ 

‘ No ! ’—said Blanche looking iqj—‘ \our ladyship had 
never oidercd it.’ 

‘I did—[ did t But novel- rnnid. Two of .ny friends 
have wanted to copy it, Blanche. Tney wouldn’t believe 
it 'W’.x.s done by ji m-nd. They said it had such style. 
One of them would engage you, to-iiionow, if you really 
want to go-’ 

A siloDoe. / 

‘ J^ut you won’t go, Blaiichie, will you ? ’ said Kitty’.s - 
silver voice. ‘ I'm a horrid fiend, but 1 did got Mr. Ashe 
to help your young man—and I did care about your poor 
brother—and—and—’ she stroked the girl’s arm—‘ I do 
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jfeok rather nice when I’m dressed, doh’t I ? You wouldn’t 
> like a great gawk to dress, would you ? ’ 

‘ I’m sure 1 don’t want to leave your ladyship ’—said 

the girl, choking. ‘ But I can't have no more-' 

‘ No more ructions ? ’ said Kitty meditating. ‘ H'm, of 
course that’s sei ious,—because I’m made so. Well, now 
look lierc, Blanchio, you won’t give me warning again for 
a fortnight ? wliatever I do,—mind. And if by then, I'm 
past praying for, you may. And I’ll ?mport a Eussi.in— 
or a Clioctaw, --who won’t uiKlerstand when I call her 
names. Fs that a bargain, Blanchie? ' 

The maid hesitated. 

‘Just a fortnight!’ sai«l Kitty in her most seductive 
tones. 

‘ Very well, my lady.’ 

Kitty jumped up, waltzed I’oiind the room, the white 
silk skirts of tier dressing-gown lioating fai' and Wide, 
then thrust her feet into her slippers, and began to dross' 
as though nothing liad happened. 


But when Jier toilette ^\a3 accomplished, Kitty, liaving 
dismissed her maid, sat for some time in front of her 
mirror in a brown study. 

‘ What IS the matter with me V ’ she thouglit. ‘ William 
is an angel, aiul I love him And I can’t do what ho 
wants—I can't ’ ' She drew a long troubled bie,i,th. Tlio 
,iips of the face reflected in Uie glass \vore diy and coloui- 
Iqss, the eyes had a strange sin inking expression. 
‘Eeoplo arc possessed—I know they are. They can’t 
help themselves. I began this to punish Mary,—and now 
—when I don’t see Geoffrey, everything la odious, and 
dreary. I can’t care for anything. Of course J ought to 
care for William’s politics. I expect I’ve done him 
;]harm—I know I have. What’s wrong with me ? ’ 

' , But suddenly, in the very midst of her self-examiua- 
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tion the emotion and excitement that she had felt of late 
in her long conversations with Cliffe returned upon her, 
filling her at once with poignant memory and a keen 
expectation to which she yielded herself as a wild sea¬ 
bird to the rocking of the sea. They had started,—those 
conversations—fi’om her attempt to penetrate the secret 
liistory of the man whose poems had failed her with a 
thrilling sense of feelings and passions beyond her ken, 
—untrodden regions, full no doubt of shadow and of 
poison, but infanitcly alluring to one whose nature 
was best summed up in the t^^o words curiosity and 
daring She had i )t found it quite easy. Clifife, as wo 
know, iiad resented the levity of her first attempt. But 
when she renewed it, more seriously and sweetly, com¬ 
bining witli it a number of subtle flatteries, the flattery 
of her beauty and her position, of the private interest 
she could not help showing in the man who was her 
husband’s public antagonist, and of an admiration for his 
poems which was not su much mere praise as an actual 
covetous sharing in them, a making their ideas and their 
music her own,—Clifle could not in the end resist her. 
After all, mo far, she only asked him to talk of himself, and 
for a man of his type the process is the very breath of' 
his being, the stimulus and liberation of all Ins powers. 

So that, before they knew, they were in the midst of 
the mobt burning subjects of buman discusbion,— at first 
in a inannei- comparatively veiled and genoial, then with' 
the sharpest perse nal reference to ClilTc’s own stojy, 
as the intimacy between them grew'. Jealousy, suffer¬ 
ing, the ‘hard cases’ of passion,—why men are selfish, 
and exacting, why women mislej,d and torment,—the ugly, 
waste and crudity of death,—it wu.*? among these great 
themes they found themselves. Death above all,—it was 
to a thought of death that Cliffo’s harsh face owed its’ 
chief spell iieihaps in Kitty’s eyes. A woman had died,^ 
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for lovo of him, crushed by his jealousy and her own 
self-scorn. So Kitty had been told ; and Clifife’s tortured 
vanity would not deny it. How could she have cared so 
much ? That was the puzzle. 

But this vicarious relation had now passed into a 
relation of her own. Cliffe was to Kitty a problem,— 
and a problem which, beyond a certain point, defied 
hoi'. The element of sex of course entered in, but 
only as intensifying the conlrastS and ra^slerics of 
imagination. And he made her feel these contrasts and 
mysteries, as she had never yet felt them , and so he 
enlarged the world for lu'r, ho plunged her, if only 
' by contact with liis own latter and irritable genius, 
into new regions of sentiment and feeling. For, in 
spite of the vulgar elements 111 him, there were also 
elements of genius. The man was a poet and a thinker, 
though he were at the same time, in some, son^e, an 
adventurer. IJis mind was stored with eloquent and 
beautiful imagery, the poetry of others, and poetry of 
his own. He could pursue the meanest ponsonal obji'cts 
in an unscrupulous way; but he had none the less 
passed through a wt^allh of tragic eircuinstance, he had 
been face to face with his own soul in the wilds of the 
eai’th; he had met every sort of jiliysical danger with 
contempt; and his airogaiit impeiious tcmpei was of iho 
kind whicli attracts many women, especiallj' perhaps 
women physically small, and infi llectually fearless, like 
Kitty, who feel m it a cliallcngo tr their power and their 
ohaim. 

His society then had in the^o six weeks become, for 
Kitty, a passion,—a passion of the im.jgination. For 
the man himself, she would probably liave said that she 
felt mo''e repulsion than anj'thing else. But 11 w.is a re¬ 
pulsion that held her, because of the constant sense of 
Ve-action, of ou-riishing life, which it excited in herself. 

/ ' y 2 
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Add to these, the elements of mischief and defiance In 
the situation, the snatching him from Mary, her enemy" 
and slanderer, the defiance of Lady Grosville and all 
other hypocritical tyrants, the pride of dragging at her 
chariot wheels a man whom most 2 >cople courted even 
when they loathed him, who enjoyed, moreover, an 
astonishing reputation abroad, esjpecially in that France 
which Kitty adored, as a kind of modern Byron, the only 
Englishman who could still display in public the ‘ pageant, 
of a bleeding heart, without making himself ridiculous,— 
and perhaps enough has lieen heaped together to explain 
the infatuation, that nov; like a wild spring gust on a ^ 
shining lake, was threatening to bring Kitty’s light bark 
into dangerous waters. 

‘I don’t care for him,’—she said to herself, as she sat 
thinking alone,—‘ but I must see him—I will ! And I 
will talk to him as I please, and where I please ’ ’ 

Her small frame stiffened under the obstinacy of her 
lesolution. .Ku^y’s will at a moment of this kind was a 
fatality,—so bL.ung was it, and so irrational. 


Meanwhile, doAnstairs, Ashe himself was wrestling, 
with another phase of the same situation. Lady Trau- 
more’s note had said,—‘ I shall bo witli you almost 
immediately after you receive this, ,is- 1 want . ' catch 
you before you go to the Foreign Oflict. ’ 

Accordingly, they were in the liluary, Vshe on the 
defensive, Lady Traumore nervous, embarrassed, and 
starting at a sound. Both of them watched the door. 
Both looked for and dreaded the advent of Kitty. 

‘ DearAVilliam ! ’ said his mother at last, stretching ; 
her hand across a small table which stood between 
them and laying it on her son’s— you’ll forgive me, 
won’t you?—even if I do seem to you prudish and^' 
absurd. But I am afraid—you vn{}ht to tell Kitty 



^ of‘^e" unkind things people are saying I" You know I’ve, 
:4 jbHed, and she wouldn't listen to me. And you ought to beg 
her—yes, William, indeed you ought!—not to give any 
further occasion for them.’ 

She looked at him anxiously, full of that timidity 
which haunts the deepest and tenderest affections. 
She had just given him to read a letter from Lady 
Grosville to herself. Ashe ran through it, then laid it 
down with a gesture of scorn. , 

‘ Kitty apparently enjoyeil a moonlight Avalk with 
Cliffe. Wliy shouldn’t she Lady Grosville thinks, the 
moon was made to sleep by, other people don’t.’ 

‘But William f —at night,—when everybody had 
gone to bed,—escaping from the house,--they two 
alone! ’ 

Lady Tranmore looked at him entreatingly as though 
driven to protest, and yet hating the sound of her owui 
words. 

Ashe laughed. Ho was smoking with an air so non¬ 
chalant that his mother’s heart sank. For she divined 
that criticism in the society around her which she was 
never allowed to hear. Was it true indeed that his natural 
indolence could not rouse itself even to the defence of a 
young wife’s reputation 

‘All the fault of the Grosvilles,’— said Ashe after a 
moment, lighting another cigarette,—‘ in shutting up their 
great heavy house and drawing th<iir great heavy curtains 
on a May night, when all reasonable people want to be 
out of doors. My dear mother, Avhat’s the good of pay¬ 
ing any attention to what people like Lady Grosville say 
of people like Kitty ? You might as well expect Deborah 
to hit it off with Ariel! ’ 

‘William,—don’t laugh’ ’ said his mother lu distress 
—* Geoffrey Cliffe is not a man to be irusied. i'ou and 
I know that of ©Id. He is a boaster, and-’ 
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. ' And a liar 1'—said Ashe, quietly. ‘ Oh! I know 
that I ’ 


‘ And yet he has this power over women,—one ought 
to look it in the face. William !—dearest William 1 ’— 
she leaned over and clasped his hand close in both hers 
—‘ do persuade Kitty to go away from London now—at 
once! ’ 

‘ Kit*y won’t go,’ said Ashe quietly. ‘ I am sorry, dear 
mother. I hate that .you should be worried. But there’s 
the fact. Kitty won’t go ! ’ 

‘ Then use youi- autlioiity,’ said Lady Traninore 

‘ I have none.’ 

‘ Williaiij' ’ Ashe rosj from his seat, and began to 
walk up and down. His aspect of competence and 
dignity, as of a man already accustomed to command, 
and destined to a high experience, had never been more 
marked than at the very moment of this helpless utter¬ 
ance. His mother looked at him witli mingled admira¬ 
tion and amazement. 

Presently ho paused beside her, 

‘ 1 should like you to understand me, mothei. I can¬ 
not figlit with Kitty. Before I asked her to marry me I 
made up my mind to tliat. I knew then and I know 
now tliat nothing but disaster could come of it. She 
must be free—and 1 shall not attempt to coerce he»‘.’ 

' Or to protect her l ’ cried his mother. 

‘As to that, J shall do what 1 can. l^ut J clearh fore¬ 
saw when we manied that we should scandalise a good 
many of the weaker brethren.’ 

He smiled, but as it seemed to his mothei, with some 
effort. ^ 

‘ William 1—as a public man-’ 

He interrupted hei. 

‘ If I can be both Kitty’s husband and a public man 
well and good. If not, then I shall be--’ 
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, * Kitty’s husband ? ’ cried Lady Tranmoro with an 

accent of bitterness, almost of sarcasm, of which she 
instantly repented her. She cliangod her tone. 

‘It is of course Kitty, first and foremost, who is con¬ 
cerned in your public position,’ she said more gently. 
‘ Dearest William—she is so young still—she probably 
doesn’t quite understand, in spite of her groat cleverness. 
But she does care,—she laiist care ;—and she ought to 
know what slight things may sometimes affect a man’s 
prospects and future in this country ’ 

Ashe said nothing. JIo turned on his heel and i q- 
sumed his pacing. Lady Traninore looked at him in 
. perplexity. 

‘ William, I heard a rumour last night-’ 

He held his cigarette suspended. 

‘Lord Crashaw told mo, that the resignations ^\ould 
certainly bo in the papers this W(3ek, and that the 
Ministry would go on—after a re-ari'angerneiit of posts. 
Is it true? ’ 

Ashe resumed liis cigarette. 

‘True,—as to the facts—so far as I know. As to the 
date. Lord Crashaw knows, I think, no more than I do. 
It may he this week, it may be next month.’ 

‘ Tlien I hear,- thank goodness i never see her,’ 
Eli'-^abeth weiit on reluctantly,—‘ that that dreadful 
woman Lady Parham is more infuiiiited than ever-’ 

‘ With Kitty ? Let hei be 1 It • eally doesn’t rnatfer 
an old shoe, either to Kitty or me ’ 

‘ She can be a most bitter eneni',, William. And she 
certainly influences fjord Parham.’ 

Ashe smoked and smiled. Lady Tranqiore saw that 
his pride too had been aroused, and that here he was 
likely to prove as obstinate as Kitty. 

‘ I wish I could get her out of my mind i she sighed. 

Ashe glanced at her kindly. 







* I dare say we shall hold our own. Xantlppe is 
beloved, and f don’t believe Parham will let her interf^i4^;\ 
with what he thinks best for the party. Will it pa}^ 
put me in the Cabinet or not ?—that’s W’hat he’ll ,- 
ask. I sliall be st)ongly backed too, by most of our 
papers.’ 

A number of thoughts van through Lady Tranmore’s 
brain. Witli lier long experience of London, she knew ' 
well what the sud%n lowering of a man’s ‘ consiiJeration ’ 

—to use a French word—at a critical moment, may mean. K 
A cooling of the general regard,—a breath of detraction . '• 
coming no one knows v hence,—and how soon new claims 
emerge, and the iiulispe isable of yesterday becomes the ^ 
negligeable of to-day ^ 

But even if she could have brought herself to put any 
of these anxieties into words, she h.id no opportunity. ' 
Kitty’s voice was in the hall, the handle tinned, and she 
ran in. 

‘ William ! Ah I—1 didn’t know mother was here.’ 

She went up to Elizabotli, and lightly kissed that lady’s 
cheek. 


‘ Good-morning. William, i just came to tell you that 
I may^ he late for dinner, so perhaps you had better dine 
at the House. 1 am going on tlie river.’ 

‘ Are you ? ’ said Ashe, gathering up his papers ' Wish 
I was.’ , 

‘ Are you going with the Crash-iws' party,' asked- 
Elizabeth. ‘ 1 know they have one.’ 

’ Oh dear no! ’ said Kitty. ‘ I hate a crowd on the 
liver. 1 am going with Geoffrey Cliffe.’ 

Ashe bent over his desk. Lady Tranmore’s eyebrows 
went up, and she could not restrain the word— • ^ <' 

‘Alone?’ ‘ - 

‘ Natitrellevieni I' laughed Kitty. ‘He reads 
French poetry—and we talk French. We let 
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*^'!^^Aloot' cbrao once, but her accent was so shocking that 

Oeofifrey wouldn’t have her again! ’ 

^ ■' ' Lady Tranmore flushed deeply. The ‘ Geoflfrey' 
' seemed to her intolerable. Kitty, arrayed in the fi’eshest 
of white gowns, walked away to the further end of the 
library to consult a Bradsliaw. Elizabeth looking up 
caught her son's eyes;—and the mingled humour and 
vexation in tliem, wherewuth he appealed to her, as it were, 
to see the whole silly business, as ho himself did. Lady 
Tranmoie felt a moment's strong leaction. Had slie 
indeed been making a foolish fuss about nothing 

Yet the impression left by the miserable meditations 
of her night was still deep enough to make her say - with 
just a signal from eye and lips, so that Kitty neither saw 
' nor heard,—‘ Don’t let her go * ’ 

Ashe shook his head. lie moved towards the door, 
and stood there, despatch-box in hand, throwing a last look 
at his wife. 


‘Don’t be late, Kitt_\, -or T shall he nervous. J don’t 
trust Chile on the river. And please make it a rule that, 
in locks, he stops quoting French poetry ’ 

Kitty turned round, startled and apparently annoyed 
by hie tone 

• He is an excellent oar,’ she said shortly. 

‘ Is he? Au Oxford we tried him for the Torpids-’ 

Ashe’s shrug completed his remark. Then, still disiu- 
gardiug another imploring look from Lady Tranmore, lie 
left the room 


Kitty had flushed angrily. Tlie belittling, malicious 
. note in Ashe’s manner liad been clear enough. She 
braced herself against it, and Lady Trarjiiore’s chance 
was lost. For when, summoning all her courage, 
^' and quite uncertain whether her son would approve 
J 'Or blame her, Elizabeth approached her daughter-in- 
law affectionately, trying in timid and apologetic words 
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to unburden her own heart, and reach Kitty’s, Kitty me^^ 
her with one of those outbursts of temper that women 
like Elizabeth Tranmore cannot cope with. Their moral 
recoil is too great. It is the recoil of the spiritual aristo¬ 
crat; and between them and the children of passion the 
links are few, the antagonism eternal. 

She left tlin house, pale, dignified, ihe tears in 
her o’^es. Kitty ran upstairs, humming an air from 
‘ Faust,’ as though shi', would tear it to pieces, put on 
a flame-coloured hat that gave a still furthi'r note of 
extravagance lo her eostumo, oidered a hansom, and 

drove awav. 

(. 

Whether Kitty got much joy out of the three weeks 
which followedmust remain uncertain She had certainly 
routed Mary Lyster, if there were any final satisfaction in 
that. Mary had left town early, and was now m Somer¬ 
setshire heljjing her father to entertain, in order, said the 
malicious, to put the l)est face jjossible on a defeat which 
this time had Iieon seiious. .\nd instead of devoting 
himself to the wooing of a Northern constituency where 
he had been adopted as the candidate of a new Tory 
group, Glifl'e lingered obstinately m town, endangering his 
chances, and angering his supporters. Kuty’s influence 
over his actions was indeed patent and uiidenied, what¬ 
ever might be the genei al opinion as- to her effect upon 
his heart. Some of Kitty’s intimat-ss at any rate were . 
convinced that his absoi ptioii in the matter >vas liy now, 
to say the least, no less eager and poisistent than hers. 
At this point it was by no means still a relation of flattery 
on Kitty’s sidc^ and a pleased self-love on his. It had 
become a duel of two personalities, or rather two imagi¬ 
nations. In fact, as Kitty, learning the ways of his cha¬ 
racter, became moie proudly mistress of herself and him, 
his interest in her ^lsibly increased. It might almost be 
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said that she was beginning to hold back, and he for the 
first time pursued. 

Once or twice he had the grace to ask himself where 
it was all to end. Was he in love with her? An absurd 
question 1 He had paid his heavy tribute to passion if 
any man ever had, and had already hung up his votive 
tablet and his garments wet from shipwreck in the temple 
of the god. But it seemed that, after all said and done, 
the society of a woman, young, bcautifril, and capricious, 
was still the best thing which the day—the Ijoridon day 
at all events—had to bring. At Kitty’s suggestion lie was 
collecting and revising a new volume of his jiocms. He 
and she quarrelled over them perpetually. Sometimes 
there was not a line which pleased her, and then, again, 
she would delight him with the homage of sudden tears 
in her brown eyes, and a praise so ardent and so refined 
that it almost compared—as Kitty meant it should—with 
that of the dead. In the sliaded drawing-room, where 
every detail pleased his taste, (.'litTe's liarsh voice thundered 
or murmured verse which was beyond dispute the verse of a 
poet, and thereby sensuours and iiassionate. Ostensibly the 
verse concerned another w'omaii: in truth the slight and 
lovely figure sittingonthefiirthei side of the tioweiud hearth, 
the delicate head bent, the finger-tips lightly joined, entered 
day by dayinou diiectly into the consciousness of the 
poet. What harm All he asked was intelligence and 
response. As to her heart, he rnad'^ no claim upon in 
whatever Ashe, by tlie way, was clo-ily not jealous,—a 
sensible attitude, considering Lady Killy’!-, strength of will 
Into Clilfe’s feeling towards Ashe, there entered indeed 
a number of evil things, determined by quite otljer 1 elatioris 
between the two men,—tlie relation of the man who 

wants to the man who has, of the man beaten bv tlie 

* 

restlessness of ambition to tlie man wlio possessi's all that 
the other desires, and affects to care nothing about it,—of 









the combatant who fights with ra^* to the <!OcwatB^^i' 
who fights with a smile. Cliffe could often lash 
into fuiy by the mere thought of Ashe’s opportunities and .. 
Ashe’s future, combined with the belief that Ashe’s mood 
towards himself was either contemptuous or condescend' 
iiig. And it was at such moments that he would fling ’ ■ 
himself with most resource into the establishing of his'; ■ 
asc mdeucy over Kitty. 

The two me;i met when they did meet—which^^ ’ 
was but seldom,—on perfectly civil terms. If Ashe 
arrived uncKpectedly from the House in tlie late after¬ 
noon to find Ghffe u the drawing-room reading aloud 
to Kittj. the politics of the moment provided talk enough 
till CUtfe could decently take his departure. He never 
dined with them alone, Kitty having no mind whatever - 
for the discomforts of such a party; and in the evenings'”’ 
when he and Kitty met at a small number of houses, - 
whore the flirtation was watched nightly with a growing 
excitement, Ashe’s duties kept him at Westminster, and 
there was notliing to hinder that flow of small and yet 
significant incident by whicli situations of this kind are 
developed. 

Ashe set his teeth. He had made up his mind finally . 
that it was a plague and a tyranny Avhich would pass, 
and could only he magnified by opposition. But his <■ 
temper suft'eved. There were many small qin .tgIs during - 
these weeks between himself anM Kitty, quairels which/'' 
betiayed the tension produced in him by what was —■ 
essentials—an iron self-control. But they made daily 
life a sordid unlovely thing, and they gave Kitty an ex- . 
cuse foi saying that William wa^ as violent as herself^, 
and for seeking refuge in the exaltations of feeling or 
fancy provided ])y Oliffe’s companionship. - 4'^ .' 

Perhaps of all the persons in the drama Lady Ttajl*-',;" 
more was the most to be pitied. She sat at homo, havihg|(.' 
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'j^6 heart to go to Hill Street, and more tied indeed than 


usual by the helpless illness of her husband. Never, in 
all these days, did Ashe miss his daily vif'.ifc to his father. 
' Ho would come in, apparently his handsome good- 
- humoured self, roady to road aloud for twenty minutes, or 
merely to sit in silence by tlie sick man, his eyes making 
affectionate answer every now and then to the dumb 
\ looks of Ijord Tranmorc. Only his mother sought and 
' found that slight habitual contraction of the bi'ow, which 
' bore witness to some equally pjrsistenc disquiet of the 
mind. But he kept her at aim’s length on the subject of 
Kitty. She dared not toll him any of the gossip which 
reached her. 

Meanwhile these weeks meant for her not only the 
' dread of disgrace, but the disappointment of a just andn- 
tion, the humiliaLion of her mother’s pride. The political 
crisis approached rapidly and Ashe’s name was less and 
less to the front. Ij.uly Paiham was said to be taking an 
active part in the consultations and intrigues that sur¬ 
rounded her husband, and it w.is well known by now to 
the inner circle that her liosbility to the iVshes, and nor 
' insistence on the fact that Cabinet "Ministeis must bo 
beyond rcpioach, and tlieir wives persons to whoso 
houses the paily can go without doinoaning themselves, 
wei’e likely to be of importance. Moreover. Ashe’s success 
in. the House of Commons was no longer ^^hat it had 
.been earlier in the session Tlio part; jiapera had cooled. 
v'Klizabeth Tranmorc felt a blight in the an. Yet William, 
with his position in the oountiy, his high ability, 
and the social weight belonging to the heir of the 
Tranmorc peerage and estates, was surely rtot a i)or.son 
' to be lightly ignored ? Would Lord Parham \cnture it 


At last the resignations of the two Ministers were m 
‘ Times'; there were communications between the 
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Queen and the Premier, and London plunged with 
such ardour as is possible in late July into the throes of 
cabinet-making. Kitty insisted petulantly that of course 
all would be well, William’s services were far too great to 
be ignoied ; though Ijord Parham would no doubt slight 
him if he dared. But the party and the public would see 
to that. The days were gone by when vulgar old women 
like Lady Parham could liave any real influence on 
political apponitincnts Otlierwise who would condescend 
to politics 

Ashe brought he’’ amusing reports from the House or 
the clniis, of the varic as intrigues going on, and, as to his 
own chances, refused to discuss them seriously. Once or 
twice when Kitty in his presence insisted on speaking of 
them to some political intimate, only to provoke an 
evident embarrassment, Ashe suffered the tortures which 
proud men know. But ho never lost his tone of light 
detachment, and the conclusion of his friends was that as 
usual ‘Ashe didn’t care a button.’ 

The hours passed, however, and no sign came from the 
Prime Minister. Everything was still uncertain; but 
Ashe had realised that at least he was not to be taken into 
the inner counsels of the party.— The hopes and fears, the 
heartburnings and rivaliies of suci. a ^.t.,l,te of things are 
proverbial. Ashe wondered impatiently wbe-- the beastly 
business would be over, and he ceiild got off to Scotland 
for the air and sport of which he was badl}' iii ni ed. 

m 

It was a Friday, m the first week of August. Ashe 
was leaving the Athenaeum with another member of the 
House, whdn a newspaper boy rushing along with a 
fresh bundle of papers passed tliem with the cry, ‘New 
Cabinet complete ! Official list * ’ They caught him up, 
snatched a paper and read. Two men of middle age 
conspicuous in Parliament, but not hitherto in office, oue'.. 
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■of them of great importance af=i a lawyer, the other as a 
' military critic, were appointed, the one to the Homo Office, 
the other to the Ministry of War; there had been somo 
shuffling in the minor offices, and a new Privy Seal had 
dawned upon the world. For the rest, all was as before, 
and in the formal list the name of the Honourable 
William Travers Ashe still i-emained attached to the 
Under-Secretaryship for Foreign Affairs. 

Ashe's friend shrugged his shoulders, and avoided 
looking at his companion. bomb-shell, to begin with,‘ 
he said , ‘ otherwise the fl.ittest thing out.’ 

‘ On the contrary,’ laughed Ashe. ‘ J^arhani has shown 
a wonderful amount of originality. Jf you and 1 arc 
taken by surprise, whyt will bo the public lie’’ And 
they’ll like him all the bctier,— you’ll see. He has shown 
courage and gone for nc\\ men,—that’s what they’ll say. 
Five Parham ' Well, good-bye Now, please, the Loul, 
w’G shall get off.- and 1 may he among the grouse this 
day week.’ 

He stopped on his way out of th(* oliil) to discuss the 
list with the men coming in. He was conscious that 
some would have avoided him. But he had no mind to 
be avoided, and his caustic, good-huiuouiod talk carried 
off the situation Presently he was walking homewards, 
swinging his stick witli the gaiety of a school-boy expect¬ 
ing the holidays. 

As he mounted St. James’ Sbrcci a canuage descended. 
Ashe mechanically took off his hat to the half-recognised 
face wiihiu, and as he did so perceived the icy bow and 
triumphant eyes of L.'idy Parham. 

He hurried along, fighting a curious s-iusation, as of 
a physical bruising and beating. The streets wore full of 
the news, and lie was stopped man^' times hy mere 
acquaintances to talk of it. In Savile Bow he turned 
into a small literary club of which he was a member, 
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and wrote a letter to his mother. In very affectionate 
and amusing terms, it begged her not to take the dis¬ 
appointment too seriously. ‘ I think I won't come round 
to-night.—But expect me first thing to-morrow.' 

He sent the note by messenger and walked liomo. 
When he reached Hill Street, it was close on eight. 
Outside the house he suddenly asked himself what line 
he was going to take with Kitty. 

Kitty, however, was not at home. As far as ho could 
remember, slie had gone coaching witli the \lcots into 
Surrey, Gcotl’rey Chlk of course, being of the paity. 
Presently, indeed, he di covered a hasty line from her on 
his study table to say that they wore to dine at Richmond 
and ‘ Madeleine' supposed they would get liome between 
10 and 11. Not a wwd more. Like all strong men, Ashe 
despised the meditations of sdf-pity. But the involun¬ 
tary reflection that on this evening of humiliation Kitty 
was not with him,— did not apparently care enough about 
his affairs and his ambitions to be with him,—brought 
with it a soreness which had to be endured. 

The next moment, he was inclined to be glad of her 
absence. Such things, especially in the first shock of 
them, arc best faced .ilone. If indued there wore any shock 
in the matter. He bad for some time Inu! hi.s own shrewd 
previsions, and he was aware of a sti’ong inner i>elief that 
his defeat was but temporary. 

Probably, when she had time to icmember sucli tiifles, 
Kitty would feel the shock more tlnan he did. Lady 
Parham had certainly Avon this round of the rubber! 

He settled to his solitary dinner, but in the middle of 
it put down Jetty’s Aberdeen territ i- wdnch, for want' of ^ 
other company, he Avas stufling atrociously,—and ran up to ' 
ihe nursery The nurse w'as at her supper, and Harry lay^ 
fast asleep, a pretty little fellow, flushed into a semblance 
‘of health and with a strong look of Kitty. ^ ' : 
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Ashe bent down, and put his whiskered check to the 
boy’s. ‘ Never mind, old man ! ’ lie murmured, ‘ better 
luck next time ! ' 

Then vaibing himself with a smile, he. looked affec¬ 
tionately at the child, noticed with satisfaciion his bright 
colour and even bieathing, and stole away. 

He ran through the comments of the evening papois 
on the new Cabinet list, finding in only two or three any 
reference to himself, then tlircw them aside, and seized 
upon a ])ile of books and review.s that were lying on his 
table. He cairicd them up to the drawing-iooin, iK'sitated 
between a thoulogi(*.al leview and a now edition of Horace, 
and filially plunged witli aridity into the iheologieal 
review’. 

For some two houis lie sat enthralled by an able 
summary of the chief Tubingen posinons; then suddenly 
throw himself back with a slieh li ami a laugh. - 

‘ Wonder what the eh.ip’s don tha ly po; ^ * 

Not leading theology, I’ll he hound.' 

The leilectioii followed that wcie he at that nioinciib 
Home Secretary .and in ilie Cahinot,he would not probably 
]je reading it eitlier,—nor left to .1 solitary evening. 
Friends would be dropping in t.o cougrakdate, - tlie 
uiodi'iji ('(piIvaleiiL of the .'Id ‘tinha clientiuni ’ 

\fi his tbouglits w'aiidered, the draw’ing-room clock 
struck ckwen. He ro.se, asLonivhcd and iinjiationt. 
Whore wais Kitty? 

Hy niidniglit she had not airiv' 1. A-^ho lie.nd tiiC 
butler .no\ing in the hall and sumnn.iied him. 

‘There m.ay ha\e been some mish-*op to the coach, 
Wilson. Pei haps they liave stayed at llichi^iond. Any¬ 
way, go to bed. I’ll wait for her ladyship ’ 

He returned to his armchair and his hot-Ls, hui ..non 
drew Kitty’s coiivre-picd over him, and went to sleep. 

When he awoke, daylight was in the room. ‘ What 

11 
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has happetied to them ? ’ he asked himself, in a sudden 
anxiety. 

And amid the silence of the dawn he paced up and 
down, a pi’oy foi’ tho lirst (im(3 to black depression. He 
was besieged by memories of the last two months, their 
anxieties and (jiiarruls, - the waste of lime and oppor¬ 
tunity—the stal)s to feeling and self-respect. Once he 
founu hiinself groaning aloud—‘ Kitty !—Kitty !—’ 

When this huge' distiacting London was left behind, 
when he had I.-"' to himselt amid the Scotcli heather and 
birch, should lie find her again—coniiuer her again— 
asm the exquisite da}- ifter their marn.igw''' He thought 
of Clill'o v.ilh a kind of proud loiinent,—disdaining to 
be jealous, -or afraid. Kitty had amused herself- had 
tested her freedom, his patience to the ul.niost. Might 
she now be content! and reward him a little, for a self- 
control, a philosophy, which had not been easy ’ 

A Krencli novel on Kitty’s little table diew his atten¬ 
tion He thought not without a discoinfortahlc humour 
of what a Kicueli husband would liave made of a similar 
situation,--recalling tho remark of a Kiench acquaint¬ 
ance, on some case illustrating the freedom of English 
wives ‘ n y a un Element lure dans le man fran(;ais, qui 
nous reiidraib ces nueius-la impossibles ’ 

A la bonne Jicurc ! Let the I'^enchman k-'cp up his 
seraglio staiidaids as lie pleased. \.n Engiisii.nau ti usts 
both his wife and Jus daughter—scvuns indued to consider 
whether he trusts then or no I And W’Jio conies worst 
off'^ Not the Englishman- - if, at least, we are to believe 
the French novel on the Fi ench monatje ! 

He paced,, thus up and down foj an hour, defying his 
unseen ciitics—bis mother—his own In art. 

Then he went to bed and slept a little. But with tho 
post next morning thcr-^ was no letter from Kitty. There 
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might be a hundred explanations of that. Yet he felt a 
sudden need of caution. 

‘Her ladyship comes up this morning by train,’ ho 
said to Wilson, as though reading from a note,—‘there 
seems to have been a mishap.’ 

Then he took a hansom, and drove to the Alcots. 

‘ Is Mrs. Alcot at homo ? ’ he asked the butler. ‘ Can 
I have an answer to tliis note ? ’ 

‘ ]\ris Alcot has been in her iftom since yesUuday 
morning, sir She was taken ill jiisl hefoi’e tlio coach anus 
coming loimd and the liorses had I 0 he sent hack. "Jlut 
the doctor List night hoped it would lie notlnng serious.’ 

Ashii turned and went lioinc. Tlieii Kitty w'lis not 
willi Madeleine Aleot,-not on the coach. Wheie was 
she, and witli whom 

He shut himself into his library, and fell to wondeiing, 
in bewilderment, what lie had heltei do. A tide of rage 
and agonv was mounting within him. Jlow' to master 
it!—and keep hi^ brain clear' 

He was sitting in front of his wnlmg-tahlo stai'ing at 
the floor, hih liands hanging before him,--w’lien the door 
opened and shut. He tuiiiod. There W'lth her back to 
tlie door stood Kilty. Her aspect startled him to his 
feet She looked at him, trembling,---her little face 
haggard and A\liiie, with a touch of something m it which 
had lilurred its 3 'outli. 

‘ William ! ' She put botli ho 'lands to her breast, as 
though to support herself. T1 m she flew forward, 
‘William!—I have done nothing wrong—nothing— 
nothing ^ William—look at me!' 

He steriil} put out his hand,—protecting himself. 

‘ Where have you beer ? ’ he said, in a low voice and 
with whom?’ 

Kitty foil into a chair, and burst into wild tears 

B 2 
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CHAPTER XIII 

Tiimir: WkIS rtiloiice foL’ a few inoinciits cxcepO I'ot’ KitLy’s 
Ashe sLill sfcoci ' beside his wuting-tiiblc, his 
hand resting upon it, Ins eyes on Kitty. Once or twice 
lie began to speak, and stopped. At last he said, w'lth 
obvious dilliculLy— 

‘ [i> s cruel to keep mo waiting, Kitty.’ 

‘I sent you a tek-gjani first thing this niorinng.’ The 
voice was choked and passionate. 

‘ I never got it.’ 

‘ lion id little liend ! ’ cried Kiti;,', sitting uj) and dasli- 
ing back lur hair fioiii her teai’-stained checks. ‘ I ga\c 
a boy half-a-crowii this moimng to be at tlie stahon witli 
it by eight o’clock And I couldn’t possibly tiitlier Wiito 
or telegi.iph last night -it was too laJe.’ 

‘Where were }ouV' said Aahe ^lowl}. ‘I vent to 
the Alcots this inoining and—’ 

‘—tho butler told you Madeleine was in )xdSo 
she is. She was ill yes’eiday inorning. There was no 
coach and no paiiy. I went with Geoltrey.’ 

Kitty held herself erect; lior eyes, from which tho 
tears were iuA^oluutarily dropping, were tixed on her 
husband. 

‘ Of course I gu( (-,sed that,’ said A.'ihe. 

* It was Gcoflrey brought me tho news—here, just as 
I was starting to go to the Alcots. Then lie said he had 
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Bomethiiig to read me—and it would be delicious to go to 
Pangbourne—spend the day on the river—and come Ijack 
from Windsor—at night—by train. And I had a horrid 
headache—and it was so hoi—and you wore at the 
office,’—her lip quivered,—‘and T wanted io hear 
Geoffrey’s poems—and so-’ 

She interrupted herself, and once more broke down— 
hiding her face against the chair. But the next moment 
she felt herself roughly drawn forward, as Ashe knelt 
beside lier. 

‘ Kitty !—look at mo ' 7’liat man boha\ed to you like 
a villain ? ’ 

She looked up—she saw the handsome good-humouicd 
face transformed,—and wrenched heiself avay. 

'He did,’ she said, bitterly,—‘like a villain.’ She 
began io twist and torment hci’ liandkerchief as Ashe 
had scon her do once before, llie small nhito teeth 
pressed upon the lower lip,—tlien fiuddenly she tinned 
upon him— 

‘ r suppose you want mo to ti’ll you the story ’ ’ 

All Kitty in the Avords! Her franknes'?, lier daring, 
and tlio impatient realistic tone slu* Avas ajit to impose 
upon emotion,—they were all there. 

Ashe rose and began lo Avalk up and down. 

‘Tell mo your part in it,’ ho said at last, ‘and as 
little of that felloAv as may he.’ 

Kitty AA'as silent. Ashe lookinj at lie-r, saw a cni’ious 
shade of leverie, a kind of droam\ excitenu'nt steal over 
her face. 

‘Go on, Kilty*' ho said sliarply Then, restraining 
himsMf, he added Avith all his natural coiAtcsy,—‘I beg 
your pardon, Kitty, but the sooner wo get tlnough Avith 
this the better.’ 

The mist in wbieb lier expression had been for a 
moment Avrapped fell aAvay. She flushed deeply. 
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‘ I told you I had done nothing vile!! she said 
passionately ‘ Did you believe me ? ’ 

Their eyes met in a shock of challenge and reply. 

‘ Those things are not to be asked between you and 
me,’ he said with vehemence, and he held out his hand. 
She just touched it,—proudly. Tlien she drew a long 
breath. 

‘ The day was—just like other days. Tie read me hia 
poems—ill a cool place we found undiT tlio bank. I 
thouglit he was ratlier absurd now and then,—and 
dilferent from what ho h.id b'leii Tie talked of our going 
away- -and his not secii , mo—and liow lonely he was. 
And of course 1 was awfully sorry for him. But it was 
all light till-’ 

She paused and looked at Ashe— 

‘ You remomlier the iim near ITainel Weir—a few 
miles from Windsor—that lonely little place ’ 

Ashe noddl'd 

‘ We dined there. Aftei wards we were to row to 
Windsor and come liome b\ a tv.iin about ton We 
fmhsbed dinner early. I3y the way iheic w'ore two other 
pco[)l(i there—Lady Edith Manley and lier boy. They 
had rowed down from somewhere ’— 

' Did Lady Edith —’ 

‘ Yes—slie spoke to me. 8ho w: .-' going baol to town 

—to the TJolJand House party-’ 

‘ Whoi'e she probably met mothoi ’ 

‘ She did meet her ' cried Kitty. She jiointed to a 
letter which she had thrown down as she entered. ‘ Your 
mother sent round tliis note to me this morning—to ask 
wlien 1/ shoiikl be at home Ami Wilson sent word— 
There !—of course I know' she thinl.s I’m capable of any¬ 
thing ' 

She looked at him, defiant, but very miserable and 
pale. 
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‘ Go on, please,' said Ashe. 

‘—We finished dinner early. There was a field 
behind the inn and then a wood. Wo strolled into 
the w'ood, and then Geoffrey—well, he went mad 1 
He-’ 

She bit her lip fiercely, strug^rling for composure,— 
and words. 

‘He proposed to you to throw me over'?’ said Ashe, 
as white as she. * 

With a sudden gesture she held out her aims—like a 
piteous child— 

‘ Oh ! don’t stand tlu'Pi'—and look at me like that—1 
can't he.ir it ’— 

Aslie came —unwillingly. She perceivt'd the reluc¬ 
tance, and with a flaming face she motioned him back, 
while she controlled hciself enoiigli to pour out her 
story. Pieseiitly Ashe was able to reconstiuct with 
tolei able cleai ness what had occui 1 cd ClitTe, intoxicated 
by the long day of intimacy and of solitude, by Kitty’s 
beauty and Kitty's folly, awaie lliat parting was near 
at hand, and tnisting to the wildness of Kitty’s tem¬ 
perament, had suddenly assumed the language of the 
lover, -- and a lover by no means unccitain of his ultimate 
answer So long as tliey iindei stood each other,— 
that indeed, lor the present, was all he asked. Hut 
she must know that she had btoken ofl Ins marriage 
with Mai\ lj 3 'ster, and reo 2 iened ir- bis naliiie all the old 
founts of passion and of storm. Ith id been her so\ereigii 
wdll that he should love her; i. had been aehieied. 
For her sake,—knowing hiinsolf for the seared and crirmiial 
being that he was—for Ashe's sake,—he,had tried to 
resist her spell. In vain. A fatal fusion of their two 
natures—imaginalions—sympathies—had come about. 
Each was interpenetrated by the other ; and retieat v/as 
impossible. 
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A kind of sombre power indeed,—the power of the 
poet and I lie dreamer,—seemed to have spoken from Cliflfe's 
stian^e wooing. lie liad taken no particular pains to 
flattei- her, or to conceal Ins oiiginal hesitation. He put 
her own action in a liard almost a brutal light. It was 
plain that he thought slie had treated Iku’ husband badly; 
that ho warned her of a future of Ircaclicry and remorse. 
At till' same time he let her see that ho could not doubt 
but that she would face it. They still bad the last 
justifying card i i;. their hands —passion—and tl>e courage 
to go where j^assiou i' ids. When those were playcil, 
thov might look each ( her and the woild in tlie face. 
Till then they were but triflers, —menu souU-- fit neither 
for heaven nor for hell. 

Ashe’s whole being was soon in a tumult of rage 
iindi'i- the shng of Ibis re]ioit, as lui was able to ])l(’oe it 
ouii from Kitty. Hut ho ke])t his self-cominaiid, and by 
dint of it be presently airived at sonu; notion of her own 
sliaie in the scene. IJorro], recoil, disavowal,—a wild 
rcsoiitmont of the charges lien jied upon Ikw, of the pitiless 
inteipiCitation of her belriviour wliicdi broke from those 
harsh lips, of the incredulity passing into somelhing like 
coiilenipt with whicli GlilTe had endured her wrath, a'ld 
received lier protestalions ;—tlien a blind figh through 
the fields to the little .v.iysidc st:i'i(,,i whc’c sh' 'lopod to 
catch tlie lasti tram, the aiiival r ’d d{‘r)'i'‘f’i’e of the 
train while she was still half a mile J'lom t- <> line, a’ld her 
shelter at a cottage hu the night.—tlicsc things stood 
out })lainly, whatcvui* else remained ni obscurity. How 
far she had provoki'd her own fate, 'uid how far even now 
she was, chdivi^red fiom the morbid siiell of Clitfe’s per- 
sonahtv, Ashe would not allow hiiiiselL lo o,sk. As she 
neared the end of her story, it was as though the great 
tempest wave in which he hrd been struggling died down, 
and with a merciful rush bore him to a shore of deliver- 
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ance. She was there beside liim ; and she was still his 
own. 

He had been leaning over tlic side of a chair, his chin 
on his hajid, his eyes fixed upon her, while she told her 
tale. It ended in a burst of solf-jiitv, as she reinerabored 
her collapse in the cotinge, the impossibility of finding 
any carringc in the small hamlet of which it made part, 
the faint wcaiiness of the night— 

‘ I never slept,she said piteously, ‘ T got up at eight 
for the first tram,—and now 1 feel ’—she fell back in her 
chair, and whis]7ered desol itely with shut eyes, - ‘as if T 
should like (o die ! ’ 

Ashe knoll down hcsule lici. 

‘it's iny fault too, Kitty. I ought to have held you 
with a fetiongcr hand. E hated quarrelling with you. 
Hut—oh my dear, my dear ' '- 

8ho met the eiy m silence, the tears vunning ovei her 
cheeks. Roughly, impetuously, he gatheied hci in lus 
arms, and kissed her, as though he would once moie rc- 
knit and re-conse'rate the bond between tliern. She lay 
passively against him, the tangle of her fair hair spread 
over his shoulder--too frail, and too exhausted for 
1 espouse 

‘ This W(ve’t do,’ he said ])resently, disengaging him- 
' elf, ‘ you must have some food and rest. Then wo’ll think 
wh it shall be done.' 

She. loused herself suddonlv a^. ho won! to tlio door. 

‘ Why aien’t you at the Koreig - Onicc'^ ’ 

‘1 sent a message early. liitA’son cani'’,'—Lawson 
was his private ecaelavy—‘but I must go down in an 
hour.' • 

‘ William’’ 

Kitty had raised herself, and her e;)-., ..hoie' large and 
startled in the small tear-stained face. 

‘ Yes.’ He paused a moment. 




4 

i 




William !—is the list out ? ’ 
Yes.’ 


■f'^x 


Kitty tottered to her feet. 

‘ Is it all right ? ’ 

‘ I suppose so,’ he said slowly. ‘ It doesn’t afifect me.’ 
And then without waiting, he went into the hall and 
closed the door behind him. lie wrote a note to the 


Foreign Office to say that he should not be at the office 
till the afternoon, and that important papers were to be 
sent up to him. Then he told Wilson to bring wine and 
sandwiches into the library for Lady Kitty, who had been 
detained by an accident ni the river the night before, and 
was much exhausted. No visitors were to bo admitted, 
except of course Lady Tranmore or Miss French. 

When he returned to the library lie found Kitty with 
crimson checks, her hands locked beliind her, walking up 
and down. As soon as she saw him, she motioned to him 


imperiously. 

‘ Shut the door, William. I have something very im¬ 
portant to say to you.’ 

He obeyed her, and she walked up to him deliberately. 
He saw the fluttering of her heart beneath her white 
dress—the crushed, bedraggled dress, which still in its 
soft elegance, its small originalities, spoke Kitty from 
head to foot. But her manner was quite c-tlm and 
collected. 


‘ William !—we must separate !—You must send me 
away.’ 

He started. 


‘ What do you mean ? ’ 

‘ Wh^t I sQy. It is—it is intolerable—that I should 
ruin your life like this.’ 

* Don’t please exaggerate, Kitty 1 There is no question 
of ruin. I shall make my way when the time comes,—■ ,' 
and Lady Parham will have nothing to say to it I ’ >'y ^ 
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-' -» ’ 

' ^^6! Nothing will ever go well—while I’m there— 
like a millstone round your neck. William !'—she came 
closer to him—‘ take my advice—do it! I warned you 
when you married me. And now you see—it W’as 
true.’ 

' Yoti foolish child,’ he answered slowly, ‘ do you think 
I could forget j'ou for an hour, wherever you were ? ’ 

‘ Oh yes,’ she said, steadily. ‘ I know you would 
forgot me,—if I wasn’t here. I’m sure of it. You’re very 
ambitious, William,—more than vou know. You’ll soon 
care-’ 

‘ More for politics than for you Another of your 
delusions, Kitty. Nothing of the sort. Moreover, if you 
will only let me advise you —trust your husband a little,— 
think both for him and yourself,—I see nothing either in 
politics, or in our life together, that cannot he retrieved.’ 

lie spoke with manly kindness and reasonableness. 
Not a trace of his habitual indolence or indifference. 
Kitty listening, w'as conscious of the most tempestuous 
medl^^y of feelings, - love, remorse, shame, and a strange 
gnawing desolation. Wliat else, what hetler could she 
have asked of him ? And yet,—as slie looked at him, she 
thought suddenly of the moonlit garden at Orosville Park, 
and of that young headlong chivalry with which he had 
thrown himself at her feet. This man before her,—so 
much older and rnaturer,—counting the cost of his 
marriage, with her in the light of expe’ience, and magna¬ 
nimously, resolutely 25aying it,—Kitt}-^, ni a Hash, realised 
hie personality as she had never yet done, his moral 
independence of her, his separateness as a human being. 
Her passionate self-love instmctivtly, unconsciously, had 

made of his life the appendage of hers. And now-? 

His devotion had never been so plain, so attested , and 
all the while, bitter terrifying voices I'ang upon tJio inner 
ear, voices of fate, vague and irrevocable. 
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Sho dropped into a chair beside his table, trembling 
and white. 

‘No, no,’ she said, draAving her handkerchief across 
her eyes, witli a gesture of childish misery,—‘ Tt’s all 
been a— a horrid mistake. Your mother was quite right. 
Of course she liatod your marrying me—and now—now 
she’ll sec what I've done. T guess perfectlv what she’s 
thinking about mo to-day * And I can’t hi'lp it—T shall 
go on—if you Ift me stay with yon. There’s a twist—a 
black drop in i ie I’m not like orher people ’ 

Her voice which \\as vciy quiet, gave Aslio intoler¬ 
able ]iaiii. 

‘ V'ou i) 00 r, tired, starved child,’—he said, kneeling 
down br.side her. ‘ Put voiii' arms I’ound mv neck. Let 
me carry you upstaiis.’ 

Wnli a sol), she did as she was told Ashe’s library, 
a comparatively ]a<o addition to ihe I’ambhng old-fashioned 
house, communicated I>y a small staii'case at the back 
wiih his dressing-room above TTc* lifted the small figure 
with ease, and halfway upstahs ho impetuously kissed tho 
delicate cheek,— 

‘ I'm glad you he not Polly Lysler, dailing' ’ 

Kitty laughed through her tears. PiO'-('nil\ ho 
deposited lici’ on the large sofa in lioi • 'AiI i )oin, and 
s'ood beside her, pani.ng a litPe 

‘It’s all vei'v well,' said Kitty, .s she ne'^i'd doAvn 

o' V 

among the pillows,—‘hut we’ie of iir featlien ' ’ 

Her eyes weio hcgi.ming to lecover a. htlle of their 
sparkle. She looked at him with a.ttomion. 

‘ You look horribly tired. What—what did you do— 
last night*’’ , Blio turned aw’ay from h-rn. 

‘ I sat up reading,—then went to slc' p downstairs. I 
thought tlu' eoaeh had come to grief,—and you were 
somGW'hero with the Alcots.' 

‘ If I had know’n that,’—she murmured—‘ I might 
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have gone to sleep. Oli, it was so horrible!—the little 
stuffy room—and the dirty blankets.’—She gave a shiver 
of disgust. ‘ There was a poor baby loo with wlioopiiig- 
cough.—Lucky i luid ijonie iiioney. I gave the woin.au 
a soveieign. But slie vasii’t at all nice—she never 
smiled ence— I know she tlioughi J was a )>ad lot - 

Then she spuing up. 

‘Sit tlieic!’ Slie pointed to tbe foot of the si'.f.i. 
Ashe olic'vcd her. 

‘ When did }ou kuo\v‘^’ 

‘ About the ^iiiiistry Jietween six and seven. I saw 
Lad} Bailuini aflerwards diiviiig m St. -James’s Street. 
Slio novel enjoy..I anMbing so niiicl'. in her lift* as (he 
bow she g.ive ni-j.' 

Ku(y gioaued, and sulisided again, a little cuinipb'd 
foiin among lici cu'rlu.nis. 

‘ Tell me the names.’ 

Ashe ga\e lier the list of the ‘Minisir^. Slie made one 
or tw'o .sinew'd or hitter coinnienls upon it. He fully 
uiiderslood that in her iiimost mind was re'gistc'iiiig 
a vow of vongoaiiej against the Bailuims ; Imt she made 
no spoken tin eat. Meanwlule lu llu- liaekgiuiind i-f eaedi 
mmd tluie lay ili.it dailvci and moie Ininnli.iting fact, to 
which lioLh slii’uik fiom lemining, wliile yet boLii knm.v 
th it >t iiui.'.t lie face'‘d. 

'idieio was a knock at the door, a"d Blanche aj^pean d 
with tlio ti.(.y wliicli had been oide. <l dov.'nstan Sbe 
glaiieeii in astouisbmeiit at her imsLi js. 

‘ \\ fi h.id an aceiJont on the iivei last night, Blanche,' 
said Kitty. ‘Como Uaih in half an hour. J’m too tired 
to change just yet.’ , 

She kept her face liiddcn from tlie maid, bit wlien 
Blanche had dep.ii'ted Aslic saw that !i ■ rbc. !:s wee 
liaming. 

‘i hate lying!' she said with a kind of phybical 
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disgust—' and now I suppose it will be my chief occupa¬ 
tion for weeks.' 

It was true that she luited lying, and Ashe w^as well 
aware of it. Of such a battle-stroke indeed as she had 
played at the ball, when lier pj'oinpt falsehood snatched 
Clille from Mary Lystei, she was always capalile. But 
in general her piide, her very egotism and quick temper 
kep'‘ her true 

Berhaps the fast n'prcsonted one of those deep sources 
whence the \u 11 of Ashe’s tendernobs was fed. At any 
late, consciously O' not, it was at this moinent one of his 
chief motives for not iudiiig the past mtol(;rahle, oi the 
future without hope lie took some ’s\ine and a s.indwich 
from the tray iind began to feed hei in the middle, she 
pushed his hands a\\ay, and hei’cyes brimmed again with 
tiOiX] s 

‘Put it down,’ she eommandi'd And when he had 
done so, blu* raised hib h.inds dehbeiately one alter the 
otlier and kissed tluMii—ciung 

‘ William'—J have heeu a horrible wife to you! ’ 

‘ Don’t be a goose, Kitty You know' very w'c'll, that— 
till this last business,—And don't imagine that I feel 
myself a model either I' 

‘ No,'-—she said, witli a long sigh ‘Of eomi^e } 0 U 
ought to have beaten me.' 

He smiled, witli an uii'.teady h|- 

‘ Perhaps 1 might still try it.' 

She shook her head 

‘ Too late. 1 am not a child any moie.’ 

Then throwing her soft arms round his neck, she clung 
to hirn, saying the most adorabh and poignant things, 
dissolved indeed in a murmuring anguish of remorse , 
until, w'ith the i-aino unexpectedness as before, she again 
disengaged herself—urging, insisting that he should send 
her away. 



THREE YEARS AFTER 


2SS 

‘ Let mo go and live at Haggart, baby and I.' (Haggart 
was one of the Tranmore ‘places,’ iccenfcly handed over 
to the young people ) ‘ You can eoniu and see me some¬ 

times. I’ll garden,—and wiil.e books. Half the smart 
worrion I know write stones-- or jilays Why shouldn’t I ? ' 

‘ Whv, indeed Meanwhile, niadaino, i take vou to 
ycotland—next week.’ 

‘Scotland*^’ She pressed her hands over her eyes. 

‘ “ Anywlierc—anywheie—out (d tlie world ! ” ’ 

‘Kitty! ’ Slartlcd by Liio abandonment of her words, 
Ashe caught her hands and lield tliem. ‘Kitty!—you 
regi (!t-’ 

‘ Tliai man ? Do 1 ’ She opened lier eyes, frowning. 

‘ I loathe him > When [ ihmk of \cstorday, T could 
diown mys<'lf If I could pile the w hole woiId betvveon 
him and me,—I would. L>at ’ - she sluvurod— ‘ but yet, 
if ho weie sitting iheie 

‘ You would he once mine undei the .-.pell? ’ said Ashe 
bitterly 

‘ Spell ! ’ she lepeated with scoin. Then snatching 
her hands fiom his, she threw hack the hair fiom lier 
temples with a wild gesLuie. ‘ 1 warned 30 U,’—t>he said 
—‘ r warned vou ’ 

‘ A man doesn't pay much attention to those w'arn- 
11 .gs, Kitt}' 

‘ Then it is not my fault I don’t know wdiat's wrong 
with me,' she said sombrely; ‘bn' 1 lemember saying 
to you that sometimes my bra 1 wa.s on fire. I 
seem m be always m a huriy—in t desperate, despeiate 
hurry I —to know 01 to Icel something, —while there is still 
time,—before one dies. There is always a passion— 
always an elfort. More life — uioro lijc !—even if it lead to 
pain—and agony—and tears.’ 

She raised lier strange, beautiful eyes, which had at 
the moment almost a look of delirium, and fixed them on 
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his face. But Ashe’s impression was that she did not 
see him. 

lie was conscious of the same pang, iiio same sudden 
tenor that ho liad felt on that never-to-bo-foigottcn 
evening v.lion she had talked to linn of the M,iS(jue in the 
Tempest. lie tliouglit of tlu' BhickwahT stoiies lie had 
heard from Loid Grosville. * Mad, vuj dear fclloir, 
mad !'—the old mans frecinent comment ran thiougli 
his meinoiy. Was tlierc indcv.d some unsound 
Kitty ? 

lie sat dumi) ail paialyscd for a niornoiit, then 
lecovenng himself, he - ad as he recaptined the cold little 
hands, 

‘“Moio lujht "—,—\\as wliat Goethe said, in 
d}ing Abetter prayei - don’t you tliink'^’ 

There was a stiong, even a stein insistence in liis 
manner which i{uicted Kitt}. Her face as it came liack to 
full consciousness, was exquisiieh s\\eet and mournfiil 

‘That’s the prayci ol tin cahn,' she said, in a whisper, 

‘ and my nature is lumgei and storm. And Geollivy 
Cliffe is the same. That’s why I couldn’t help being-’ 

Slic sprang up— 

‘William, don’t let’s talk nonsense. I can L ever s<'c 
that man again. How’s it to be lone'^' 

She moved up and dow'n,--r. 11 piaeiK-al *' orgy and 
impatience—her moodholly alte.j 1. Jlis o"'" adapted 
itself to hers. 

‘For the piesent, tear nothing,’ he .saio diily. ‘For 
his own sake, Clilfe will hold Ins tongue, and leave 
London. And as to the fuluic, — J can get some message 
conve)5ed to him,—by a man he won’l disregard. Leave 
it to me.’ 

‘You can’t write to him, William!’ cried Kitty 
passionate!). 

‘ Leave it to me,’ he repeated. ‘ Then suppose you 
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take the boy—and ^largaret French —to Ilaggart, till I 
can join you ? ’ 

‘And your mother?' she said, timidly coming to staiul 
beside him, and laying a liaiul on oacli shoulder. 

‘ Leave that also to me.’ 

‘ How she’ll hate the sight of nic,’ she said undt'r lier 
breath. Then \\itli another tone of voice—‘How long, 
William, do you give the Government ’’ ’ 

‘ Six months perhaps,—{perhaps less. 1 don't see liow 
they can last beyond hVhiuaiy.' 

‘And then--we’ll Jifjlii\’ said Kitty widi a long 
bicalh, smoothing liack Ll'e li.iir from Ins hiow. 

‘A11')W me, 2Jh'a"'e, to (Oimnand the forces' Well 
now then, [ must be oil! ’ He tii<d 10 use but she otill 
held him. 

‘ Did }ou have any lireakfast, W ilhani’ 

‘ T don’t 1 criiendxT ' 

‘ Bit shil and e.d one of mv .sandwJclu''..’ Sh('di\ided 

«/ 

one into stiij):, and standing over liim hogui to feed him. 
A knock al the dooi aiiestcd hei 

‘ Don't move’’slio said ^icremiitoiily, ladiae she i.in 
to open the iloor 

• IMe.iS'', my lady,' su'd Dkuu-l-e, ‘ Lady Tianmo'e 
Would like to sen >ou.' 

Kitty started and llusli'd. She looked round imcer- 
tamly at Aslie. 

‘ Ask her ladNshi^) to come ui),’ s el A die {]Uk 'ly. 

The maid di'iiaitcJ. 

‘ I'Ved me if you want to, Kiity,' saul Aslie, still 
seated. 

Kitty returned, her laeatli hurrii'd, her sl^r'p wavciing. 
Bhc looked doubtfully at Ashe,—then her ey's -.jr.jticd 
—as she understood. She droji^ied on lier Viiees lx side 
him, kissing the sleeve of his coat, against w'liich her 
cheek w'as pressed,—in a passion of repentanc-e. 

s 
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lie bent towards her, touching her hair, murmuring 
over licr. His mind meanwliile was torn with feelings 
whicli, so to speak, observeii each other. This thing which 
had happened was liorribly serious—iinportant. It might 
easily have wrecked two lives. Had he dealt with it as 
ho ought, made Kitty f(‘ol tlie gravity of it? 

Then the optimist in him asked impatiently what was 
‘the gootl of ex.iggefaliiig the damned business’? That 
fellow had got his lesion, - -could be diiveii headlong out 
of bis life .111 1 Kitl'.’s lienc(‘!’oi waul. And Ihov could he 
doulit the lovi' shown m tins clinging peinience, these soft 
kissesHow would le Tuik tlitoiy of marriage, please, 
have ilone any better * Kitty b.id had her own wild way. 
No fiat fiom without had bound her; but love had 
brought her to his fee.t There was soiiietlnng in him 
wdiich liiumphed alike in lici revolt and liei suhmissio'i. 

Aloanwdnlo, in the cool drawing-room to wdiiifh the 
green /icuuciz/ics’ gave a pleasant foieign look, Lady 
'^I’ranmore. had been waitin'.’ for the maid’s return. She 
shiank Irom eveiy sound m the house; from her own 
reflection in Kitty’s French inirrors, from her ow'n 
thoughts rnoit of nil 

Lady Kt’nel iM.’.'iley at Holintid i Imise--had been 
the most mnoci-nt of gossip^,. A htile lady I'ho did no 
wrong herself,— and thought no w.'oiigof ; as white- 

mmded and unsuspicious as a convent chilci ‘Poor 
Lady Kitt^ !— omcthirig seemed to have gone wrong with 

the Alcots’ co.ich and thev w’cre somehow' divided from 

•/ 

all their party. I can’t roniernlicr exactly what it Avas 
they eaid,—^>ut Mr ClilTo W'as conlideiU' they would catch 
their train. Though my hoy,—you remi^mber my boy? 
they’ve ]ust put him in the eight!—thought they were 
running it rather tine.’ 

Then five minutes later, in the supper-room, Lady 
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Tranmore had run across Madeleine Alcot’s husband, who 
had given her in passing tlie whole story of tlie frustrated 
expedition—Mrs Alcot’s chill, and the despatcli of Clilfe 
to Hill Street. ‘Iloirid bore to have to put it off! — 
Hope ho got there in time to stop Lady Kitty getting 
ready. Oh > thanks, Madeleine’s all light ’ 

And tlien no more, as the rush of the crowd swept 
them apart. 

After that, sleep had wholly deserted Lady Tranmore, 
—if indeed, after the puldi* ation of the Calnnet list in 
the afternoon, and William’s letter following upon it, any 
had been still possildc. And in the early morning she 
had sent her note to Kitty, —a ballon des'iUi, debpatched 
in a hoiroi of great feai. 

‘ lljr ladyship has not 3'et returned’ The message 
from Hill Srreet, delivered by the footman’s indifferent 
mouth, stiuck L.uh Tianiiioie with tremhling. 

‘Wheieis Willianr*’ she said to herself in anguish. 

‘ 1 must liud him,— hut—^^hat shall f say to him ' Tlieii 
slio went upstairs, .ind, without calling loi her maul, ymt 
on her walking things with shaking hands. 

She slipped out unobserved hy her household, and 
tool: a hansom from tile coinei of Giosvenor Street. In 
the liausom she caiefnll} diew down Jicr veil, willi the 
sh'inking of one on whom disgiace -the long pursuing, 
long expect ‘d,—has sei/2od at hist. All the vaiious facts, 
statements, indications,—as to Kittv's beha\ioiir, winch 
through tlio most diverse channel 1 ha<l l>eon flowing 
steadily towards her, for weeks past, w'ere now surging 
through hei mind and inemoiy,—a grievous damning host. 
And every now' and then, as she caught the placards in 
the streets, her heart contracted anew. Her ..on, her 
William, m what should have been tlie heyday ei fiis 
gifts and poweid,—baffled, tripped up, defeated'— hy his 
own wife, the beltish, uugiateful, reckless child, on whom 
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ho had lavibhed the undeserved treasures of the most 
f^onerous and untiring love. And had she not only 
cliedced, or ruined his career,—was lie to be also dis¬ 
honoured, struck to tlie heart? 

She could scarcely stand, as she rang the bell at Hill 
Stieet, and it v;as only with a great effort that she could 
ask her question- 

‘ Is Mr. Ashe at home ?' 

‘Mr. Ashe, iny lady, is J helic\o just going out,’ said 
"Wilson. ‘Ihi ladyship arrived jast about an hour ago, 
and tliat detained hi.'.\’ 

Eli//ibeth liotrayei nothing. The training of her class 
held gooii. 

‘ Are they in the library ’—she asked—‘ or upstairs ’ 

Wilson replied that ho believed her ladyship was in 
her room, and ^Ir. Ashe wuli her. 

‘Ploasc ask ^Ir. Ashe if 1 can sec him for a fj\v 
minutes.’ 

Wilson di'iappeared, and Lady Tranniore stood motion¬ 
less locking round at WiJham’s books and tables. She 
loved everything that his hand had touched, every sign of 
liis cl.ar.uto'’,—tlie prize books of liis college days, llio 
piclinos on tlie w.il], many of which had dcsi’endi d l’’om 
liis Eton study, the. photographs of In . ''''ivojiilu liuiiter, 
tlio drawing she li-.iself had made for Inr. of his fiist 
pony. 

On hig writing-table lay a desprich-box ‘loin the 
Eorcign Office. Lady Tranmore turned away from it. It 
reminded her intolerably of the shock and defeat of the 
daj before. During the past six montlis she had become 
more rejoiaingly conscious tlian ever before of Ins 
secret, deepening ambition; and het own heart burned 
with tlie .smart oi liis disappointment. No one else how¬ 
ever should guess at it through her ! No sooner had she 
received hig letter from the club, than, after many weeks 
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of withdrawal from sociot5% she had forced herself to go to 
the Holland House party, that no one might say she hid 
herself, that no one might for an instant suppose that any 
hostile act of such a man as Lord Paiham, or any malice 
of that low-minded woman, could humiliate her son or 
herself. 

Suddenly, she saw Kitty’s gloves- Kitty’s loin and 
soiled gloves—lying on the lioor. She clasped hei ticin- 
bling hands, trying to steady heiself. Husband and wife 
wcio togcthci. What tragedy was passing between tlieni*’— 

Of course there have been an accident; hoA’ 

thoughts might be all mioiako and illusion —But I/adv 
Tranmoro hardly allowed h('i>olf to cncounige the altci- 
nativo of hope. It v.as like KiiLy’s audacity to have 
come back. Incredible—unfathomable!—like all she did. 

‘ Her ladyship says, my lady, would you please go up 
to her loom V' 

The iiiCbsage ^^as given in Blanche’s timid voice. 
Lady Tranmore started, looked at the giil, longed to 
question her, and had not thii coinage Slio followed 
mechanically, and in silence. Could slie, must she face 
itV Yes,--for her son's sake. She pra}ed inwardly that 
she miglit meet the otdeal before her with Christian 
faticngtli and courage. 

Tile door opened She saw’ two 'Igiires in the prett}’, 
briglit-c^ilourcd room. William sat .‘'.-.tiide u]5on a chair 
in front of Kitty, who, like some small uiother-hird, lunercd 
above hnii, holding wdiat scorned to ho a tiny strip of 
bread and butter, which she w’as drop])ing with dainty 
deliberation into his month. Her face, in spite of the red 
and swollen eyes, w'as alive with fun, and Ashes laugh 
reflected hers. The domoslicit}', the intimate .dfctdion of 
the scene:—befoi’e these things, Elizabeth Tranmore stood 
gasping. 
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‘ Dearest mother! ’ cried Ashe starting up. 

Kitty turned. At sight of Lady Tranmore, she hung 
back , her smiles depaited ; her lip quivered. 

‘ William! ’—she pursued him and touched him on the 
shoulder. ‘ I—I can’t—I’m afraid. If mother ever 
moans to speak to me again--come and tell ino.’ 

And hiding her fac(3, Kitty escaped like a whirlwind.—' 
The dressing-room door closed behind her, and mother 
and son were left alone. 

‘ Mother!' ^aid Ashe, coming np to her gaily, both 
bauds outstretched ‘ Ask me nothing, de^or Kitty has 
been a sJly child—bii. things will go better now And 
as for tlie Parhams,—what does it matter come and 
help me send them to the deuce ! ’ 

Lady Tranmore recoiled. Poi once the good humour 
of that handsome face—pale as the face was—seemed to 
her an offence,—nay, a disgrace. That what had liappcMied 
had been no mere contretemps, no mere accident of trains 
and coaches, was plain cnongli from Kitty’s eyes,—from 
all that AVilliain did not sa), no less than from what he 
said. And still this levity'—this incoiieeivable levnvl 
Was it true, as she knew was said, chat William had no 
high sense of honoui', lhai he failed in delicacy, and 
dignity 

In reality, it was the same cry as the IV'i'i's,—upon 
another and smaller occasion. Bm in this ca- e it was 
unspoken. Lady Tianmore dropped into a ch or, one 
hiiiul abandoned to hei. son, the other hiding her face. 
Ho talked fast and tenderly, asking her help—neither of 
them quite knew for what -her advice as to the move to 
Ilaggayfc,—;i,fid so forth. Lady Tranmore said little. But 
it was a hitter silence ; and if Ashe himself failed in 
indignation, his mother’s protesting heart supplied it 
amply. 
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DJllVIuLOP:^ti:N T 

* p's liiRli t oiTi 'r ilf'iil 'jjch lu tR'i Sillle, 
Sii^li fill C:i.niLc.toi 111 lU’iiJ iJc‘i \\ 




CHAPTER XIV 

» 

‘ WiiAT docs Lady Kitty do v.’ith lifM’Sclf Iicro ?' said 
Daruoll looking round him. He luid jiisfc arrived from 
town on a visit to llic Aslics, to find the Ilaggart house 
and garden cojnplcjtely doscitud, save for Mrs. Aloot, 
who was lounging in solitude, with a cigaiotte and a 
novel, on the \MdG lawn which surrounded the houhO on 
three sides. 

As he spoke lie lifted a chair and placed iij licside her, 
iindci' one of tlie cedars ^vhich made deej) shade upon the 
gi'ass. 

‘ Slie jd.iys at Lad^ Bountiful,’ said IMis Alcot. ‘Slie 
doesn’t do it well, but- —' 

'--The w'ondcr is, in Johnsonian phrase, that she 
should do it at all ’ Anything else ’’ ’ 

■ I under,'.land - she is writing a book,—a novel.’ 

Darrell tlnew back his head and laughed long and 
silentiv. 

‘ 11 ne manr|uait qiie ccla,’ he sa 1,—‘ that Lady Kitty 
should take to literature ! ’ 

Mrs Alcot looked at him rathoi s’larply. 

‘Why not? \Ye fiivolous people are a good deal 
cleverer than vou tliink.’ 

The languid arrogance of the lady’s manner was not 
at all unbecoming. Darrell made an inclinaiio!) 

‘ No need to remind me, Madame! A recent exhibi¬ 
tion at an artistic club of Mrs. Alcot’s sketches had made 
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a considerable mark.—‘ Very soon you will leave us poor 
professionals no room to live.’ 

The slight disrespect of his smile annoyed his com¬ 
panion, hut the day was hot and she had no repartee 
ready. She only murmured as s)ie thiew away her 
cigarette, - 

‘ Kitty is much disappointed in the village ’ 

‘ They aie gieater brutes than she ihouglil?’ 

‘Quite the contraiy There are no poachers—and no 
murders. T1 r girls Dicfer to be married, and the Tran- 
mores give so much .rvay that no one lias the smallest 
excuse for slaivation. Kitty gets nothing out of them 
whatetor 

‘ In tlie wa^ of liteiaiy mateiial?' 

« V 

Mrs Alcot nodded 

‘ Jjast week she was so discouraged that she was 
inclined to give ujj fiction and take to journalism ' 

‘ Heavens * Jkditical ’’ ’ 

‘ Oh, la haute ])olitiqtir, wf course.’ 

‘ H’m The wives of C'.ibinct Ministers have often 
inspiied articles J don’t remember an instance of then 
writing thorn ’ 

‘ Well, Kitty is inclined to tiy ’ 

‘ With Ashe's sanction 

‘ Goodness, no * Hut Kitty, vou aie aw 'i c,’-- Mrs. 
Alcot threw a prudent glance to i ght and !■ t' --‘goes 
her own w'ay. She believes slie caji lie (-f gieat service to 
her husband’s policy ’ 

Harrell’s hp tw'itchcd. 

‘ If you were in Ashe’s position, would you rather 
yoiii \\;ife noi^dected or supported y wur jyohtical interests ? ' 
Mrs Alcot shrugged her shouldeis 
‘ Kitty made a considerable mess of them last year.’ 
‘No doubt, bhe forgot they existed. Hut 1 think if 
I were Ashe, I sliould be more afraid of her remembering. 
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By the way—the glass here seems to bo at “ Set 
Fair’'?' - 

His interrogative smile was not wholly good-natured. 
But mere beiievolencci was not what the world asked of 
Philip Darrell,—even 111 the case of his old friends. 

‘ Astonishing ' ’ said Mrs Alcot, with lifted brows. 
‘ Kitty is immeiibely pioud of him,—and iimncnscly 
ambitious. That of course accounts for Lord Parham's 
visit.’ 

‘ Lord Parham ' ’ cried J ).irK‘ll, lioundiiig on his scat.— 
‘ Lord Pfiiham ’ - -coming here '> ’ 

‘ ITe arrives to morrow On liis way from Scotland,— 
to Windsor.' 

Mrs Aloot enjoyed tlio effect of hei communication 
on her comj>anion. Jle sat open-mouthed, evulently 
startled out of all sclf-coinmaiid 

‘ Why, I thought that I /ndy Kitty-’ 

‘ II.id vowed vengeance'^ So, in a sense she has It 
is understood that sh(5 and Lady I’aihain don’t meet, 
except - - ’ 

‘ On formal occasions, and to take in the ground¬ 
lings—’ s.ud DaiT('Jl too iinpaticnl 10 let hei finish her 
Sentence, -Yes. that I gathered. Jiiit you mean that 
Lard Paiham is to be allowed to make his peace 

Madeleine Alcot lay back and laughed. 

‘ Kitt\ wishes to tiy lier hand at managing him.’ 

Darrell joined licr m mull The notion of the 
white-haired, bullet-headed, sh t wal and niastcrful 
man wlio at that moment hehf the Premiership of 
England managed liy Kitt>, or any other daughlei of 
Eve, — ahvaj s excepting his w'ife - iiiu.-^t negds strike those 
who had the slightest acquaintance with Lord Paiham as 
a delicious absurdity 

Suddenly Darrell chocked himself, and bent forward. 

‘ W’hfi’e —if I may ask—iS the poet? ’ 
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‘ Cicoffroy ? Somowhere in the Balkans, isn’t ho ?— 
making a revolution.’ 

Darrell nodded. 

‘ J remember. They say he is ^^ith the Revolutionary 
Gunmitteo at Marinitza. Mcanwliilo theie is a new 
volume of poems, out—to-day,’ said Darrell, glancing at 
a newspaper, thro^vn down beside him. 

‘ I nave seen it. Tlie “ portrait ” at the end-’ 

‘ Is Lady Kitty.’’ They spoke under their bieaths. 

‘ IJnmistalo I'l., I tliink,' said Kitty’s ho-t fiiend. 
‘ As poetry it seems to mo tlie best tiling in the book, 
but the iiudacitv it ’ -She laised lier eyebrows m a 
half-unwilling, half-coniomptuous adiniiation. 

‘ Has she seen n ’ 

Mis. Aleot replied iliat she liad not noticed any copy 
in the hoiiio, and ihat Kiity luul not spoken of it, which, 
given tlie Kitty-naluie, she probably would have iloiie, 
had It leached her. 

Then thev both fell into lovci’ic, fiom which Darrell 
emerged wuh the remark— 

‘ I gather that last year some vci'y important person 
intcifered ? ’ 

Tins opened another line of go-isip, in which, however, 
Mrs. Alcot showed hc..,clf equally 'veil-niiL.'ined It ivas 
commonly reported, iu any rate, tbit the old Onki. of 
Morecambe, the head of Lady Ele-i lor ClilTe's family, 
the great Tory evangelical of the nortii, who was a oort of 
patriarch in English political and aristocratic life, had 
been induced l>y some uridcrmcd pressine to speak very 
plainly to his kinsman on the subject of Ljdy Kitty Ashe. 
Cliffc ha;J expectations from the Di.Ke which w'cre not to 
be t rifled wntli. He had accoi dingly swallo A'ed the lecturer, 
and after th(‘ loss c f his election, had again left England 
with an impoitant newspaper commission to watch events 
in the Balkans. 
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‘ May he stay there ! ’ said DarrelL ‘ Of course the 
whole thing was absurdly exaggerated.’ 

‘Was it?’ said Mis. Aleot coolly. ‘Kitty richly 
deserved most of what was said.' Tlicii—on his start— 

‘ Don’t misundorstarKl mo of course, if twenty actions 
for divorce wcie given against Kitty, I sliould believe 
nothing— notlinuj]’ The woids were as onipliatjc as 
voice and gesture could make them. ‘ But as for the 
talcs that people who }i.i‘e her tell of' hei, and will go on 
telling (-f her-’ 

‘They are merely the hal•^C'^t of w'hat she has sown ' 

‘ Naturally. Poor Kitl \ I ’ 

IMadeleine Aleot reeled her thin check on a still 
frailer hand and looked peii'-ivcdy out into tlio daikriess 
of the cedais. Her tone was neither patronising nor 
unkind; rinhcr, the sh.ide of ironic londoino'is winch 
it expressed suited the suhjeed, and tli.it cm ions inlim,'i,cy 
which had ()i late sjirung up heiween lierself and Darrell. 
She liad licgun, as we liave seen, by treating him ch 
hant CH has. lie had U'paid her with manner of tlic 
same type.; m this resjiocij he w is .i m itcii foi any Arcli- 
angel. Then some accident- peihajis tin' puhlicalion hv 
the man of a volume of essays which expiessed to pc-r- 
fection his acid and emlj.tiered talmt,--p-’ihajis a casual 
meeting at a 1101 them country-hous-*, wlieie the lady h.id 
louiid the man of IctLeis ia'r only lesoiirce amid acrow’d of 
uncongenial iioueiititics --liad slio. ii them theii natural 
compatibility. Boili were in a .sc ’efc revolt against cir¬ 
cumstance and their own lives; IjiiL whereas the reasons 
for the man’s attitude—his jealousies, defeats, and 
ambitions--were fairly well understood by the woman, 
he was almost as much in the daik about Ih'r as wlien 
their friendship l)cgan. 

Re knew lier husband slightly—an eager, gifted fellow, 
of late years a strong High Churchman, and well knowm 
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in a certain group as the friend of Mrs. Armagh, that 
Muse—fragile, austere, and beautiful—of several great 
men, and great Chnstians, among the older generation. 
jMi’S. Alcot had her own intimates, generally men; but 
she tired of them and changed them often. IMr. Alcot 
spent part of every year within reach of the Cornish 
homo of Mrs. Armagli, and dui’ing that time his wife 
made her i’ouikI of visits. 

Meanwliilo licr thin lips were scaled as to her own 
affairs. Certainly she made tlie impression of an unhappy 
woman, and Darrell Vf i,s convinced of some tiiigic com¬ 
plication But neithe he nor anjoiio of whom he had 
yet inquired had any idea wliat it might 

‘ By the way -whore is Lady Kitty?—and are there 
many people hcio '' ' 

Darrell turned, as ho spoke, to scrutinise the house and 
its approaches. Flaggait Hall was a large and common¬ 
place mansion, shtnding in the midst of spreading 
‘ gioimds ’ and dull plantations, beyond whicli could be 
sometimes seen the tall chimneys of noighbounng coal- 
niiniis. It woie an air of mitidle-class Tory comfort which 
brought a smile to DaireU’s countenance as ho suiveyed it. 

‘ Kitty is at the '\gricuLu! al Show - with a party ’ 

‘ Playing ihe gie.iu lady ? Whiit a in.’.se ' ’ 

‘Yes. Kittvahlir.iT. it. But r. will do v'on' well for 

t/ * 

the party to-morrow.’ 

‘Half the county ?—that kind o. thing'’ ’ 

* All tlie county—soiiic Royalties—and Loid Parham.'" 

‘ Lord Parham being the end and aim I thought I 
hoard wheels.’ 

Mi;^. Alcot rose, and they str./iled Lick tow’ards the 
house. 

' And the pai t; ? ' resumed Darrell. 

‘Not particularly thrilling. Lord Giosville-' 

‘Also, I presume, cil gargcni.* 
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Mrs. Alcot smiled. 

‘ —the Manleys, Lady Tranmoro, Miss French, the 

Dean of Milford and his wife, Eddit* TIelston-' 

'That 1 nndeistand is Jjiidy Kitty’s iiiidergraduato 
adorer ? ’ 

-- ' It’s no use talking to you--you know all the gossip. 

And some county big-wigs, whose names I can’t remem¬ 
ber-come to dinner to-night ’ Mrs. Alcot stifled a vawn. 

‘ I ii,m very curious to sec how Aslie takes his 
triumph,’ said l)aiioll, as they paused half-way. 

‘He IS just the s.mik*. No • ’ '-Mid Madilemo Alcot, 
coirecting herself,—‘ no - not f|iute lie lucant to Liiumph, 
—and he hnoim that he has done so ’ 

‘My dear iad\ '-ci led Darrell- ‘a <|iuLe enormous 
dilfeicnce! Asia* never look stock of liunself or his 
prospects in his life before ’ 

‘ \\ ell now - N oil \m 11 find he takes slock of a good 

t/ o 

many things) 

‘ liichidirig L.uiy Kitt} ’ 

His comj.ainon smiled 
‘ He won’t let iiei mteifere again ’ 

‘ Jj’honnnc piopose ’- -said Darn 11 . ‘ You mean lie has 

giowa amliilKjus ’ 

^Irs Alcot seemed to find it diflicult to cope with these 
high thirig-j. 1 aiming heiself, she languidly supposed that 
theFjDglKh political passion, so stiong and unspent still 
111 the aristocratic families, had la d seiioiis hold at last 
on William Ashe He had groat l■'■h^■n)cs of leform, and, 
do what he might to conceal if, h . heait was in them. 
His wife therefore was no longer his oecnpation, but — 
Mrs. Alcot hesitated for a word. 

‘ Scarcely his repose ' laughed Darrell * 

‘I really won’t discuss Kitty any more,’ said Mrs. 
Alcot impatiently ‘ Hero they are! Hullo !—What lias 
Kitty got liokl of no^^^ ? 



2/3 THE MARRIAGE OF WILLIAM ASHE ' 

Three carriages were driving up the long approach, 
one behind the other. In the first sat Kitty, a figure 
beside her in the dress of a nuisc, and opposite to them 
both an indistinguishaljle Imndle, u’hich presently re¬ 
vealed a head. The carj’iago drew up at the steps. 
Kitty jumped down, and she and the nurse lifted the 
bundle out. Footmen appeared, some guests fiom the 
next carriage went to help; thcie Avas a general move¬ 
ment and agitation«; m the midst of which Kitty and her 
companions chs.'ppeaied into the house. 

l^ady Jldith Manley and Jjord Giosville began to cross 
the lawn 

‘ Wluit is the mallei’?’ ashed iMrs. Alcot as they 
converged. 

‘Kitty ran over a hoy’—said Jjord Gros\ille, in 
evident aiinovance. ‘The lascal liadn’t a scratch, hut 
KiUy must needs ))ick him ii]) inid diivo him home wii,h 
a nurse. “I ain’t luirt, mum,” sa}s tlie boy. “Oh ' but 
you must be,” said Kitty. 1 oifeied to lake him to his 
mother and give him half-a-crown. “ It's my duty to 
look after him,” 'lays Kitty. And she lifted him up lier- 
self—dirty little vagaliond !—and put him in the caiiiage. 
Thcie wcie some labouicrs and grooms stand ng luai, 
ami one of them sang out “Three cheers KuIn Kitly 
Ashe ! ” Such a riduiulous scene ai \ou iicvei .iw! ' 

The ol<l man shrugged his shoiih* rs conteiri/uously. 

‘Lady Kitty is ahva3S so kind, --said :Jic an icable 
Lady Edith. ‘ Eut hci pretty dross—T iva^ soiiy !' 

‘ Oil no!—only an exciisu for a new one,’ said iMrs. Alcot. 

The Dean and Jjady Tiaiimoif' approached - behind 
them again Ashe and Mrs. Winston. 

‘ Well, old fello'v ' ’ said Ashe, clapping a hand on 
Dariell’s shouldoi. ‘ Uncommonly glad to see you. You 

look as thoiigli that d-d Tjondon had been squeezing 

the life out of >ou. Come for a stroll befoie dinner? ’ 



DEVELOPMENT 


273 


The two men accordingly left the talkers on the lawn, 
and struck into the park. Asho in a straw hat and light 
suit made his usual impression of strength and good 
humour. Ho was gay, fi'icndly, amusing as ever. But 
Darrell was not long in discovering, or imagining signs 
of change. Anyone else would have thought Ashe’s talk 
frankness—nay, indiscietioii— itself. Darrell at once 
divined, or imagined in it, shades of oflicial reserve, tracts 
of reticence, such as an old friend had a light to resent. 

‘ One can see what a peisonage he feels himself! ’ 

Yet Dariell w'ould have lieen the first to own that 
Asho hail some right to feel Jiimself a personage. The 
sudden levelatioii of Jus full intollectual power, and of 
his infinoiicc iii the country, for which the General Election 
of the preceding winter had provided llie opportunity, was 
still an exciting memoi y among lournalists and politicians. 
He had gone into Ihe eloetion a man slightly discredited, 
on whoso future nohoily took much 1 rouble to speculate. 
He had emerged from it,—after a sciicsof speeches laying 
down the principles and vindicating tlie action of his 
party,—one of tlie most imjiortant men lu England, with 
whom Lord Paiham himself must henceforth treat on 
quasi-equal terms. Ashe wiis now Home Hecretary, and if 
Lord Parham’s gout should take an evil turn, there was no 
sayuig to wJiiit lieight fortune might not soon conduct him. 
The will tlie iron purpose—\vi!ri which it had all 
been done.—tliat was the amazing pait of it. The 
complete independence, moreover. Darrell imagined 
that Lord Parham must often have regietted the small 
intrigue by w'hich Ashe’s promotion had been barred in 
the crisi.s of the summer. It had roused an indolent man 
to action, and freed him from any particular obligation 
towards the leader who had ill-trcatcd him. Abho’y 
campaign had not been in all respects convenient; but 
Jjord Parham had had to put up with it. 

T 
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The summer evening broadened as the two fni&tt" 
sauntered on through the park, ])esido a small stream 
fnngfil with yellow flags. Even the dingy Midland 
landsca.pe, with its smoke-hlackcncd w'oods aiud lifeless 
grass, assumed a gloiy of great light, tlui soft interlacing 
clouds parted before the dying sun; the water received 
the golden flood, and each coot and wiitei’ hen shone jot 
and glossv in the blaze. A few cries of birds, the 
distant shouts of harvesters, the rustling of the water-flags 
along the stream, these were the only sounds, --traditional 
sounds of English pe ce 

‘ Jolly, isn't it? ’ said Ashe looking round liiin- even 
this spoilt country ' Why did wo go and stifle in that 
beastly show ' ’ 

The sensuous pleasure and relaxation of liis mood 
communicated itself to Dairell. They talked more 
intimately, more freely than they had done for months. 
Darrell's gnawing eo’isciousness of his own meaner 
fortunes, as contrasted with the brilliant and expanding 
career of his school-friend, softened and relaxed. Ho 
almost forgave Ashe the successes of the winter, and that 
subtly heightened tone of authority and self-confidence 
which lierc and there boro "witness to tl'cm, in the manner 
or talk of the Mini‘-tei' They scarcely tonehc d on jiolitics 
how’cvcr. Both w\'re tired, and th )ir talk di "led into the 
characteristic male gossip,Wiiat's — dtiing now?’ 
‘Do you ever sec So-and-so?’ ‘You reracrjibcr that 
fellow at Univ?’—and the like,—to the agreeable 
accompaniment of Ashe’s best cigar,'.. 

So pleasant Avas the half-hour, so sti'ongly had tho 
old •college intimacy reasserted itself, that suddenly a 
thought struck upward in Darrell’s mind. He had irot 
come to Flaggart. bent merely on idle holiday,—far from 
it. At the moment ho was weary of literature as. a 
profession, and sharply conscious that the time for vagud^ 
ambitions had gone by. A post had presented itshlf; 
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^post of importance, in the gift of the Home Office. It 
meant no doubt tho abandonment of more brilliant 
things; Darrell was content to abandon them. His 
determination to apply for it seemed indeed to himself an 
,act of modesty—almost of sacrifice. As to tho technical 
qualifications required, ho was well awate theio might 
bo other men better equipped than himself. Dut after 
all to what may not general ability aspiiv,---general 
ability properly stiffened with interest’? 

xAnd as to interest, when was it ever to serve hin^ if 
not now ?—through his old friendship with Ashe. Chivalry 
towards a much-solicited mortal, also your friend,— even 
tho sulitlcr self-love,—might have counselled silence,— 
or at least apiiroaches more gradual. It had been far 
from his purpose indeed to speak so promptly. But hero 
were the hour and the man! And there, in a distant 
country town, a woman— hereof the mere existence was 
unsuspected by Daircll’s country-house acquaintance—sat 
waiting, in whose eyes the post in question loomed as a 
condition,—perhaps indispensable. Darrell's secret eager¬ 
ness could not withstand the temptation. 

So with a nervous beginning—' lU tlu' way, I wished 
to consult you about a personal matter,—Of course, 
ansvver or not as you like. - - Naturally, I iindcrsfand tho 
diffioulties! ’—tho plunge was taken, and the petitioner 
soon in full career. 

After a first start,—a lifted bro.v of astonishment— 
Ashe was uncomfoitably silent,—till suddenly in a pause 
of Darrell’s eloquence, bis face chringed, and with a burst 
of bis old careless freedom and affection, he flung an arm 
along Darrell’s shoulder, with an impetuoust— 

' I say, old fellow—don’t—don’t be a damned fool!' 

-An ashen white overf.piead the countenance of tlie 
man thus addressed. His lips twitched He walked 
on in silence. Ashe looked at him—stammered— 
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‘ Wliy, my dear Philip, it would be the extinguishing? 
of you! ’ 

Dan-ell said nothing. Aslie, still holding his friend 
captiv'e, descanted hurriedly on the disadvantages of the 
post ‘ for a man of your gifts,’ then—more cautiously— 
on its special requirements, not one of which did Darrell 
possess,—hinted at the men applying for it, at the 
scientific and professional influences then playing I’pon 
himself, at his etrong sense of iospoiisibility --‘Too bad, 
isn’t it, that a dufler like me should have to decide these 
things,’—ajid so on. 

fn vani Darrell h., ghed, Jecovered himself, changed 
tlie subject; but as they walked quickly back to the 
house, Ashe knew peichnnee that he had lost a friend; 
and Darrell’s smarting soul had scored anoiher reckoning 
against a day to come. 

As they neared the house they found a huge group 
still lingering on the lawn, and Kitty just emerging from 
a garden door. She came out accompanied by the hand¬ 
some Cambridge lad who had been her partner at Lady 
Crashaw’s dance. He was evidently absorbed in her 
society, and they approached in high spirits laughing and 
teasing each other. 

‘ Well, Kitty, ho^^ s the bruised one?’ said \she as he 
sank into a chair beside Mrs. Alcoi 

‘ Doing finely,' said Kitty. ‘ I oiiall -jeud hiio homo 
to-nighc.’ 

‘Meanwhile, have you put him up in my dressing- 
room ? 1 only ask for infoimatior ’ 

‘ There wasn’t another corner,’ said Kitty. 

‘ There ! ’ Ashe appealed to gods and men. ‘ How do 
you expect me to dress for dinner ? ’ 

‘ Oh now, William, don’t be tiresome I' said Kitty im¬ 
patient!} . ‘ He was bruised black and blue— ’(‘ Serve him 
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‘iiight for getting in the way,’ grumbled Lord Grosville)— 
‘ and Nurse and I have done him up in arnica.’ 

She came to stand by Ashe, talking in an undertone 
and as fast as possible. The little Dean, who never could 
help watching her, thought her more beautiful,—and 
wilder,—than ever. Her eyes,—it was hardly enough to 
say they shone,—they glittered—in hei delicate face ; 
her gestures were more extravagant than be remembered 
them ; her movements restlessness itsdlf. 

Ashe listened with patience,—then said— 

‘ I can’t help it, Kitty you really must have liim 
removed.’ 

‘ Impossible ! ’ she said, her cheek fl.tming. 

‘I’ll go and talk to Wilson, he’ll manage it,” said 
Ashe, getting up. 

Kitty pursued him, arguing incessantly. 

Ho lounged along, turning every now and then to look 
at her, smiling and donmning,—his hat on the back of his 
head. 

‘ You see the dilTcrence ’—said l\rrs. Alcot in Darrell’s 
car. ‘ Last year Kitty v/onld have got her way. This 
year she won't.’ 

Darrell shrugged his shoulders. 

‘ These domesticities should be ’ '‘pt out of sight, don't 
you think ? ’ 

Madeleine Alcot looked at liim oun'ously. 

‘ Did you have a pleasant walk ' ’ she said. 

Darrell made a little face. 

‘ The great man was condescending.’ 

Madeleine Alcot’s face w^as still interrogative. 

‘ A touch of the folie des grandeur a ^ ^ 

‘ Well, who escapes it ? ’ said Darrell, bitterly. 


Most of the party had dispersed. Only Lady Tran- 
more and Margaret French were on the lawn. Margaret 
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was wiiting some household notes foi* Kitty; Lady 
Tranmore sat in meditation, with a book before her which 
she was not reading Miss French glanced at her from 
time to time. Ashe’s mothei w’as beginning to show the 
weight of yeais far more plainh than she had yet done. 
In these last three years the face had perceptibly altered; so 
had the haii. The long strain of nursing, and that pathetic 
change which makts of the husband wdio has been a 
w’oman’s pridt .ind shelte* her half-conscious dependent, 
had no doubt lett deep inai ks upon a beauty which had 
so long resisted time. \nd yet Margaret Fionch lielieved 
It was rather with lu son than with her husband that 
the constant and weaiing anxiety of Lady Tianmore’s life 
sliould be connected. All the ambition, the pride of lace 
and histoiy which liad been disappointed in her husband 
had poured themselves into her de\otion to her son Rhe 
lived now for his happinc-s and succi'ss. And both we>e 
constantly threatened bj the peisonality and the presence 
of Kitty. 

Such at least-, as Margaret Fiench well knew', was 
the inmost persuasion— fast becoming a fanaticism —of 
Ashe’s mothei. William might indeed for the moment 
have triuniphed ovu the consequences of Kitty’s bygone 
b6ha\ioin But the ’kless unta ned cli uactei W'as there 
still at his side, pr paring HeaN i /i knew t pitfalls 
and catastrophes. Lady Tranmor lived ir fear. And 
under the outw'ard swreetness and lugnity of her inanner, 
was there not developing something w'crse than fear,— 
that hatred which is one of the strange births of 
love 

If ^ 0 , wa'^it ]’u?t^ There were mau_y moments when 
Margaret would liave indignantly denied it 

It was true indeed that Kitty's eccentricity seemed 
to develop with every month that passed. The preced¬ 
ing winter had been marked, first by a mad folly of 
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3&e-tufning,—involving the pursuit 'of a particular 
medium whose proceedings had ultimately landed him 
in the dock; then by a headlong passion for hunting, 
accoinpained by a series of new Hiit.itions, each more 
unseemly than its piedecessor, as it seemed to Lady 
Tranmoie. Afterwards,— during the General Election,— 
a political phase! Kitty had most unfortunately dis¬ 
covered that she could speak in public, and had fallen in 
love with the sound of her own voice. In Ashe’s own 
contest, her sallies and indiscretions had alieady begun 
to do mischief, when Lady Tranmoie had succeeded 
' in enticing her to London by the bait of a French clair- 
voyante ; with whom Kitty nightly tempted the gods 
who keep watch over the secrets of fate,—till William’s 
poll had been declared. 

All this was deplorably true. \nd j-et no one could 
say that Kitty in this chequered year had done her hus¬ 
band much harm. Ashej was no longer her Idiiid sia\ e ; 
and his career had cairied him to lieights with which 
even his mother might have been satisfied. Soinetiiiies 
Margaret was inclined to think that Kitty had now less 
influence with him, and his mother more, tliaii w'as the just 
duo of each. She-- the younger woman—felt the tragedy 
of Ashe’s now and grow'iiig emancipation. Secretly— 
cfieri—she sided with Kitty ! 

‘ Margaret! ’ 

The voice was Kitty's. She came running out, her 
pale pink skirts fl) ing round liei ‘ Jl.ive you seen the 
babe ?' 

Margaret replied that ho and his nurse ^were just in 
sight. 

Kitty fled over the lawn to meet the child's peram¬ 
bulator. She lifted him out, and earned him iii her arms 
towards Margaret and Lady Traiimore. 



286 "* THE MARRIAGE OF WILLlA]Vr-ASH^:^" 

* t % ■" 

f ^ • 7 ' 

‘ Isn’t it piteous ? ’ said Margaret under her breath, a6 
the mother and child approached. Lady Tranmore gave 
her a sad assenting look. 

For during the last six months the child had shown 
signs of brain mischief—a curious apathy, broken now 
and then by fits of temper. The doctois were not en¬ 
couraging. And Kitty vaiied between the most passionate 
attempts to rouse the child's failing intelligence, and days 
—even weeks- \\hcu she could hardly bring herself to 
see him at all. 

She bi ought him n nv to a scat beside Lady Tranmore. 
She had been trying h make him take notice of a new 
toy. r>ut :he child looked at her with blank and glassy 
eyes, and the to;^ fell fiom his hand 

‘ He hardly knows me,’ said Kitty in a low voice of 
misery, as she ckisped her haiidfs round the baby of three, 
and looked into liis lace, as though slie \\ould drag Ironi 
it some sign of mind and lecogintion. 

But the blue eyes lieti.ived no glimmer of iespouse, 
till suddenly—with a gesture as of inlinite fatigue, the 
child thicw' itself back against her, laying its fail head 
upon her breast wutli a long sigh. 

KiUy gave a sob, and bent over him, kissing —and 
kissing him. 

‘Deal Kitty!’—said Lady Tj<i.imoie, nri-'li moved. 

‘ [ think—partly—I k- is tired with t lo beat.’ 

Kitty shook her head. 

‘ Take him! ’ she said to the nurse— ‘ take him ! I 
can’t bear it.’ 

The nurse took liini from her, and Kitty dried her 
tears, with a kind of fierceness. 

‘ There is the post ’! she said springing up, as though 
determined to thi ow olf her grief as quickly as possible ; 
while the nurae carried the child away. 

The footman brought the letters across the lawn. 
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‘ There were s6me for Lady Tranmore, and for 
Margaret French. In the general opening and reading 
that ensued, neither lady noticed Kitty for a while. 
Suddenly Margaret I'^rench looked up. She saw Kitty 
sitting motionless with a book on her lap, a book of which 
the wrapper lay on the grass beside her. Her iinger kept 
A page; her eyes full of excitement were fixed on the 
distant horizon of the paik, the hurried breathing was 
plainly noticeable under the thin bodioe. 

‘ Kilty—Lime to dross ' ' said iVIargarot touching her 

Kitty rose, wiUiout a word to eitJier of them, and 
walked quickly away, lier hands still hohlmg the book 
dropped in front of her, })er eyes on the ground. 

‘ Oh ' Kitt} ' ’ cried ^Tai'garet in laughing protest, as 
she stooped to pick up the litter of Kitty’s letters, some 
of them still unopened, which lay acatteiod on the grass, 
a's they had fallen unheeded from her lap. 

But the little figure in the tiailing skirts was already 
out of hearing. 

At dimiei Kitty was in hei'wildest spirits,—aspaikling 
vision of diamonds and lace, nnich beyond—so it seemed 
to Lord Grosville—what the occasion required. ‘ Dressed 
out like a comedy queen at a fair' ’ w^as his inward com¬ 
ment, and lie already rolled tlie phrases in which he 
should describe the w'hole party in his wife. Like the 
expected Lord Parham, he w^as theie in sign of semi-recon¬ 
ciliation. Nothing w'ould have ind .cod Kitty to invite her 
aunt, the memorY of a ceitam Sunday was too strong. 
On her side Lady GrosYille averred that nothing would 
have induced her to sit at Kitty’s hoaid. As to this, her 
husband cherished a certain scepticism. However, her 
resolution was not tried. It was Ashe, ii- fad, w'ho had 
invited Lord Grosville, and Lord Grosville—wlio was 
master in his own house, and had no mind to break with 



^William Ashe just as that gentleman's eompahy ^beoa^e' 
even beuter worth having than usual—had accepted the 
invitation. 

But his patience was sorely triecl by Kitty. After 
dinner she insisted on table-turning, and Lord Grosville 
was dragged breathless through the drawing-room 
window, in pursuit of a table that broke a chair and. 
finally danced upon a flower-bed. His theology was 
harassed by these .proceedings, and his digestion upset. 
The Dean too).: it with smi^s; but then the Doan was a 
Latitudinarian. 

Aftei wards Kitty nd the Cambridge boy—Eddie 
Plelston- - performed a duologue in French for the amuse¬ 
ment. of the company. Whatever could be understood 
in it had belter not have been understood,—such at least 
was Lord Grosville’s impression. He wondeied how 
Ashe —wlio laughed immoderately— could allow his wife 
to do such things; and his only consolation was that, for 
once, tlie Dean—whose fancy for Kitty was ridiculous !— 
seemed to be distui“bed. Fie had at any rate walked 
awa^ to the library m the middle of the piece. Kitty 
was of course making a fool of the boy all through. Any 
one could see that he was head over ears in love \sithher. 
And she seemed to have all sotts of uiysterious under¬ 
standings with him. Lord Grosville was certain they 
passed each other notes, and mc-le assignations. And 
one night, on going up himself to bed \ej y late, he had 
actually come upon the pair, pacing up and down the long 
passage after midnight!—Kitty in 5>uch a iidykyd as only 
an actress should wear, with her hair about her ears,— 
and the boy out of his w’its, and olf his balance, as any¬ 
one could see. Kitty indeed had been quite unabashed,— 
trying even to draw Mm into their unseemly talk, about 
some theatrical nonsense or other; and such blushes as 
there were had been entirely left to the boy. 
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Hfl supposed there was no harm in it. The lad was 
, not a Geoffrey Cliffe, and it was no doubt Kitty’s mad 
love of excitement which impelled her to these defiances 
of convention. But Ashe should put his foot down; 
there was no knowing with a creature so wild and so 
lovely where these things might end. And after the 
scandal of last year— 

As to that scandal, Lord Grosville, as a man of the 
world, by no means endorsed the lufid imjiginations of 
his wife. Kitty and Cliffe had certainly behaved badly 
at Grosville Park,—that is to say, judged by any ordinary 
standards. And tlie gossip of the sea' on had apparently 
gathered and culminated round some incident of a graver 
character than the rest,—though nobody precisely knew 
what it might be. But it seemed that Ashe had at last 
asserted himself; and if in Kitty’s abrupt departure to 
the country, and the sudden dissolution of the intimacy 
between herself and Cliffe, those wlio loved her not had 
read what dark things tliey pleased, hei uncle by marriage 
was quite content to see in it a mere disciplinary act on 
the part of the husband. 

Lord Grosville believed that some rumours as to 
Chffe’s piivate character had entered into the decisive 
defeat,—in a constituency largely Nonconformist—"which 
iiad befallen that gentleman at the polls. Poor Lady 
Tranmore! He saw her anxieties in her face, and W'as 
truly Boriy for her. At the same lime, inveterate gossip 
that he was, he regarded her wnth a kind of hunger. If 
she only would talk things over with him 1—So far how¬ 
ever she had given him very little opening. If she ever 
did, he would certainly advise her to pre^s something 
like a temporary separation on her son. Why should not 
Lady Kitty be left at Haggart when the next session 
began ? Lord Grosville, who had been a frieiid of 
Melbourne’s, recalled the early history of that great man. 
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When Lady Caroline Lamb had become too troubleso^ 
to a political husband, she had been sent to Brocket. 
And then Mr. Lamb was only Irish Secretary,—without 
a seat in the Cabinet. How was it possible to take an 
important share in steering the ship of state, and to look 
after a giddy wife at the same time 

Ashe and his guests lingered late below stairs. When, 
somewhere about one o’clock he enteied his dressing- 
1 oom, he was suddenly alarmed by a smell of burning. 
It seemed to come Lnm Kitty’s room. He knocked 
hastily at her dooi. 

■ Kitty! 

No answer. He opened the door, and stood an*ested. 

The room was in complete darkness save for some 
wciid object in the centre of it, on which a fiio was 
burning, sending up a smoke which hung about the room. 
Abhe recognised an old Spanish brazier of beaten copper, 
standing on iron feet, which had been a puicliabc ol his 
own in days when ho trifled with hiic-a-hrac. Upon it, 
a heap of some light material, which fluttered and 
crackled as it bui nt, was blazing and smoking away, w’hile 
beside it, her profile set and waxen amid the duhs of 
smoke, her fair hair blanched to w^hiteness b}’ strange 
illumination from lielow, and all her -.light form, t lequei < d 
with the light and shade of the fire drawn into a curve 
of watchfulness vindictive and intent,—stood Kitt>. 

‘ What in the name of fortune are you doing, Kitty ? ’ 
cried Aslie. 

She made no answer, and he approached. Then he 
saw that in the centre of the pile and prouped up against 
some small pieces of wood, a photograph of Geoffrey Cliffe 
was consuming slowly and dismally. The fire had just 
sent a line acrosp his cheek. The lower limbs were 
already charred, and the right hand was shrivelling. 
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Aft around were letters, mostly consumed While at 
the top of the pile above the culpiit s head, stuck in a 
cleft stick, and just beginning to be licked by the flumes, 
was what bcomed to bo a leaf toin out of a book The 
book fiom which it had appaiently beerj wienched lay 
open on a ehau neai 

Kitty diew a long bioith, as Vshe eime neai hei 
‘ Keep oft—’ she said,- don’t touch it' 

‘You little goose' cued Ashe-‘what ait }ou 
about ^’ 

‘Burning a cow aid m cfhg\, said Kitty, between 
hei teeth 

Ashe thi Ubl his li iiids into his pockets 
‘I wish to God ^oud ioiget the cieatuie’ instead oi 
flatteiiiig him with those attentions' * 

Kitty made no leply, but as she diew the liie togetlioi 
Ashe ciptuied hii hmd 

‘ WhU b he been doing now, Kitt\ ^ 

‘ Theie aie his poems, said Kitl\, jiointing to the 
chan ‘ The last one is about me 
‘ May I be allowed to sec it ’ 

‘ It isii t theie ’ 

‘Ah'- I see "Vouve topped the pile with it With 
)fOUi lpa\e, 111 del ty its doom IIl sn Uehed the leaf liom 
its stick, and bending down lead it bj the light oi the 
buinmgpipn Kitty watehed him fiownmg hei hand 
on hei hip, the white wiip she woi' ovei hei night diess 
twining lound hei ii close folds i skndci, nioodmg 
soiceiesb, some Canidia oi Simaetha, mteiiuptid in hei 
(itual of hate 

But Ibhe was in no mood toi liteiaiy icminisecnce 
His lip was contemptuous, his blow angiy, as he leplat ed 
the leaf m its cleft stick, whithei the fl mu s immediately 
puLSued it 

‘Wietohed stutf, and damned imjieitinence ’—thats 
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all thoiL lb to s\y Foi Hei\ens sake, Kitty, don t let 

am one suppobe you mind the thing—foi an instant > ’ 
Shelojlcd at lum \Mth stiangi eyes, But if I do 
mind it 

Ills hice d likened to I he shidt oi heis ‘Does that 

m 

im in thit you still think of him still wish to see 
liim ’ 

1 don t ] now siid Kitty slowh The file hid died 
iw i\ Kothin^ l)ut i ftw chined lomnintb lemimed in 
the ])] i/ui 'she lit til iiid disclosrd i ttagie 

Kitti hubitn l)\ )i iudi(it\ ot hei list icmuk lie 
took hoi nj isti fully i hib inns 

‘ Th It w IS hi i\ idc ho Slid kissin^, hei ou lo\e 
7110^ \nd I in i h( i pjoi stick hid I m woitli ii go id 
in iny Clill s Uot\ in iiid I 11 wi e you i bcttei poem 
too 

The coloui leipt iliesh in Kitty s cluck She pushed 
him aw ly ind, 1 olduij, him, ptiused his liinlsome 
seointul fict ind ill the i ml stiength of fonii ind 
ittitudc Ilei own lids wiieicd 

\\ h It i silh scene t she said, irid fell— i little '-oft 
yielding loim into lus urns 
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Tifr chuirh clock of a H if,c 1 ul lUFitQtiucl }ialf 

pist sn V ^\hitc non) mist cnw ippcd the p»iK and 
gudcn \ OK ind shout i in^j ih ough the mist little 
could ^ct lx sc u hut th li^\ns and 11 c paik sotmed to 
he pci\ d I with bus 1 nd pirpii ition and c\ei'^ now 
ind then as tl < mist diflcd gicups of woikmcn could 
Ik distinginslied niiqiieis emeiged fl igs lloitrd ind 
eiits laicn with henchi ind 1 cssl tables luiihhd 
slowlj oiei the i iids and tiacks ol the puk 

The house it cll w s iull of „iiden is aiiaiging 

I anl s (f in ipnitic ( nt flrwcis in tie hill ml diawii g 
looms an I sup i ntended h\ ll c he 1 1 gai loi ci i ^cison 
of much gi at h^nit\ ihin \shc himself wh swei e a* 
in} undeiling m ikiOv, a noise is the igh tin lumbeis ol 
Ih ‘cpiili \ in tlie big house o\cih ad and the d ingei 
ol distuibiiig th n we o the dealest intc i« s s of a 

I I d( ned hf 

\s to th misii ss of th h ust it in\ i ite Iheu w is 
n ) need fo ciulion Th elocks c tli hou eh 1 1 u 1\ 
followed the cliuich clock in stidii tlie 1 ilf lioiii when 
thcwaikmen on th oun I flooi siw T ifh Kitt> came 
downstiiis ind go ih ough th diawm,, loom window 
into the gild n Then she gue li i opinion on the 
piepirations pu hing on afteiwaids into the p ik wl cie 
she astounded tl e \ uious contractojs nl 1 c i \ xl m n 
b} hei appeal uicc at such an houi and h} the Mf,oui 
and decision of li i oidcis hinally she left ^hc pirk 


/ 
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bohind, jiibt as its bioad sooiched suifaces began every- 
whcit to shake ott the mist, and entered one of the 
boi del w oods 

She had i basket on lici iiin, ind ^\hen she had 
found toi heisclE a mossy sc it amid the loots of a gieat 
oik, she unpicked it It contained a mis, of wiitten 
pigcs, some flesh scubblin,^ pipei, ink ind pens, ind 
i sm ill poitfolio \\ hen the^ wcie all Ijing on the moss 
beside he i Kutv turned ovei the sheets wilh i loMiig 
hind, leidingn o ind theie 

It IS good ' she lul to hoise It 1 \ow it is I 

Dippn ^ hei pen in ohe ink, she be^in upon eoiiee- 
tions The sun liltcied thiough the thick leiligt ovci 
he id, touching hei iihit chess, hoi small slioes, and the 
iiiisscb ot hei hail She woie a Leghoin gaidon hat, 
tied with pink iiiiboiis unclei hei chin ind in hei mom 
nig lieslines':) iiid diintnusT she le:>oked about sevei t en 
The houis ot sleep hid i ilined the lestle ssiiess of the 
wide blown e\es the} wei tiill now ol ^eiitleii ss and 
inn th 

‘ 1 wondci if he 11 come * 

She looked up and listciieel Viid is she did so, li i 
e\es iiiel sense weie seized with tlie beiut\ of 'he w ol 
Thcinjstei} of caiJv solitii} huiis see i 1 o h< still 
upon it, both in the unlight anel he shidov heii w is 
i magic unknown to tiic litei d ij In i clc.iiing bcloio 
lici spicacl i lake of willow hcib ci ij i c l)*i^I + pink, 
hcminoJ in b} i golden shoic of iigwoit J he splash 
of coloiii gi\c Kitty i pissionite d 1 ,,ht 

‘Doai deal wonrl' she stic telied oat hei hinds to it 
in a childish ^leeiiug 

Then the joy died sliaiplv tiom hei e \ s ‘ How man} 
>tais left to eiijc > it in—befoie one dies ^—oi one s 
hcait dies ’ 

Invaiiably now, hci moments ut sensuous plcasuie 
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in’ this dread of something beyond,— of a sudden 
drowning of beauty and delight,—of a future unknown and 
cmel, coming to meet her, like some armed assassin in a 
narrow path. 

William!—when it came, could William save her? 
‘ William is a darlinr) I ’ slie said to herself, her face full 
of yearning. 

As for that other,—it gave her an intense pleasure to 
think of the flames creeping up the form and face of the 
photograph. Should she hear perhaps in a week or two 
that he had been seized with some mysterious illness, 
like the witch-victims of old ? A shiver ran through her, 
a thrill of repentance,—till the bitter lines of the poem 
came back to memory,—lines describing a woman "with 
neither the courage for sin nor the strength for virtue, a 
‘ light woman ’ indeed, whom the groat passions passed 
eternally by, whom it was a humiliation to court, and a 
mere weakness to regret. Then she laughed; and began 
again with passionate zest upon the sheets before her. 

A sound of approaching footsteps on the wood path. 
She half lose, smiling. 

The branches parted, and Darrell appeared. He 
paused to survey tlio Oread vision of J.ady Kitty. 

‘ Am I not to the minute ? ’ He held up his watch in 
front of her. 

‘ So you got my note *’ ’ 

‘ Certainly. I was immensely flattered.’ He thiew 
himself down on the moss beside her, hiS sallow long- 
chinned face and dark eyes toned to a morning cheerful¬ 
ness, his dress much fresher and more exact than usual. 

' .But he is one of the men who look so much better in 
their old clothes 1 ’ thought Kitty. 

‘Well, what can I do for you, Lafly he le- 

sumed, smiling. 

‘ I wanted your advice,’ said Kitty,—not altogether 
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sure, now that he was there beside her, that she did 
want it 

‘ About your literary work ? ’ 

She thiew him a quick glance. 

‘ Do } ou know ? Plow do you know ? I have been 
wuling a book ! ’ 

‘ So T imagintnl-' 

‘ And—and—' She broke now into eagerness, bonding 
forward, ‘ I want you to help me get it published. It is 
a deadly seewjl Nobody knows-’ 

‘ Not even Williait ’ 

‘No one,’ she lepejucd. ‘ And I can’t tell you about 
it, OL show }ou a lino of it, unless you \ow and swear to 
me-’ 

‘ Oh f I swear '—said Darrell, tranquilly; ‘ I svear.’ 

Kitty looked at him doubtfully a moment,--then 
resumed 

‘ I ha\o written it at all sorts of times—when William 
wa-i away—in the middle of the night- out in the woods. 
Ahiw/y knows. You see’—her little fingers jilucked at 
the moss —‘ I have a good many advantages. If people 
want “ Society ’ w’ith a big S, I can give it them !' 

‘Naturally,’ said Darrell 

‘ And It always a 1 .uses peoplt doesi oit*^ 

Kitty clasped hei liands roiinit ner knce>, id lo( ked 
at him with candour. 

‘Does it?’said Dari ell. ‘It has be* i done a good 
deal ’ 

‘ Oh of course,' said Kitty impatiently, ‘ mine’s not 
the pioper thing You don’t iim.gine I should try and 
write hke Thackeray, do you ? Mine’s rtal people ,—real 
things that happened,—with jubt the names altered.’ 

‘ Ah 1 ’- -said I >arrell, sitting up,—‘ that sounds exciting. 
Is it libellous ’ 

‘Well, that’s just what I want to know,’ said Kitty 
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slowly ‘ Of course, I've made a kind of stoiy out of it. 
But jou’d have to be i gitat fool not to guess I vo put 

mjself in, and-’ 

‘ And Ashe, 

Kitty noddfd ‘All the noveU that are ^^rltten 
about politics nowad ijs—except Di//} s iie -such non¬ 
sense, aient they'* I ]ust wanted to ch >,ciibe—fiom the 
inside how i, it il stitesman she tbiew up h(i lu id 
pioiidlj - lues, and whit h d cs’ 

E\eillent subjtet siid Diiicll ‘Well—an\bod\ 
cist > 

Kitt\ flusht I \ou]l s ( — she siid iincejtainly 

Dm ell s in\t)luMl ii\ sti ilt w is hidden by i buntli of 
honcysuckk it whifh he wi-. smiling ‘ M ly 1 lo'‘k^ 
h( asked stif tching out a h iiid f(U the sht t ts 

Sh( pu h( d tl (ni low mis bin, h ih iinwilliiif^, hilt 
c igei ind It bf^in to tuiii them ovti Vppiitntlyit 
hid i thicid of stoiv, both sk luUi ind t\iiivi^,int 
\nd ontht thiead —Hullo’ — he 11 w is ihc i inc^ Bill, 
h ptnincod upon it V joitiiit of I id^ Pul u 1 , Ye 
poweis ' he chucklt d is he leil On th nt \t p i,-,e the 
(hincelloj ot the Ixthequei snub lostd pmoLii ind 
Pititin 111111111)1^ ciiight luUhti on i s^tLch ot 
\sloS in tlu "^To ist wiih (uieatuf to light ind cm 
ct lie to It ft VhWhepxt’ i' 1 ist ^ Ifelcntoiei 
the pig( till Kitty eought d ind ti nted, ind lu thou/ht 
it best to huii\ on Bur it w is w ht peieeutd—open, 
undignihtd feminine w 11 On the nt \t [ ige, tlit \ieh 
bishop of Cintdbui) —with f idy Kitlj s \iews on the 
Uhanisian Cieed • Jleucnst what i book' Next 
Eoyalty itself not too lespt cttull} handled ^ ilieii Ashe 
again,— \shp gloiified, \.sho explained, V.sho intiigued 
against, and \she tiiumphint—eier'\w t dw « ntie of 
the stage, and oveiywhert of coiiise, ill unknown to ihe 
author, the fool of the piece Political indiscictions also, 
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of the most stai tling kind, as coming from the Wife of ft 
Cabmf't TMinistei Mliisionb besides, scattered bioadcast, 
to the scandiK of the daj, -miteiiil as far as he could 
•■ce foL a do'en libel actions And ^Mth it all, much 
finia‘?lic ability, flishes of \Mt and lornxncc, enough to 
give the book bo}ond its fust pci^onal audience,— 

cnoug 1 m fi t to secure to all its scandalous mittei the 
widest possible ehuiee of f inu 
‘Weir — 

Ho loll d o\ci oil Ins elbows, ind stirmg at the 
slic( IS bcfiio li m — lull ^\hat was lie to aij ^ 

\ rhou^hL s luek 1 im xis fu as he lould poicei\e, 
th L w i 111 empt> riiehe 
\nd Tjoid Pul) uii ^ 

A oinil of misehi f lioa lened on Kitt} s lips 
‘ThitJl coiJiL, —sht sill —111 I cl (ok 1 hriself 

D 111 ell bowt 1 Ills face on his hands and liugln d, unseen 
To what saciifaciil iite \ as the unconscious Mctmi 
hiiiijm^ a th it vei} m i nt in the expiess turn 
w hieh w IS to 1 lud him it II ig ^ lu '•i i( ion thi aft moon ? 

‘ Well ’ ii 1 Kitty impitiei tl}— wh I do \ou think * 
C 111 'SOU help me ^ 

Du 1 C 11 lookel u][ 

‘loukijow, T ilv Kilt'S that h >k ci ib j ubli bed 
like that Is )hod}' wo 1 ii i it 

‘Well I su pose the> 111 11 me \ Jiat ti lut o it 
‘ "i es —.aid Daiicll slowlj, exught bv rnuj'v icflec 
tions, ‘ no doubt some clcvei fellow wdl know how neai 
the wind it s possible to s iil But my w tj, turn it as joii 
like the book will make a scandal 

‘ Will lb’ Kitty h e 3 cs flished b>hf ^at up radiant, 
her bieath quick I defiant 

‘I dont se —he lesumed—‘how "vou can publish it 
without consulting Vshe 

Kitty gave a ciy of protest 






' * No; il'O, wo 1 Of course he’d disapprove. But then- 
^ —he soon forgives a thing, if he thinks it clever. And it 
is clever, isn’t it ?—some of it. He’d laugh,—and then it 
would be all right. He'd never pay out his enemies, but 
he couldn’t help enjoying it if soineono else did,—could 
, he ? ’ She pleaded like a child. 

' “ No need to forgive them,” ’—murmured Darrell, as 
he rolled over on his back, and put his hat over his eyes,— 
‘for vou would have ” shot them all.” ’ 

Und(;i tlie shelter of his liat lie tried to think hinisolf 
clear. What mr/hy were her motives? Paitly no doubt 
a childish love of excitement’’—partly revenge? The 
animus against the Parhams was eleai’ in every page. 
Cliffe too came badly out of it,—a fantastic B^roiiic mix¬ 
ture of libertine and cad. Lady Kitty had better bevare 1 
As far as he Knew', ClifTe had never jet been stnick, with 
impunity to the striker. 

If these piecious sheets ever appeared, Ashe’s position 
would certainly be shaken. Poor w'rotch !—endeavouring 
to pursue a seiioiis existence, yoked to such an impish 
sprite as this ! Ilis own fault, after all. That fust mght, 
at Madame d’Estreos’, was not her madness w'ritten in 


her eyes 

‘ Now tell me, Lady Kitty,’—he roused himself to 
look at her with some attention,—‘ wdiat do you w ant me 
to do ? ’ 


‘ To find me a publisher, and—' .slic stooped towards 
him with a laughing shyness,—‘ to got mo soma money.' 

‘ Money! ’ 

‘ I’ve been so aw'fully extravagant lately,’ said Kitty 
frankly. ‘ Sometliing really will have to be done. And 
the book’s w’ortli some money, isn’t it ? ’ - ’ 

‘A good deal,’ said Darrell. Then he added, with 
emphasis—‘ I really can’t be responsible for it in any way, 
Lady Kitty,’ 
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* Of course not I will never, never say I told you! 
But }Ou &e3 I’m not liteiarj,—1 don’t know m the least 
how to set about it If -^ou would just put me m com¬ 
munication ^ ’ 

D in 1 11 pondeit d None ot the well know n publisheis 
of couiso would look at it But there weie plenty of 
people who would,— ind Lad} Kitty a laige sum of 
money foi it too 

Whit pul liowiMi could he—Danell pla} in ^uch 
a ti insietion ’ 

‘1 am bound to w i n }Ou’—hi sud at liit, looking 
up ‘ th it youi liusbuii v\ill piobibl} stioijf,!} dis ippioie 
this hook, ind th it it in i} do liira h urn.’ 

Kill} hit lioi hp 

‘But if 1 till noliodj who wioU it—and you tell 
nolioil} ^ ’— 

‘Ashe would know it oner Licijbody wonll 
know 

‘ Wilhani would know, lus companion admitted, un 
willingU ‘But 1 don t se wh} an\bod> ilse should 
You sec I\u imt m\-.elf in I vi sud the nio^.t bhoeking 
things » ’- 

Damll Jtplud that slit would not find that devu*. of 
much ‘-iiviee to hei 

‘Ilowe^ti,-! ei no iloubt et in Oj non foi 

}OU ’ 

Kltt^, ill delight, thanked him pi»jtusel\ 

‘ lou sliall ha\o the whole of it befoie joii go Fiiday, 
isn’t it ? ’ she sud, eageil} gatheimg lu up 

Darrell was ceitainl} consuious nf no desire to burden 
himself with the hoiiid thing But lie wa-» rarely able to 
refuse the lequest of a pictt} and fashionable woman, 
and it flatteied liij conceit to be the sole lecipient of 
what might veiy w 11 tuiii out to bt a political secret of 
some impoitance. JSot that he meant tola} himself open 
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to any just reproach whatever in the matter. He would 
show it to some fitting person—to pacify Lady Kitty,— 
write a letter of strong protest to her afterwards —and 
Wash his hands of it. What iniglit liappen then was not 
his business. 

Meanwhile his inner mind was full of an acrid debate 
which turned entirely upon his interview with Ashe of tlie 
day before. No doubt, as an old friend, aware of Lady 
Kitty’s excitable character, he might ha\e felt it his duty 
to go straight to Ashe, (oAic qiie coulc, and w^arn him of 
what w^as going on. But w'hat encouiagi ment had licdii 
given him to play so Quixotic a jiart? Wliy sliould he 
take any particular tliouglit for Ashe’s domestic peace, or 
Ashe’s public ])laco What consideration had Abhe 
shown for hnu'^ ‘ Tu I'as voulu, Georges Dandin '' 

So it endeil in his piomising to lake the MS to 
London witli him, and let Lady Kitt} know the lesult (*f 
his inquiries Kitty’s dancing skp as lliey leturned to 
the house hetia^ed the height of her s])iiits. 

A rumour flew lound the house towards the middle of 
the day that narr\ the little heir was worse. Kitty did 
not appear at luncheon, and the doctor w'as sent for. 
Befcrc he came, it was known only to Margaiet hVench 
that Kitty had escaped by herself fiom tlie house and could 
nol be found. Ashe and Lady Tranmoie saw the doctor, 
who presciibed, and would not adni that thcie w'as an} 
cause for alarm The heat hadtiied the cliild, and Lady 
Kitty—he looked round the nursery foi her in some 
perplexity—might be quite reassured. 

Margaret found her, w'aridoriug in the park,—very wild 
and pale,—told her the doctor’s verdict and brought her 
home. Kitty said little or nothing, and was pie'«eutl} 
persuaded to change her dress for Loid Parham’s 
arrival. By the time the operation W'as over, she w^js lull 



^ as usual of smilos and chattel*, with no trace 
of the mood which had gone before. 

Lord Parham found the house-party assembled on the 
lawn, with Kitty in a three-cornered hat, fantastically 
garnished at the side with a great plume of white cock's 
feathers, presiding at the tea-table. 

‘ Ah! ’ thought the Premier, as he approached—‘ now 
for the tare in Ashe’s wheat!' 

Nothing, however, could have been more gracious than 
Kitty’s reception of him, or more effusive than his response. 
He look hib seat beside her, a solid and impressive figure, 
no less clobcly observed hy such of the habitual guests of 
the political country houbes as happened to be present, 
than by the sprinkling of local clergy and country neigh¬ 
bours to whom Kitty was giving tea. Lord Parham, 
though now’' in the fourth year of his Premiership, was 
still something of a mystery to liis countrymen ; while 
for tlio inner circle it was an amusement and an event 
that he should be seen without his wife. 

For some time all went well. Kitty’s manners and 
topics wore alike beyond reproach. When presently she 
inquired politely as -to the success of his Scottish tour. 
Lord Parham hoped he had not altogether disgraced him¬ 
self. But, thank Heaven, it w’^as done. TvJ can while Ashe 
he supposed had been enjoying the pursuits of < scholar 
and a gentleman ?—lucky fellow I 

* Ho has been reading the Bible,'—said Ki( ty carelessly, 

as she handed cake,—‘ 3 ust now he’s in the Acts. That’s 

why, I suppose, he didn’t hear the carriage. John I ’ 

she called a footman. ‘ Tell Mr. Ashe that Lord Parham 

has arrived ! ’ 

1* 

The Premier opened astonished eyes. 

‘ Does Ashe geinji ally study the Scriptures of an after¬ 
noon ?' 

Kitty nodded, — with her most confiding smile. * When ” 






Jbfircan. He gays'—she dropped hei voice to a theatrical 

whisper,—* the Bible IS such a ‘ d-d mteiestmg bookl " 

' Lord Parham staited in his seat Ashe and some of 
his fiiends still faintly lecalled, m then too fimiliar and 
public use of this paiticulai naughty ^\oid the luiid 
vocabulaiy of the Pool and Alelbouine gene i iticii But in 
a lady b mouth, the effect \\ is piodigioub Loid Grosiille 
fiowned steinly and \\ilked aw Lddie Iltlston 
smoiheied a buisst of 1 lughlci the Dtan, stiitlcd biokeoft 
a comeibition with a gioiip of iicha.o]ogicil cloigjmeii 
and cune to sec whit he could do t) lacp Lilly Kitty in 
ordei, while Lady Ti nmoic flushed deeply and began i 
hast} conycis ilion yyith J il} Edith Minlc} Mi anyihilc 
Kitt-y (juito uncoiiseicus, went on eiittnig —o^ rithei, 
dispensnit, biciJ and buttci ’, ind Loid Pailiim changed 
the subject 

‘ W hit a ch liming house 1 ’ lie said uiiw aiiK, y^ ay n g 
his hind tow lids the Hi, gut minsion lie y\as shoit- 
sighted, and, m tiuth, saw only thit it w lo big 

Kitty lookeel it him in yyondci —i fiiendly and 
amiable yvondei Sh ^-aid it w is yei} kind of him to 
tryandspait h«.i feelings, but eally in}body might say 
yvhat the} liked of llaggut She and ^^llllara yveien t 
lesponsible 

Loid Paihim, lathei nettled put on hib ejcgliss, 
and being an obstinate man, still mimtained tliif he siyv 
no iiason it ill to be dissatisfied wi h Higgait, fioin the 
assthetic point of yievy Kitty siid nothing, hut loi the 
first time a gleam of mockeiy showed itself in hci 
changing look 

Lady Tianmoie, ahyajs neivously on the \yatch, 
moved foiyvaid at this point, and Loid Paiham with 
marked and pompous suavity tiansfened his conyersa- 
tion to her 

Thus assured, as he thought, of a good listenci, and 
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delivei'ed from his uncomfortable hostess, Lord Parham 
crossed his legs and Ix'gaii to talk at liis ease. The 
gucits round tlu* various lea-tables converged, some 
standing and some sitting, and made a circle about the 
great man. Alioiit Kitt>, too. who sat, equally con¬ 
spicuous, dipping a biscuit in milk, and teasing her small 
dog with it Jjord Parham meanwhile described to Lady 
Tranmore at wearisome length —the demonstrations 
which had ait'mhal his journey south, the i lilway station 
crowds, addi 3 and so fortli. He handh'd the topic in 
atone of jcK'uiar hum lity, which hut slightly concealed 
the vast t'cmplaeeiicy I) neath. Kitty’s Jjp twitched ; she 
h^fi Ponto I .ostily with all jiossihle cakes. 

‘ No one of course can keoj) any count of what he 
savson thcise occasions’ resumed Loid Pai’hani, with a 
gracious smile ‘ I liojie I t-ilki-d some sense- 

‘Oh, l)ut wdi}‘'’ naid Kitty, looking up, hei huge 
fawn’s e^’es beni on tlu* sp* 'ktu 

‘Why?’ lopeated liOid I'ai'ham suddenU stiffening. 
I don’t follow' \()U, Lady Ki ty ’ 

‘Anybody can talk sense!’ said Kitty, throw'ing a 
big bit of imitlin at Ponto’s nose. ‘ It’s Lbe other thing 
that's haid—isn’t it'?’ 

‘ fj.id^ Kittj '' siij I thf‘JX‘an lifting .1 n- gci ‘\ou are 
phigiiuising from Mi Put' 

‘ Am 1 ? ’ said Kitt,\ ‘ I didn’t L.lOW.’ 

‘ 1 imagine that. Mi. Pitt talked sense iiuctmu said 
IjOuI Parliam shortly. 

‘yVh, that w'as when he was drunk I ' .-^aid Kitty. ‘ Then 
* » 

he w’asii’t respoiisihle.' 

Loid Parham and the circle lauglied,--though the 
Premier's Luigli w'as a little dry and jKjitunctoiy. 

‘So you woish’,) nonseiiBe, Ladj Kitty? ’ 

Kitty nodded sweetly 
* And &o does \v ilham. Ah, here he is !' 
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For Ashe appeared, hurrying over tlie lawn and Lord 
Parham rose to greet liis liost. 

‘ U])on iny woi’d, Ashe, Ijow well you look! Yok have 
had some holiday I' 

‘Which is more tliaii can be said of \ouiHelf.' said 
Ashe, \Mtli smiling synijiathy. ‘ W'ell ' —liow have the 
speeches gone? Is tliere an\ tiling hilt of voir? Edin¬ 
burgh was inagiiifieiuit >' 

lie vvoie his mo-,1 ladi.^nt iis|)ect, as he sat down 
beside lus guest; and Ivitly walelimg liim, and alnsidj 
conscious of a j’eui-v\(‘d and exf ilabh* disliki* for liei guest, 
thought W'illiam was ova doing it absurdlv, and giew 
still moie lestivi* 

The Pieimer liu.ught ile* tips of his lingers lightly 
logetluM', as hi' resunu'd liis M-at. 

‘Oil' my dear fellow, jieople wen* vei'v kind -loo 
mueh so' ^(s -I ihink it did g'ood it did good 1 
should now ri'st ind hi* iliankful -if it weren't for the 
Bishops I ' 

‘The Jhshops ' ’ said tie' Keeloi of file ])aiish stand¬ 
ing near. ‘What Jiave the Jhsliops been doing, my 
1 lOrd ? ’ 

'Dving,’ siiul Kitts', as she ffll into an auiuide whieli 
conunaiidcd hi ih William and Loid J^ltllam ‘The} do 
il tMi purpose ' 

‘ Aiiotlu']’this morning'’ said \she, ihiovvmg up his 
hands 

‘ Oh ! they die to plague me,’ .sa i the I’l-ime Alinisn'r, 
with the air of one on whom the uiiiv(*rse weiglis heavy. 

' There never w’as sut li a eoiispirac} I ’ 

‘ You should let W'illiam appoint them'’ said Kitty, 
leaning her chin upon her liands, an<l stud , mg Ijord 
Parham with eyes all tlu' more hnllKae l'"i llio dark 
circles which fatigue, or something else, had ilrawa rou'id 
them. 
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‘ to bo suie >'—said Loid raiham, affably, ‘I had 
11 tbit Aslic IS oiu thtolD^ian Tike me a i\alk 
b f le (linn i ' he ad Icl acl liossiiipT his host 

‘ But \ou i\ou t, tik hi i(l\ici, budlvittv miliii^ 
Tlio Picmiei tnuKdi itho sliiijilj 
‘ ITow do \oukiio\\ til It Lxl\ Kitt\ 

Kittv h'^sitiLi, 1 h ns id tlie i sL, sh^htost 
lumi — 

Ijidj P\i im lu'i such rion^ *le^^s lusn t she *?— 
on C tup ell (| L Cl s 

Lo i Piilinns l( hn^ \is It i nir in iiliouslj 
impel tin < (pi sLion i id ii(\n Ik n put to him He 
dicw hi ns U up 

‘Itslu his Iji1\ kith I cin onli si\ I ktiow lei"^ 
little ilioiit tluin ’ Sill \ i\ n 1\ kn ps tliein to htisilf ’ 
Ml t s lid K l\ I 111. 1 jm’\ ebiOA lifted ‘thit 

sh \\s lum h 1 pe ])’( J ov 

I don t ([uite unleisi i 1 ill Lnd Piiluin ‘To 
^^hl do ^ .m illudt, L dj ki \ ^ 

klLl\ Ul^hcl Sh lls 1 hel l\fs io till lldtoi i 
S| 11 Hi^h Lhiiiliinin nhe liid ir^tie ital uneoinfoit dily 
behind Jjid\ Lk uiiuo ( 

Soinroii siilt:)inr list week—thd Lid Pu xm 
lud sx\td the ( liincn ' 

JLii Filin Alim t i lo f mj t J i I Ulo 
f^^.lel b fu i dinnei iom ^\i is, \sl tiaio 

tlllK ^ 

Ashe sciikt with disconiloit uid )iuov«iu'f ciiiicd 
his Msitoi oft As ho did so, h [usscd iiis wif Kitty 
tuimd hri little h( id, looki 1 it liim hilf slijlv, h ilf 
d fiint)\ The D sn s iw the loi k, s \ iLo tliafc x\. 3 h(} 
delibt lately aioidtd it 

The piitj pi ntly began to disp( ise The Dean 
found } insi If beside his hostess — strolling omi tho lawn 
towards the hou&e. He obscived hei iHeiituely,—\exed 
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With hei, and \excd foi hoi * Suiel} she wasthinnei than 
he had evci seen liei \ lit h inoic, and her beauty 
would suffd soiousl) Coining, lio knew not whtnee, 
theit lit upon him llic sudden and jjainful iinpiession of 
something undfimii ( d s mctlnnr,(on urnc I fiom within 
'Lad} Ixittv, do }ou (.^(l u t lie iskcd hti un- 
t\pi ctcdl} 

‘ Kest' she 1 inched ‘\\h, sliould I ’ 

‘ J Cl <nst A oil in' wc a jf 1, \ 111 tlf out 
She silld lici slioiild IS 

Do >011 (ic liL dr\N id nit tiid 1 id i hook^’ 
pcisisti d 11 k Dl in 

‘ I ]n\( ji t fii si f 1 Lon in T tl J i 
1 111 {1,1 net ciri \ iin h 11 ki.pt il nctc of lud icit} 
bii*" much s fti 1 ( d li\ i 1 irid of wistfulnrs 

' Ml f m\ d ii J dv K l\, I( t T 111 111 il lu, ciiru tbo 
D( in then ^ 1 li ihiiiw, ot ( 11 Imt lu \ u spcik 
in}^ t ulh 01 n ill 1 tijuss 

‘Jiuth — lid Kiti} J>iio of (fi sc 1 itn 111 a 

ten pci 

Tlf Drill lauf,! td 

1 s( ( I i d J ill mi Is 1 0 1 f i\ 1 ifc of } in 
1 1 t\ coinpics find 1 ill h} s 
r<^ tliinl I U W illiini >-11 mill 1 aic to I il t his oidcis 
fi in till! n n' slu iid, uiidci nd li iln 

Lcii it fii Williinis silc lid lu Dc in soft’v, 

‘ ind intini\}ijlc' 1 ik 111} idvui uifl d nl xi any 
molt Ken in ' 

KitH 1 joked at 1 mi ciuioii 1 
‘T pitfti to CP tluryTs IS tlif' 1C 
Tilt l)c 1 ir^hcd 

‘Jhal no L ol n, cm do, my a 1 I id\ P t+ \o 
one can stii fy his mtcVig'^not Put «. v, o jiiks to 
the 1.1111 — ind it is the onl} thing between us iiid the 
void. Don t tamper with ig * It is soon gone 
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A satirical expression passed over the face of his com¬ 
panion. 

‘ Mine was gone before we liad been a month married. 
William killed it.’ 

The Doan exclaimed. 

‘ I hear always of his interest in religions matters !' 

‘ He cares for nothing so much,— and he doesn't believe 
one single word of anything f I was brought up in a 
convent, yon know,- but William laughed it all out 
of mo ' 

‘ Dear fjady Kitt^' 

Kitty nodded. ‘ \i.d now, of course, 1 know’ there’s 
nothing m it. Oh ’ 1 do beg your pardon ’ ’ slio said, 
oagc'rly ‘ L neve.*’ meant to say anything rude to you. 
And I must go' ’ She looked up at. an open window on 
the second flooi- of the liouse. The Dean supposcti it 
was the nursery, and began to ask after the boy. but 
before he could frame his (jiiestion, she was gone, fly¬ 
ing over the grass with a foot that scarcely seemed to 
touch it. 

‘ Poor child, poor cliild * ' iniirmiued the Dean, in a 
most genuine distress. But it w-as not the hoy he was 
thinking of. 

Presently, howev( r, bo was overtaken Mi ;s French, 
of whom lie inquired how the liahy '-as. 

Margaict hesitated. ‘ He seem- to lose f,Lre' eth,’ .she 
said, sadly. ‘ The doctor declares then is no danger, 
unless-’ 

‘ Unless W'hat ? ’ 

‘Oh’ hut it's vo unlikely!' vas her hasty reply. 

‘ Don’tdet’s think o'’ it ’ 

Kitty was just giving a last look at herself in the large 
mirror which lined half one of the sides of her room, 
when Ashe invaded her. She glanced at him askance a 
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little, and when the maid had gone Kitty hurriedly 
gathered up gloves and fan and prepared to follow her. 

‘ Kitty—one word ! ’ 

He caught h(3r in his arm, and held her while he 
looked down upon her sparkling dress, and half-reluctant 
face. ‘ Kitty, do ho nice to tliat old fellow to-night! 
It’s only for two nights Take him iri the light way, and 
make a conquest of him—foi good. He’s been very decent 
to me in our walk,—though on did say such extiaordinary 
things to him this afternoon. 1 helie\e he leally wants 
to make amends.’ 

‘ I do halo his white- cyelashos so,’ said Kitty 
slowly. 

‘ What does it maltt'r, crird Ashe, aiigiil^ —‘ whether 
he were a blue-faced baboon-for two nights? Just 
listen to him a liith*. Kitt},— that’s <ill he wants And- 
don't lie oli’endod' hut hold your own small touguc--- 
just a little ' ’ 

Kitty pulled herself av/ay 

‘ 1 helievo I shall do something dic.ulful,’ she said, 
quietly 

A sternness to whicli Aslie’s good-hiimouri d tace was 
aim )st wholly stiMn[,'e, sliowed itself in his cxpnssion. 

‘ Wliy sliould \on do aiiyilnng dioiidful, please ? Tjord 
P.nharn is yoin guest, and my jioliticai chief. Is there 
any wonuni ui 1‘lngland who would not do her best to he 
civil to him under the ciicumstanci ■ ?’ 

‘J suppose not,’siiid Kitty vml 1 deliberation. ‘No, 
I don’t think there can be.’ 

‘ Kitty' ’ 

For the first tune Ashe was conscious- of real exaspera 
tion. What was to be done with a teniperanit nt and a 
disposition like this 

‘ Do you never think that you have it in your ])Ower 
to help me or 10 ruin me ? ‘ he said, with veliemence. 
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' Oh yes—often. I mean—to help you—in my own way.* 
Ashe’s laugh was a sound of pure annoyance. 

‘ r>ut please understand, it would be infinitely better 
if you would lielp ino, in my wa}''—in the natural 
accepted way—the way tliat overyl)ody understands.’ 

‘ -Tlie way Lord Parham recoininends ^ ’ Kitty 
loohed at him quletl 3 ^ ‘ Never mind, William. I am 
trying to help you.’ 

Her eyes -.'hone ^Mth l!ic strangest glitter. Ashe was 
conscious id aiiothii of tho^e suilden stahs of anxiety 
about her which he had felt at intervals thiougli the 
preceding yeai. cice softened. 

‘ J)opa\ don’t let’s talk nonsense’ .lust look at mo 
sometimes at dinuei, and sav to vourself, " William asks 
me—for Ins sike - to lie nice to Lord Pailiam.” ’ 

He again dicw licr to liim, but she repulsed him 
almost with violence. 

' Wlij'’ is li'' lieie? Why have wo people dmiiig? Wo 
ought to be alone-—in the ilark ’ ’ 

Her face had become a white mask. Her 'orciisi. rose 
and fell, as though she fought nith sobs. 

‘ Kitty—wha*^ do you moan ’ He lecoiloJ m dismay, 
‘llariy’’—she just breathed the v ord brtwem her 
closed lips. 

‘!My darling’’ '^*-ied Ashe, ' sa\v L)’*. lotVieiham 
myself tins af'ernoon. He gave iho most .-atisi'actory 
account, and Margaret told rne she had lopcaled every¬ 
thing to you. The clnld will soon b' himseif again.’ 

‘ Ho is dying ’ said Kitty m ihe same low, remote 
voice, her gaze idill fixed on Ashe 

‘ Hitty ' Don’t say sucli things—don’t think them !' 
Ashe had himsel grown pale. ‘ any rate’—he turned 
on her reproachfully —‘ tell me lohy you think them. 
Confide in me, Kitty. Come and talk to me about the 
boy. But three-fourths of the time you behave as though 
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there were nothing the mattci'wif.h liim --you won’t even 
see the doctor—and then you hay a Hung like this! ’— 

She was silent a moment; thou, \\ith a wild gesture 
of the head and shoulders as of one shaking off a weight, 
she moved away,— drew on lior long gloves,—and, going 
to the dressing-table, gave a touch of rouge to her 
cheeks. 

‘Kitty, why did you sa-^ iliat?’ Ashe follo\^od her 
cntieatinuly. 

‘ I don’t know. At least J fouldn’t explain. Now 
shall we go di^w n ? ’ 

Ashe drew a long breath Ills fiail son held iho 
inmost depths of his lieau. 

‘ You liave made the an .abomination to me! ’ ho 

said with rni'rgv. 

‘Don’t believe mo tlien --l)clie\o the doctor,’ said 
Kitty, her face cliaiiging. ‘And as for I.oid J’ariiam, J’ll 
try, William,—I’ll tr’v.' 

fihe jiassed him, —tiu* loveliojLof vision.-s—tiung him a 
hand to kiss-^aiicl was gone. 





3 o 6 tup: marriage of william ASHE 


CHAPTER XVr 

TrrLRK could hi' ;jo iiiestiori fchiit in !ill (jxtonial matters 
Lutcl Piirhcim was ti t evening' ina^miticmuly ontorLainod 
l)\ the li ■)nio Sect (;i.11} and Lady Kitty Ashe. The chef was 
exitava<.falit 1 \ ^ood , the wiiu's, Il(A\erri, and service lavish 
to a d(;^iee which made both Ashe and Lady Tianrnore 
S(‘( rel ly nncomtoi lahU* Jjiidy d’ranniore in partieailar 
delested ‘show,’ intluciieed as nmcli hy anslocralic inst'nct 
as by moi’al (jnalms , and there was tohei mind a touch of 
vnli^aiity m the enU rtan'm;^^ at Ha;i;(a)i, wliu h might be 
tolerated in tlie case of Jinaiicieis and nourctuiv uch^s, 
while, as coniii ett'd W’llh iier William and his wife, w’ho 
had no need wliatever to hnbe society, it was nnhecomuig 
and nndigniru'fl Moicover, the wintei had been m a iked 
by a financial cnes caiit^ed eninely i'' Kiii}’s C'drava- 
ganoe A huge sum of mone\ I'ad had u. bi raised from 
the I'ranmore cst.it', limes wen not giiod 1 ^: the landed 
Jiiieiest, and the head-agent had 'legiin to lo(j.\ ^.u■a^e 

If only William would contiul his wifn* .Lhit llag- 
gait eont.iined one of those line .slowly-i^ itluaed libraries 
which make tlie distinction of ,-o many English couu 
try-liousiis ; <ind m the iiUei' ds .-f his ollicial vvoik, 
w!iie*li even m lioliday time wa-) «.onsideiable, Ashe 
could not 111' beguiled from the hi loved company of 
his books to liei j Kitty sign clieijiics, or scold her about 
CApenditnre 

So Kitty signed and signed, tunl the smaller was 
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Aflho's l)fil;inco, the more, it soomcd, did Kitty spend. 
Tiieii, of course, every few months, there were deficit-B 
which had to he made good Am] as to the (]o])t 8 wlnoli 
accumulated. Lady d-’ranmore j)r(‘loi r( d not to tlimk 
about them. It all meant future trouble and clipping of 
wings for William; and it all onfoied into ihat d( ep and 
hiddtm lesentnu'nt, half aiiMous lov(‘, halt alam tempera¬ 
ment, which Eh/.i.iheth Tranmoio felt tow'ards Ashe’s 
wife. 

However, to tejient,- land I’aihani, ns far n,s the 
floshpois W(nt, was tiiu'lv treated Kii.'\ was m fidl 
force, gJitleiing in a spangVsl dress, ht 1 da/yling lace, and 
neck, and llus pded miss*s of tun hair, thiown out in 
relief agnmst the })a,n‘ bed walls o 1 the dmme, otom, 
w'lth a hiilhaiieo which might he.M- ti'ni])led a mod.‘in 
HembiamU to paint an English ISio kia I'.ddK'IlrKimi, 
on luM left, eould not tate his e\es IVom hei And even 
ijord Paihani, much as he (l{s]ik(‘d hei, iieknowledgod, 
during the caiU eomscs, that she was haralsome, and 111 
hei own w’.iy- '^riiitek (»od' it was not tlui way (.>1 any 
w'omankmd belonging to Inm good i ompanv. 

lie saw too, or 1 bought he saav, that sir- was au'.jous 
<0 i.’iake him aanends foi h(;i lx liaMoiii-of tlie affei iiomi. 
t’!io lestiained hersf'lf, and talked nohtie,s, \nd within 
the lines he ahvays olis.cived wdr 1 lalKing to women, 
linos (he'iak'd by a contempt im.-t.* :iud me’luhcahk', 
Lord Pai ham was 0111 t‘i ioady total I politic-; loo 'i’hen 
it suddenly struck him that she was pumping him, <i,nd 
with grent adioilne-ns Ashe, ho knew, wanted an eaily 
place in the Ses-ion for a particular meesiiie m which he 
was interested. Loid Paihain hail no mind to m\e lum 
the precedence tliat, he wanted, warn Let- <{'‘01 mined 
on something quite dilfeieiit But lie was well aware by 
now that Ashe was a person to be reckoned with , and he 
had BO far taken refuge in vagueness. An amiable vagiic- 
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nesf?; by which Ashe, on tlieii* walk before dinner, had 
boon much taken in, iniblod no doubt l)y tlie strength of 
Ins owji wishes. 

And now hero was Lady Kilty—whom by the way it 
was not at all easy to tako in—trying to ‘manage’ him, 
to piJi him to details, to wheedle liim out of a pledge'— 

Lord Parham, piescntly, looked at her with cold, 
smiling eyes. 

‘Ah ! yo-i ;'ie inl'‘resled in those things. T/uly Kitty? 
Well,—toll me your ie^^b. Yen women have such an 
iiislnict - 

—wlieu'by tlie motli was kept liovcnrig lound the 
flimo. Till, in a llasli, Kilty awoke to the fact that while 
she hail been listening h.ipjiily to her own voice, taking 
no notice whatever of the signals wduidi William en¬ 
deavoured to send licr fimn the olhiT end of the table - 


while she had been tripping gaily ihiongh one mdibcrction 
aftei another, b-'ii’ayiug 1111.11.1101 able tilings as to William’s 
o])inions and William’s p'.ins that she had inlinitcly 
betLei not liave liclrajed, TjohI Pailiam liad said nothing 
— betrayed nutliing—promised nothing. A quiet smile - 
a court 'Oils nod---and ])ies('ntly a shade of moclni”, in 
ilie lips -the meaning of them, fJl in a ‘ .'meui', liurst on 
Kitty. 

Her face /lamed. Tliencoforv,r d it would * * diJhcult 


to desciibc the dinner. ClonversaLioriall 


at Ki tv’s cud 


it became an uproar. She started the wildest topics, and 
Loi'd Parliam had afteiwvaids a hiuised recollection as of 


one who has been dragged or driven, Calibau-like, througli 
brake, and thicket, pinched and teasfd and pelted by 
eltish lingers, without one singh' un-wivil speech, or act 
of overb oIT. nee to winch an angiy guest could point. 
'With oach hitor iJto Prijn< Ministcv ^iq\v stiffen 

and more silent. Endurance was written in every line 
of his fighting head and round ungraceful sboiilders, 
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in his veiled eyes, and stolid mouth. Lady Tranmore 
gave a gasp of rehof wheu at last Kitty rose from her 
seat. 

Tlio evening wont no bettor. Ijord Parham was sot 
down to caids witli Kitty, Kddie lloUton, and Fjord Gros- 
ville. IjOid Grosvjlle, his partner, played, to the Picmicr's 
thinking, like an idiot, and Lady Knly and the young 
man chattered and spaneil, so that all leabonable ))lay 
became impossible. Lord Paiharii lost more tlian lie at 
all liked to lose, and at b.ilf-piist ton, lu‘ pleaded fatigne, 
refused to smoke, and wi'iit to Jiis room. 

Ashe was jierfeolly awaio of tlio failureof the exonmg, 
and tlni disconifoil of Ins guest. JKit lie. s.nd nothing and 
Kilty avonli'd Ins ne.ighbonibood. Meanwhile Iieiween 
him and liis inothri a certain taeii 'indoi standing began 
to make itself felt. Tl f y talked (jiuelly, in coriieis, of 
the aiiangeiuents foi ihe speech ‘.iiul feLo of the inoiuAV 
So far, they had been too nmch h'ft to Kilty Ashe 
promised Ins mother to look into llieni lie and she 
combined for the protection (>f Luid I’ailiani. 

\Vlicii about one o’clock Ashe went to bed, Kitty 
eiiher wuis fii pictended ’-o bo fast asleep The loom was 
in daikiiess save for ilic f.nnt illiniimation of aiiiglit-ligbt, 
which just levealcd to Ashe tlie delicate tiguie of his Wih*, 
lying high on her pilhnvs, her die s and brow hidden in 
tliL confusion of her hair. 

Oao window was wide ojicn to the night, and uiice 
more Ashe stood lost in ‘ lecolleclion ’ beside it, as on 
that nighr in llill Street, more than a year before. 
But the thoughts which on that former occasion had been 
still as tragic and unfamiliar guests in a iiuwd 0 at 
repelled th., m had now, alack, lost thur ^ angeiiess; 
they entered habitually, unamioionced,—frecji.ensirritaLiiig, 
deplorable. 
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Hail the relation between himself and Kitty ever, in 
truth, recovered the shock of that incident on the river— 


of Ins night of restlesHness, his niorniiig of agonised alarm, 
—and the sLoiy to which he listened on her return? It 
liad been like some physical blow ui wound, easily healed 
or conquered for the inoinent, wliich then, as time goes 
on, ri'veals a hidden seri(‘,s of consequences. 

Consequences, 111 this case, eomiocted aliove all with 
Kitty’s ov\n r;dure and ti'inperament The excitement 


of CliH 'e’s det,i i-.ition of lier own lesistance, fi.nvi dramatic 


posilion, as hetwei 11 ber liuslairid and lier lover, had 
xvorked e^ev since as a /oison in Kitty’s mmd,—AsVie w\is 
becoming disiinillv cerlam of it. The ahsunl incident of 
the night liefoie w'ltli the phoiograph, had been enough 


to proM' it 

W ell, the thing, he supposed, would right itself in tune. 
Meariwliilc, Clilfe had hi'ou ilisinisscd, and this foolish 


young fellow CddM; Ilelston must soon follow’ Inm Ashe 
had vu'wed tlie aKiir so fai ^vlth an amused wileratiee ; if 


Kitty hki d to tlirt with liahi s it wiis her affair, not his. 
But he perceived that Ins moLliei was once moie heeom- 
ing restless under the geiieial iiu onrc/ianre of it, and ho 
liad noticed disi le.A and disappioval m tlie httle Dean, 
Kitty’s st.uinchest fiie.nd. 

Luekil}, no ditl'i'iilty tlieic' The lad s ahnost 
as devuttnl to Imn -Ashe as li. w'as <<■» K"t} lie 
was absurd, aft'echsl, v.iiii, hut tueic mi- no vice in 


liini, and a woid of remonstr.vnee w’onid luohahly reduce 
him to abject regiet, and self-re.pi oaeh Ashe intended 
that his mother ->hould sp( ak it, end as he made up his 
mind to ask hei lielj), he felt hn the 'a.cond time the 
sharp humilialioi’ (jf the husband w’lio .-annot secure his 
ow’n doiiK'-^tic p.'.iee, liut must depend on the aid of 
others. YlL how^ could he hhnself go to young Helston ? 
Some men, no doubt, could have handled such an incident 
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with dignity. Ashe with his critical sense for ever playing 
on himself and others; with the touch of moral shi]k- 
ing that belonged to Ins inmost nature ; and above all 
with his half'humorous half-bitter consciousness that 
W'hoever else might be a hero, he was none Ashe, at 
least, could and would do nothing of the soit That 
he should begin now to jday the Lyiannous or jealous 
husband would make him juliculous both in his own ejes 
and otlu i' p<iOj)le’,s. 

And vet Kitty must sonujliow ha pioteeted fiom her¬ 
self' . . . Then--as to politicsOnce, in talking with Ins 
mother, he had said to la i tlud he was Kitty s hiishand 
first, and a jmhhc man aftei w.iids \\as he piepaied now 
to make tJie statement., with the saine simplicity, tlic 
same whoh'-heartednoss 

Involuntanly hi! moved closer tu the hod, and l<ioK( d 
down on Kitty, Ijiitle dehcate face' -ah\a}swnlj some¬ 
thing mournful an I fretful in rejiose, 

lie loved hei surely :is much ih evei—ah' yes he 
loved her Ills v.hohi nature yearned over liei, as the 
wife of Ins ytiuth, the motliei of liis jioor hoy Yet, us he 
lemomhered the mood in which he li.td ])ioj^used to her, 
till.' deijance of the woild and hie wliieli hud possessed 
him will'll lu had nuidi' her many him, lie h'lt Inmsell-- 
al'iiost with bitterness--auotliei and a nuiiner mini 
No be w.is not prepaicd to lose the woi lit foi her,- - t!ie 
world of high mtliience and ambitioa U})on winch he had 
now cntei'.jd as a conqiieior. She i-ust so eoutiol heiself 
that slio did not luiii all his lio])es,--wliieh afUr all were 
hei’S,—and the work that he might do foj- 1 ih country. 

Wl'iit mcredihlo perversity and c.apiiee she had shown 
towards JiOid Parham’ Ikwv was lie to deal w.)h u. 
he, William Ashe, with Ins irome ten.pLi, •ifu his cu-y 
standards? Wliat could he say to her, hut ‘ Love uu', 
Kitty I—lo\c youiself!—and non’t be a little fool' Life 
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might be so amusing,—if you would only bridle your 
fancies, and play the game !' 

As for loftier tilings, ‘ sulf-roverencc, sclf-hnowledge, 
B('lf-eontro],’—Duly—and tlie passion of high ideals— 
who was lie to prate about them? The little Dean, 
perhaps!—most spiritual of woildlings. Ashe knew 
himself to be neither spiritual, nor a hypocrite. A 
certain measure, a certain order and harmony in life,— 
laughter, and good humour, and affection,—and, for the 
lighi that n.ahos and welds a man, those gieat political 
and soci.i .1 mcerests i : the midst of whicli he found him¬ 
self—111 ask^'d no nn .'o, and with these he would have 
been ahundanlly content. 

He sighf'd and frowned; his muscles stiffening u-n- 
conscioublv- Yes, for both their sakes, he must try and 
play the master with Kitty, lidiculous as it seemed 

. . . JIc (uinedaway, remembering his sick child, and 
■went noisel 'ssly to the naiscry. There along the darkened 
pissagcs ho found a night-nurse, sitting woikiiig beside a 
sliaded limp. The cliild was sleeping, and the report 
was good. Ashe stole on tip-toe to look at liini, iiolding 
his breath, then returned to his dressing-iooni. But a 
faint call from Kitty pursued him, lie opened lh< door, 
and saw her sitting up in bed. 

‘ Ilow IS he ’ 

Slit* was baldly awake, but her i>xpiessio.‘. i.’iuck him 
as very wild and piteous. JLi weni to hei aiiU ' jok her 
in his arms. 

‘ Sleeping quietly, darling,—so must you I ’ 

She sank hack on her pillows, his arm still round her. 

‘ I,was there an hour ago—’ siic nun mured—‘ 1 shall 
soon w’ake up-’ 

But for the moment she was asleep again, 'her fair 
head lying against his shoidder. He sat down beside her, 
supporting her. Suddenly, as he looked down upon lier 
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with mingled passion, tenderness, and pain, a sharp per¬ 
ception assailed him. How thin slie was!—a mere 
feather's Aveiglit I The face was smaller than ever,—the 
hands skin and bone! Margaret J<’u‘nch had once or 
twice bade him nolico tins, had sjioken with anxiet). 
He bent over Ins wife and obticived her iitlentivcdv. It 
was nieiely Ihe (*tfcct of a liuL summei, suiely, - and of a 
constant nervous faiigue V He vould take hei abroad for 
a fortniglii in September, if his olllcial woik would let 
him, and jieihaps leave hei in NoiUi Italy, or Swit/e*’- 
land, with Marg.iiet I-’icnclr^ 

The gieat day was Iralf-way ihrough, and the throng 
in Ilaggarti Ikuk and gMaindb was at its lusghi A 
flow'er-show* in the luoruuig, iheii a tenants’ dinnm- 
witli a speech fiom Aslio, and now in a marqueo 
erected for Uk' occasion, I/ord I’arliain was addressing Ins 
supporLeis in the county. Aiound limi on the plaiionn 
sat the Whig guiti_\, the Jladical mamifaetmeis, the tov/ii 
wire-pulleis and local iigciits on w’horii a gicat paiiy 
depended, 111 fiont of him stretched a crowded meeting 
diawn in almost equal parts fiom the coal-mirimgdistiicts 
to the noitJi of Haggartand from the agricultimil distiicls 
to the soiitli.. . . 

The August air was stifling ; perspiration shone 011 the 
broad hrow's and cheeks of the fanm n-, sitting in the Iront 
half of tlie audience, liord Parliani’s grey fccp was almost 
white, his harsh voice laboured :■ gainst the acoustic 
difficulties of the tent; eflbrt and iieat, uisconifoit and 
ennui breathed from liie packtal benche', and from the 
short-neckcil large-beaded figure of the rreimcr. 

Ashe sat to tlie speakei’s light, outwardly'’thmiive, 
inwardly asbamod of his paity, and Ins ci vj lie lunisolf 
belonged to a now generation, for whom formulte iliat 
had satisfied their fathers \\eie empty and dead. But 
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with these formulae Lord Parham was stuffed. A man of 
average intriguing ability, he had been raised, at a moment 
of transition, to the place lie held, by a consummate com¬ 
mand of all tlie meaner arts of compromise and manage¬ 
ment, no less than by an invalualile power of playing to 
tlie gallery He loil a jiavly wlio despised him,—and he 
compLicently im.igiiKHl fcliat he was tlie party, llis speech 
on chib occasion bristled with himself, and had in truth 
no othei substance , the I’s swai nicd out upon the audience 
like uaspo 

A^lie gro.nied ii- spu’it, ‘ \V'(‘ have tlie ideas,’ he 
tliought —‘hut Iho) , re d.imned liith' good 1 o us !---it is 
the Tone'-, wlio have !lie men * Ye Gods ’—must we all 
talk like this at last . 

Suddenly, on the other side of the platform, hidiind 
Lord Riiliarn, lie noticed that Kitty an<l Hddie Ifelstoii 
were excliangmg signs Kitty drew out a tablet, WiOte 
upon it, and leaning over some white-lroeked children of 
the Lord Lieutenant wlio -^a.t heliind hei, handed the torn 
leaf to Helslon Jhit fiuni some clumsiness he let it 
drop , all tlie moment a door opened at the back of the 
platform, and the leaf caught by the draught was blown 
back across the bench wliere Kitty and tl'.e l.ouse [larty 
weie bitting, and fluttered dovM, to a le t.oig-place on the 
piece of red baize v.luireoii Lord r.'a-hani .taiidoig— 
close he&idc his left lout. 

Ashe saw Kittv’s start of dismav, ^ -‘r scar, it llunh, 
hei involuntary mo\emont Ihit L'an Pailiam had 
started on his peroration The rusLUiS ;.’aped, the gentrv 
sat expressionless, the ixpoiters t'^iled alter the great man. 
Kitty ,all the time kept Jier eyes tix^'d the little whir i 
paper; Ashe no loss. Between inm a.rid laird Parh;iin 
there was first the [jord Lieutenant, a portly man, very 
blind and extremely deaf, -then a table, with a Liberal 
peer behind it for chairman. 
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Lord Parham had resumed his seat. The tent was 
shaken with cheers, and the smiling chairman had risen. 

‘ Can you ask Lord Parham to hand mo on that paper 
on the floor*?’ said Ashe m the oar of tlio Loid Lieutenant, 

it seems to liave dropped from iiiy jiurtfolio.’ 

The Loid Ijieutenaiil, heiidiiig haekward behind tlie 
chairman, as tlio next speaker rose, tned to attract J^oid 
Parham’s attention Kddie Ifelston was, at the same 
time, endeavoinuig to make liis way forwaid tlii'ough the 
crow'ded seats behind the Prime Mirnslei. 

Meanwhile IjouI Paiham liad poieeued the jiapor, 
raised it and adjusted his sjieetiiclos JJe thought it was 
a cominnnie.itioii from the ainlieiice, a question pei- 
haps, that lie was expected 10 diisuei. 

‘Lord Pailiaiii 1' cried ilie Loid Jjieutonaiit again. 

* would you-’ 

‘Silence, please ’—Sjieak up!'—fi0111 the audience, 
who had so fai failed to c.iitoli awoid of what ‘the lunv 
speaker was baying. 

‘ What /.s the niMttei ■? You leally can’t get through 
hero!’ said a giey-haiied dow'ager ciossl^' to Jilddie 
Helston. 

Lord Paiham looked at the pajiei in inystilieidion. 
It Contained tliese woids — 

‘ Kopc you’ve been counting the'‘i’s'’ I make it 
fifty-se\eri. - —K’ 

—and 111 the corncu’ of the pajiei ; iliumh-nail sketch 
of hini'^elf, peroiating, w ith a gailand ^)f capital I's round 
his neck. 

The Premier’s face h(‘c,anie hnek-red, tlu'ti gre\ again. 
He folded u}i the ^-tid put it in his waistcoat 

pocket. 

The nicoiling had broken up For the common h(3rd, 
it was to be foliovved liy sports in the park, and vefiesh- 
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ments in big tents. For the gentry, Lady Kitty had a 
garden party to whicJi Koyalty was coming. And as her 
guests streamed out of the mai\]uce, Lord Parham ap- 
proaclied his hostess. 

' I think this belongs to you, l/ady Kitty.’ And 
taking from Ins pocket a folded slip of paper he offered 
it to her. 

Kitty loolced at him. Her colour was high, her eyes 
sparkled— 

‘Nothiiig to do with me!’ she said gaily, as she 
glanced at it. ‘Bui T’ll look for the ownc..’ 

‘Sorry to give ;ou the trouble,’ said Jjoid Ikitham, 
with a ceremonious inclination. Then, luriimg to Ashe, 
he remarked that he was extremely tiuid- worn out, in 
fact—and W’ould ask his host’s leave to desert the garden 
party while he attended to some most important letters. 
Ashe olfered to escort him to iho house. ‘ On the con¬ 
trary, look after your guests,’ said tlie Pieinier duly, and 
beckoning to the Liberal jieer wdio had been Ids chairman, 
he engaged him in convesation, and the two piescntly 
vam-.hed thiough a window open to the ton .ice 

Kitty h.ad been joined meainvhilo by ikldie Jielsloii, 
and the tw'o stood talking together, a llu-.Iied, excited 
pair. Ashe overtook them. 

' May r speak t) you a monu ft, Kitty '' 

Eddie [{elston glanced at the nne foim aiul stdVened 
bearing of his host, understood that hir> present 3 counted 
for something in the annoyance of .\slio s expicssion, and 
departed abashed. 

‘1 sliould like to See that paper, Kitty, if >ou don’t 
mind ’ 

Ilis frown and straightened hp brought fresh wuldnesQ 
into Kitty’s expiession. 

‘ It is my property.’ She kept one hand behind her. 

‘I heard you just disavow that.’ 
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Kitty laughed angrily. 

‘ Yes—that’s tlio worst of Lord Parham—one has to 
tell so many lies for his beaux ycux ' ’ 

‘You must give it mo, please,' said Ashe quietly. ‘ I 
ought to know where f am with Lord Parham. JIo is 
clearly bitterly offended—by soinotbmg, and I shall have 
to apologise.' 

Kitty breathed fast. 

‘Well, don’t let’s quarrel before iho county'’ she 
said, as she turned aside into a Jiruhbeiy walk, eilgoil by 
edipt yews and hidden from thr big lawn, ’riieic she jiaused 
and confionted him. ‘ Ilov; did you know 1 uroto it ?’ 

‘ 1 saw you write it, and liinnv it.’ 
lie stietched out his hand. Kitty hesitated, tlien 
slowly unclosed her owni, and held out the small white 
palm on which lay tlic crumpled sliji. 

Ashe read it, and tore it up, 

‘ That game, KiUy, v/.is hnidly' worth the candle ! ’ 

' Tt was a perfectly haimless remark—and only meant 
for Eddie ! Anyone clst* than Lord l^iiham would have 
lauglicd. Thru I nnglit haic begged his paidoii.' 

‘ft is wliat you ■nighi to do ;n>w,’ said Ashe. ‘A 
little note from you, Kitry- yon could w'nte it to pcrfoc- 
tio.-’ 

‘Ceitainly not’- -said Kitty, h sill}', locking licr 
hands behind her. 

‘You prefer to have failed in hosp nilit}'^ and manners,’ 
he said Intterly. ‘ Well, I’m afraid it you don't feel any 
disgrace m it I do. Jxi-’d l^arhain is our r/urst '' 

And Ashe turned on Ins heel and would liave left her, 
when Kitty caught him by the arm— 

‘ William! ’— 

She had grov/n very pale. 

‘ Yes.’ 

* You've never spoken to me like that before, Wil- 
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UaiM—never! But—as I told you long ago, you can stop 
it all if you like—in a moment.’ 

‘I don’t know what you mean, Kitty,—but we mustn’t 
stay arguing here any longer-’ 

‘ No '—but—don’t )on rernoinhor t told you, you can 
always send me away. Then I sliouldn’t bo putting 
spokes in your whijel ’ 

‘I don’t deny'—said As}k 3 slowly,--‘it might be 
wisest, if, lu-s.o sprhig you stayed hero, for part at least of 
the Ses'-vion— or abr sad. Jt is certainly dilhcult cairying 
on politics under !i eso conditions. 1 could of course 
come backwards and forwards-’ 

Kittv’s brown eyes that were fixed upon his fiico 
wa\ered a little, and she giew even whiter. 

‘Very well That would be a kind of separation, 
wouldn’t It?’ 

‘ There would he no lu'ed to call it by any such name. 
Oh ' Kitty f ’ -cried Ashf*. ‘ Why can’t }'Ou behave like a 
roa-^on ihle woman ’ 

‘ Sepa.ianon,’ she repeated steaddy. ‘I know that’s 
wliat \our mother wants ’ 

A wave of sound reached them nrnid the green 
shadow of I lie ye us. The choeis tli' heiaided Royalty 
had begun 

‘ Come ' ’ said Kiul v. 

And she /lew actoss the grass, ri'a' hing he, place by 
the central tent, just as the Royalties drove Uj). 

The Prime Minist'-'r sulked iiidoors , and Kitty with 
the most engaging simli s made his apologies. The heat 
the fatigue of the speech -a crushing ht'adache, and a 
doctor’s Older * -he heggfd tlieir Roy il Highnesses to ex¬ 
cuse him. TliL Royal llighness(‘s were at first astonished, 
inclined perhaps to take offence. ]lnt the party was so 
agreeable, and Lady Kitty so charimiig a hostess, that the 
Premier’s absence was soon forgotten, and as the day 
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cooled to a delicioiie ovoniTi}^, and the most costly bands 
from town discouised a melting music, as garlanded boats 
appeared upon tlie river inviting passe-ngejs, and, with the 
dusk, firewoiks began to ascend from a little hill, as the 
trees shone gieen, and silver aiul rose-colour in the Bengal 
lights, and annd the swecipmg clouds of smoke the wide 
sti etches of tlie paik, the close-packed gioups of human 
beings ajipeaied and vanislu'd liki' the country and ciea- 
tiiies ol i(. (Iieam,—the siu cess of ij.uly Kitty’s h'^te, the 
fame of her gaioty and h-a leiufy, filled ilie air. She 
fliislu.'d iiitln'r and thuJu-i, m ,1. dress 'uuliroidi-ied with 
wild ros(‘s, and a hat fcTiooncd with tlu'in, - aite.nded 
al\\a\H h\ Jvidie lIelsLon,l)\ v.nious cuiatoswlio ehenshed 
aliopi'less jiLlaeliinent to hci, and hy a lal Oerman (ji’iind- 
Duke, who had come m liic wake of -'he Jtoyaltus. 

Ih'i' (de\('i iK'ss. lu'i :esource, her organising pow'C 
w(-ieland<d to the slot's, Itosalty ^\as giacioiis, and the 
(liand-Dukc lesenifully asked an aide-de-t'amp on the 
way home why lie, had not bei'ii infurnu'd tiiat sucli a 
pretty jieison awaitetl him 

‘ 1 should den lial looked heioj'i hand as vel as finking 
ht'hinil,’ .-.a.’d tlie llj‘and-l)'ik<* as la; wrappt'd hnnself 
seninnenl.aJl) in liis nuiitaiy cloak, to inednaie on Jauly 
K'lyv’s blown e\es 

Mt;anwhilo laiid Parham vein; ucd 'dosett'd in Ins 
sitting-room with his se.ert'iain. ishe liiod 10 gam 
admulance, hut in vain land J"*- ham pleaded gieat 
fatigue and liis lelteis, and <isked lot a ‘ iJiadshaw.’ 

‘Kiri loidship h;is rujiiuetl it theie is a tiain to-night,’ 
said the litt'e st'cioiaiy, ('Milently much llusUired. 

Ashe 2i»otes(o(I. And imloed, as it turned o n, tliere 
waa no tram worth blie lakitig. 'J’h(>n ! .a i Pa'ham ^ont 
a message that ho hopotl to appear at dinner. 

Kitty locked her dooi wlnlo slio waa diesslng, and 
Ashe, whose mind was a ccnfiiaiou ol many feelings— 
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anger, coinpunction, and that fascination which in her 
brilliant moods she exercised over him no leas than over 
otliers,—could got no speech with her. 

They met on the threshold of the child’s room, she 
coming out, he going in. But slio wronclicd lieiself from 
Inm and would say nothing. The n^port of the little boy 
was good; ho smiled at Ins fatlior, and Ashe felt a 
cooling balm in tlie touch of his soft hands and lips. He 
descended,--m a more philosophical mind; inclined at 
any rate to ‘ damn ’ T jord Parham. What a fool the 
man must bo ! Wliy luldii’t he have taken it with a 
laugh, aiui so turned tlie tables on Kitty‘s 

Was lliore any good to he got out of apologising? 
Aslie supposed he must attempt it some Lime that night. 
A jirecious awkward business ' But relations had got 
to be lostored somehow. 

Lady Tjunmore oves took hiiij on the way downstairs. 
In the press of the afternoon (hey had hardly seen each 
other 

* What is really wsong wid'i Loid Parham, William?' 
she asked Inin anxionsl}. A slic he'^l^atL‘d—then whispered 
a word oi two 111 her ear - begging her to keep the great 
man in jilay for thf' eiening lie w i ’o lake her in, 
while Kitty would fai! to the Jiiahoo of tla^ fljoe- so. 

‘ Slie g<‘Ls on jxsLotly with It’-' eh;rg},' .',aid Lady 
Tranmore,- -with an itivoluntaiy sig:i. Then, as the sense 
of humour was strong m lioth, thi-} laughi’d, ]lut it was 
a chilly and perfunctory laughter. 

They had no sooner passed into the main hall than 
Kitty came running downstairs, vii.h a largo packet in 
her hand 

‘ Mr. Dan ell! ' 

' At your service 1 ’ said Darrell, emerging from the 
shadows of one of the broad corridors of the ground- 
floor. 
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'Tako ifc, pleaso! ’ said Kitty, panting a little, as she 
gave the packet into his hands. ‘ If I look at it any moro, 
I might burn it * ’ 

, ‘ Suppose you do ! ’ 

‘ No, no ! ’—said Kilty, pushing tlie bundle away, as ho 
laughingly tendered it. ‘ I must see wliat happens ! ’ 

‘ Is tile gap iilled ? ’ 

She laid her linger on her lips. Her eyes danced. 
Then slio luirried on to tlio drawing-iooni. 

Whelher it wcic the sc'oiliing presence of the clergy 
or no, certainly Kuty was no less triumphant at dinner 
than she liad been in the afternoon. The chorus of fun 
and pleasure that surrounded Ikm', while, he himself sat, 
tiled and hoied, between Lady Kdith I^lrnloy and Ijady 
Tiannioro, did but make lier olTence ilio greater in llio 
0303 of Jiord Paiham. lie had so far buried it in a 
complete and magnihcent silence. The meeting hcLveen 
him and his hosU'ss liofore diniu'r had been marked by a 
strict conformity to all the rules. Kilty had inquired 
after Jus lioadache ; Lord Parham expressed his regrols 
that ho biifl missed so brilliant a p.irt.\ ; and Kitty, flirt¬ 
ing her fan, mventc'l me.-,sagos from tlie llioyalLies which, 
as most of those preseni. knew, the Uoyalties liad lieen 
far too ^\ell amused to think of. Then afler tins jta'i sru/, 
in the presence of tlie crowded dri’ning-ioom, liad been 
dul3’ executed, Kitty retired to Ir r Bishop, and Jjord 
Parham led forlh Lady Tranmore. 

‘ What a lovely moon’’ said Ijadx Ldith ISfanle}' to 
the Doan. ‘ Iij makes even this house look romantic.’ 

They wore wadung outside the drawdng-i-ooj.t 'a uidon s, 
on a terrace nhich was indeed the onl}' frM,tuio 01 liio 
Haggart f.u;ado whicli possessed some arcliitocfural 
interest. A low balustrade of terra-cotta, copied froni 

Y 
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a famous Italian villa, ran round it, broken by large ferra* 
cotta pots now filled with orange trees. Here and there 
between the orange trees were statues transported from' 
Naples in the late eightoenih (;entuiy, by a former Lor 4 
Tianmore. There was a C^eres, and a Diana, a Vestal 
Virgin, an Athlere, and an Antinous, now brought into 
stianpe conipanionslnp under tlie windows of this ugly 
English house. Cliifiped and lilackened as they were, 
and, to begin v>iLh, of a ineie decorative iinpoitance, they 
still hrt'Mthe<l into llui English evening a note of Italy or 
Greece, of things loif ’v and immortal. Tlie lamps in 
the sitting rooms streiin ed out tlnough the videly opened 
^MTulo^vs upon the terrace, clie([uerjng the marble figures, 
which now emeig'-d sharply in the light, and now with¬ 
drew into the gloom, while at ono point they shone 
plainly upon an empty jicdestal before w'hich the Dean 
and hiy comp;i,nion jiaused. 

The Dean loolu'd at Uu' inscrijition. ‘What a pity! 
Tins once held a statue of IJt'he, holding a tf'rch. It w'as 
struck by lightning fifty years ago ’ 

‘ Lady Kilty might stand for her to-night,’ said Edith 
^fanltjy 

For Kitty, the cnpncious, had apprnrt'd at dmner in a 
<ji((i.'ti-(hoAik dress, wbne, soft, anil tlow’ng, wfchout an 
ornameni. The Dean acquieseid, ii't rather s.< ly. 

‘J w'ibh .she had the bloom of lb bo! jMy d( ar Lady 
IildiMi, our hostess looks lU ' ' 

‘ Does she? I can’t tell,—I admire hfn- so I ’ said the 
woman beside him, upon whose charming eyes some fairy 
had hieathed kindness and optimisic from her ciadle. 

‘ Oit>f f ’ era d Kit'^y—as she sprang am ("‘ss the sill of the 
window behind tlarri—‘ They’re uU go'ie ! The Bishop « 
wishes me to become a Vice-President of the Women’s ■ 
Diocesan Association. And I’ve promised three curates •’ 
to open bazaars. Ah, mon Dieu /' she raised her white 
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^ttus,. with a wild gesture, and then beckoned to Eddie 
‘Helston, who was close beside her- - 


‘ Shall we tiy our dance ’ 

The young men of the house, a grou])of young guards¬ 
men and diplomats gathered lound, l.iughingand clapping. 
Kitty’s dancing had become famous dining tlie winter as 
one of her many extravagances. She no longer k cited; 
literature bored her; motion was the only jioetry So 
she had liecn carefully insti acted by a (laiifU'iisc from the 
Opera, and m many points, so the enthusiasts declaied, 
had hettci od her instructio'is. She was now in love, with a 


tempeslnous Spam'-h d-ine-', liuight her by a gij'sx •in'io)ita 
who had been oneol the ''ensalions of the London season. 


It requii'cd a pai'l.ncr, and file hiul laen piac'isiiig u with 
young IJclsion, for several mornings past, in the enijity 
Vialhoom. llelslon iiad spread its j^oiiscs abioad, and all 
Haggart dtisnod to see d 

‘ Theie ! ’—sii,ul IviUy ))ointing her jiinlner to a parti¬ 
cular sj)Ol. on the u-naco ‘ 1 think ibat uill do. Where 
are the c-istanets, L wonder ’’ 


‘ Kitty I ’ said a voice behind hei. Aslic enieiged from 
the drawing-1 oom. 

‘ Kitt^, please ! - It is Tjeaily midnight. Everybody is 
tired—and _\ou yoniselE must lie worn out! Say good¬ 
night, and let us all go to bed.’ 

She turned, William’s voice wus low, lint percniptoiy. 
She shook bjick her hair fioiii her it mples cind neck, with 
the gesture he had learnt to dread. 

‘ Nobody's tired,—and nobody w:ints to go to bed. 
Please stand out of the way, William. I want plenty of 
room for my steps.’ 

And she began pirouetting, as though u tiy the 
capacities of the space, humming to hci.^ ii, 

, ‘ Helston, —this must be, please, for another night,’ 
daid Ashe resolutely, in the young man’s ear, ‘ Lady 

> a 
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Kitty is much too tired.’ Then to Lady Edith, and the 
Dean,—‘Lady Edith, it would be very kind of you to' 
persuade my wife to go to bed. She never knows when 
she is done ! ’ 

Lady Edith warmly acquio'^ced, and hurrying up to 
Kitty, she tried to persundo iicr, in soft caressing jilirases. 

‘ T stand on iny rights ! ’ said th.o Dean, following her. 

‘ If my hostess is used up to-mght, there’ll be no hostess 
for me to-inoirow.’ 

Kitty Iook(\i at them all, silent,—her liead bending 
forward, a euiiout. vh haul look in the eves that shone 
beneath the slightly fi „.vning brows. IMcanwhile, by her 
previous oider, a footinnn had brought out two silver 
lamps, and placed them on a smidl table a little way 
behind her. Whether it was fioin some instinctive sense 
of the beauty of the small ligure in the slender floating 
dross, under the deep bine of the night sky, and amid the 
romaiilie shadows and lights of the terrace,-- or from 
some di\illation of things, ingnificaiit and hidden,--it 
w’ould bo hard to say; init the group of bin'ctators had 
fallen back a little from Kitty, so that slio stood alone, a 
picture lit from the left, by the lamps just brought in. 

The Dean looked at tier,—troubled by liei wild aspect, 
and the evident conflict betw'ccn iior and A .he. Tnen an 
idea flashed into his mind , filled ‘-ivvays, lilu lat of an 
innocent child, wnth the images of iiootr^ and iwiiauce. 

‘ One moment' ’ he said, raising his hai' l. ‘ had , Kitty, 
you spoil us • After amusing us all day, now' }ou would 
dance for us all niglit. But your guests w'on’t let you! 
We love vou too well, and w'o wan I a bic of you left for 
to-moiTow\ Never mind ! Youollered us a dance,—you 
bring us a vision- -.ind a poem !—Friends ! ’ — 

He turned to ’.hose crowalmg round him, his white 
hair glistening in tlie lamplight, his delicate face, so old and 
yet so eager, the smile on hig kind lips, and all the details , 
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of his Dean’s dress—apron and Icnce-breechos, slender 
legs and silver buckles—thrown out in sharp relief upon 
the dark, . . . 

‘ Fiiends! you see this pedestal. Once ITebe, the 
cup-bearer of tlie gods, stood there. Then—ungrateful 
Zeus smote her, and she fell * 13 iit the Hours and the 
Graces bore her safe .away, into a golden Isind, and 
now they bring lier back again.—Ih'liold hei-! —Hebe 
re-born ! ’ 

lie bowed, his courll) hand upon his breast, and a 
wave of laughter and a))[)lause ran tlnougli tlie young 
group lound him, as tlien eyes tinned from tlie speaker 
to the ex(inisite figure of Kitty. Lady Kdith smiled kindly, 
clapping Jier soft hands. Mrs. Winston, the Dean’s wife, 
had eyes only foi the Dean. Tn Mu* background Jjaily 
Tranmore watched every Jihasc of kitty’s looks,- and 
Lord Grosvilie walked back into the dimng-room, growl¬ 
ing unuttorahlo tlniigs to DaiTell as he. ]nissed. 

Kitty raised licr liead to U'ply. Dnt tlie Dean clu'cked 
her. Advancing a step or two, he sahiLed Jiei again— 
profoundly. 

‘Deal Lady Kitty’—diair hi-ingci- ol light and am¬ 
brosia!—rest, and good night' Your guests thank you 
by me, with all their hearts. You h.ive been the life of 
their day, the spuit of their mirth. Good-night to 
Ilebc !—and three oheois for Lady Kitty'' 

Eddie JTelston led tlicin, and tlr \ lang against the old 
house. Kitty wnth a fluttering smile kissed Ium- hand for 
thanks, and tlie Dea.i saw her look louiul, - dait a sw'iffe 
glance at Ashe, lie stood against the window-fiame, 111 
shadow, motionless, Ins aims folded. 

Then suddenly Kitty siirang foiwai-vl 

‘Give mo that lamp ! ’ siie said to the young rootmaii 
behind hei. 

And in a second she had leapt upon tlie low wall of 
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the terrace, and on the vacant pedestal. The lad* 
whom she had spoken, lost bis head and obeyed her. He* 
raised the lamp Hhe stooped and took it. Ashe, who 
was now standing in the open window with his back to 
the terrace, turned lound, saw, and rushed forward. 

‘ Kitty !—put it down ’ ’ 

‘ uady Kitty ! ’—cried the Dean in dismay, while all 
behind him lield their hi’eatli. 

' Stand hi el' 1' said Kitty, ‘or 1 shall diop it * ’ She 
held up the lamp, st 'aiglit and steady. Ashe paused,— 
in an agony of doubt %*'iat to do, his -whole soul concen- 
tiated on tJie slender arm, and on the bngluly burning 
lamp — 

‘If you make ino speeches,’—said Kitty,—‘I must 
rcph, mustn’t I -- (Kecji back, "Willi.un f —I’in all right.) 
Hebe thanks you, please -nuUe foi'i ' Slie herself hasn’t 
been ha])pY—-and she's iifiaid she hasn’t lieen good! 
N'nnporic f It’s all don< --and linished The play’s 
over'—and the lights go oiii > ’ 

She waved tlic lamp above hei head. 

‘ Kitty * foi God’s sake ' ’ cried Ashe, rushing to her. 

‘Shf* is mail!’ said Lord Varhain, stunding at the 
back. ‘ 1 always kn.'W it' ’ 

The otlier speci itors passed through e -econd of 
anguish. The briglit tiginc on ih ^ pedi*stiil wavered; 
one moment, and it seenuMl as though the lamp must- 
descend crashing upon the liead and neck and the white;, 
dress beneath it; the next, it had fallen from Kitty‘fl 
hand,-—fallen awa> from her—wide and safe—into the 
depths, of the garden below. A liash ''d' wild light rose 
from llie burning oil, and from the dry .shrubs amid which 
it fell. Kitty inLuiiwhilo swayed—-and dropped—heavily 
unconscious—into William Ashe’s arms. 

i** 

Kitty barely recovered life and sense during the night,- 
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^^nat followed. And while she was still unconscious, her 
boy passed away. The poor babe, all ignoiant of the 
straits in which his mother lay, was seized with convul¬ 
sions in the dawn, and gave up his frail life gathered to 
his father’s breast. 

Some ten weeks later, towards the end of October, 
Society knew lha(. the Home Secretary and Lady Kitty 
had staited for Italj,—Inmnd first of all foi Venice. It 
was said that Lady Kitty \\ as a wreck, aiul that it was 
doubtful wdiethcr slio wouM ever recover tlio sudden and 
tracfic death ol her oidv child. 






PART lY 


s'roRii 


Ar\ ('If, (iicli-tifiilor to iin '(‘If, 

My liollowi-,t fju'iid, my (l(‘!iillii‘st, foe, 
My (.luR wliati vci load I yo.' 




CHAPTEJi XVJl 

‘Among tilie ninncrous tlaiibs 'with 'wliich Tintorot, to }iis 

overlasting shame, has coveied this ciiu'c-h-’ 

‘ Good Heavens !—what does the man moan—or is 
he talking of anothei’ <-limch *’ ’ said Ashe, raising Ins head 
and looking in iK'wilderinent, liist ai the magnificent 
Tintoret in front of Inrn, and then at tlie lines ho liaci inst 
been leading. 

‘ William ! ’ oned Kitiy,—‘ Do put tliat fool dowm, and 
come hero ; one S'M's it splendidh ' ’ 

She was standing in one of tlie choir-.stalls of San 
Giorgio jNIaggioie, soniew Init raised above the point where 
Ashe had been studying Ins Geiinan hand-book 

* My dear I—if this innn don’t know, \\}io does ! ’ cried 
Ashe, floiiiisliing hi^- 'volume m fjoiit e<f liim as lie obeyed 
her. 

' “ Dans le royaiinie des avengles ' said Kitty con- 
tempt.iiously. ‘As if any Gorman <-onhl oven begin to 
understand Tintoret' But,— don’t j.ilk '' 

And clasping both liatuls round Vh]u>'s aim, she stood 
'leaning heavily upon him, her whole soul gazing fioni the 
eyes she turned upon the })ictuic, her li])s <piivonng, as 
though, from some physical weakness, she could only ]nbt 
hold back the tears with which indeed the face, was 
charged. 

She and Aslie were looking at that Last. Supper of Tin- 
■jioret’s, which hangs in the Choir of San Giorgio Maggiore 

Yenice. 
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It is a picture dear to all lovers of Tintoret, breSthin^ 
in every line and group the passionate and mystical fancy' 
of the master. 

The scene passes, it will be remembered, in what seems 
to be the spacious guest-chamber of an inn. The Lord 
and Ills dihciples mI'c gathered loimd the last sacred meal 
of the Old Covenant, the first of the New. On the left, a 
long table stretclies fiom the spectator into tlic depths of 
the picture , the disciples are langod along one side of it;' 
and on the other sit.- Tudas, solitaiy and accuised. The 
young Christ lias rise ; he holds tlie hi cad in his lifted 
hands and is about to give it to ilie lielcved disciple, while 
Pekn licyond, rising Iroin his seat m his eagtnness, presses 
forward to (;laim his owm part in tlic Lord’s body. 

The action of the Cluist lias in it a very ecstasy of 
giving; the heiuling foini indeed is love itself, ycavinng 
and triumphant. Tins ii fiirtlier oxpiesscd in the light 
w^hicli streams from the he.ul of the Loul, plaving upon 
tlie long lino of faces, ilium.iiating the vehement gestuie 
of Peter, the adoring and radiant silence of St. John,— 
and striking even to tlie furthest coiners of the room, 
upon a woman, a child, a playing dog. jMeanvvhile 
fiom tlie hanging lamps above tlie siij/[".r-]j'irty, there 
glows another and more earthlj' hglit, n..' gled with 
fumes of smoke whicii darken the i.oper ai'r. l-ut such is 
the power of the Divine figure, that liom this verv d orkness, 
breaks adoration. The smoke-w'reaths change under the 
gazer's eye into hovering angels, v\ho float round the 
head of the Saviour, and look down with awe upon 
the first Eucharist; while the lamplight, inteipenc 
trated by the glory whicli is^-ues from the Lord, 
searches every face and fold and surface, displays the ^ 
figures of tlic serving men and women in the back¬ 
ground, shines on the household stuff, the vases aud" 
plates, the black and white of the marble floor, tbe ' 
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of the old Venetian coiling. EvGr 3 rwhere the 
double ray, the two-fold magic! Steeped in these 
'majesties of light/ the imnioriiul scone lives upon the 
quiet wall. Year after year the slender thought-worn 
' Christ raises his hands of blessing, the disciples strain 
towards him, the angels issue fioin the darkness; the 
fi’iendly domestic life, liappy, natural, unconscious, frames 
the Divmo mystery. And among those who come to look, 
thoTc aie fiom time to time men and ^^omen who draw 
from it lli.it restlessness of vfigue emotion wJiich Kitty 
felt, as she hung now, gazing, on Ashe’s aim. 

For tliore is m it an jijMval ^\ll!ch torments them,— 
'like the winding of a my,,[]c lioin, on jimplo iK-ighls, by 
some .appioaehmg .and unseen messenger. Inerfahlo 
beauty, olfering ]l.‘-clf,--and m the human soul, tlio 
eternal liuman discord '--what else m.iKes the poignaiie.y 
of art'*—the passion of poetry'? 

‘Tliat’s enough ’’ said Kitty, at last, lurning alnuptly 
a^Yav. 

‘You like it'?’ said Ashe, softly, did.iining hci', while 
he presserl tlie little hand upon Ins aim. Ills licart was 
filled with a groat pity fo' his wife m these d.'us. 

‘Oil, I doi’t knotv’’ was Kitty’s nnpattent leply. 
'll haunts me There’s still another to t-ce,— m a. cliapel. 
The sacrislun’s ni.aking signs to us.’ 

'Is there'?’ Ashe stilled a y.ivMi Tie asked ]\Lirgarct 
French, wlio had come Ufi with tlu'H , whether Kilty h.td 
not had quite enough siglit-seeing. lie hims If mu.st go 
to tho Piazza and get. the nows before dmru'r. As an 
English Cabinet MinisUa*, lie had bet.n admitted to tho best 
club of the Vmiico residents. Telegrams were to he seen 
there; and tliore \vas anxious news from the Ilalk.ms 
Kitty merely insisted that she could not and would 
go without her rouiaiiuiig Tinloret, and the others 
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shows to the wilfuliiess of a sick child. She and Margp,r 0 t| 
followed the sacristan. Ashe lingered behind in a passage 
of ihe church, surreptitiously reading an Italian news¬ 
paper. He had the ordinary cultivated pleasure in 
picUiios; but tins ardour which Kitty was throwing into 
her pursuit of Tintoiet,- the Wagner of painting—left 
him cold. lie did not attempt to keep up with her. 

Tsvo ladi< s weni already in the cloister cliapel, with a 
gentleman. As Kitty and her friend entered, these 
peisons had just tini '.ed their inspection of the damaged 
but mos; hoaiitiful T^K‘'a which hangs over the altar, and 
rheir faces were lowaids tlio entrance. 

‘ Maman ! ' . cried Kitty in amazement. 

The lady addiossod started, put up a gold-rimmed 
eyeglass, exclaimed, and liuiiied forwiiul. 

Kitty and she embraced, amid a torrent of laughter and 
int(!rjectK)Ms fiom the elder lady, and then Kitiy, whoso 
pale (dioeks had put on sea'^let, turned to Mai garet French. 

‘ Margaret'--my mothci, Mad.ime d’Estieos ’ 

Miss French, who found heiself greeted with effusion 
by the strange lady, saw befoie Iier a woman of fifty, 
marvellously preserved. Madame d’Fsti6es had grown 
stout, so much tune li;id clain'f d ; bur the (leganfc grey 
dress wuth us iloatu.L chihori and lace skilfu.’, concealed 
the fact, and for the rest, complovnn, eyes, bps were still 
defiant of the ve.ars. If it were art that had acJiieved it* 
nature still took the credit, it was so finol) done, the 
spectator could only lend hiniscU' anil admire. Under 
the pretty hat of grey tulle, wdiec of the stiings wore tied 
bonnfet-fashion under the plump chin, tliero looked out, in¬ 
deed, a face gay, happy, unconcerned, proof one might bav0, 
thought of an innocent past, and a good conscience.—: 

Kitty, who bad drawn back a little, eyed her mother 
oddly. 
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thought you were in Paris. Your letter said you 

\7quldn’t be able to move for weeks-’ 

*3fa chdre ^—un vw) aclc !' critjd Madame d’Estr^es, 
blushing liowever undej- her thin white veil, ‘ When I 
‘ wrote to you, I was at death’s dooi —wasn’t 1 ’ She 
■appealed to hei companion, without waiting for an 
answer —‘ Then someone told mo of a new doctor, and in 
% ten days, 7)ie 10101 ’ Tliey insisted on my going away,— 
this dear woman—Donna fj.iuia Yeieelh, -my (iaughter, 
Lady Kir.iy Aslie ' - knew of .t,n apartment liere, belonging 
to some relat’OMS of heis Aiul liere we aie---charmingly 
msialloor, rf'ally )i(>!fiiitfj to pay!’—Madame 

d’Eslrc'^es wliibpercd smiling, m Kitty’s ear—‘nothing, 
compai(‘d to the hotels I'm economising s})lendully — 

’ Laura looks afle,r every sou. Ah I my dear William !' — 
For Ashe, pu/ided by the vouxis witliin, h;i,d entered 
tlio chapel, aiel stood 111 his turn, open-mouthed. 

‘ Wli), wo thought voii wei’o an in\!i!i(I,’ 

For, some thri'O weeks hefoie, a JeLtoi luiil roaehed him 
at Haggart, so full of molanelioly details as to Madamo 
d’Estrties’ health and circumstances that even Kitty had 
been inovv d IMonoy ha<l boon sent, inquiius had been 
made by telegiaph , and but Cor a hasty message of a 
more chciu’fvd character, r<iceived just before they started, 
the Ashes, in',toad of join noting by Ih-ussels and Cologne 
would have gone by Paris that Kittv might see her 
mother. They had intended to sun theio on their way 
'back. Aslie was not minded ihat iv.tty .should see more 
pf Madame d'EstiiVs than necessity demanded ; but on 
this occasion he would have felt it positively brutal to 
make dilBoulties.— 


And now here was this moribund lady, this forsaken 
of gods and men, disporting lierself at Venice. e\idenily 
4n the pink of health and attired in the freshest of Paris 
,toilettes 1—As he coldly shook hands, Ashe registered an 
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inner vow that Madame d’EstiAes’ letters henceforward 
should receive the attention they deserved. 

And beside her was her somewhat mysterious friend of 
Tiondon days, the Colonel Warington, who had been so 
familiar a ligure in the gatherings of St. James’s Place,— 
grown much older, almost wliitc-haiied, and as gentlemanly 
as ever. Who was the lady ? Aslie was introduced, was 
aware of a somewhat dark and Jewish cast of face, noticed 
some line jewels, and could only suppose that his mother- 
in-law had p ' ed up someone to finance her, and provide 
her with creatine comforts in leturn for the social talents 
that Madame d’Estn'’! ; still possessed m some abundance. 
He had more than once noticed her skill in similar 
devices; hut, iiidcod, they vero iudispensahlo, for while 
ho allowed Madame d’Estiecs one thousand a year, she 
was, it seemed, firmly determined to spend a minimum of 
thiec. 

He and Wanngion looked at caoli otlun witli curiosity. 
Tlio Inonzetl face and lionest eyes of the soldier liotrayed 
nothing. ‘ Aio you going ;o many her at last?’ thought 
Ashe. ‘ Poor fir vil * ’ 

Meanwhile Madame d’Estrecs cliattciod awav fts 

% 

though nothing could he moie natural than tlieir iiKieting, 
or more ])eifect th.m the relations lictwt rn hoi stdf and her 
dauglitei and son-in law. 

As tliey all strolled down the ei urcli she looked keenly 
at Kitty. 

‘ My dear child, lu w ill you look!—and your mourn¬ 
ing * Ah yes, of course ' ’—slio bit her lip —‘ I remember 
—the poor poor boy ’— 

‘ Thank you ! ' said Kitty liasi’ l’,’ ‘ 1 got'your letter,— 

thank'yon very much. Where are yon staying? We've 
got rooms on the Grand Canal.' 

‘ Oh but, Kitty ' ’ cried Madame d'Estr^cs—‘ I was bo 
sorry for you !' 
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‘ Were you ? ’ said Kitty, under her breath. * Then, 
please, never speak of him to mo again !' 

Startled and offended, Madame d’J^^strees looked at 
her daughter. But what she saw disaimcd licr. For 
once even, she felt something like the pang of a mother. 

‘ You’re dreadfully thin, Kilty!' 

Kitty frowned with annoyance. 

*It’s not my fault,’ she said, pettishly. ‘I live on 
cream, and it’s no good. Of couise, T know'I’m an ol)]cct 
and a scarecrow , hut I’d liichcr ])coplo didn’t tell me.’ 

‘ ^^'llat nonsense, chcrc, ciijant ! You’re much jiretlior 
than you ever were.’ 

A w'lld and fugitive radiance swept across the face 
beside her. 

‘ Am i ’ said Ki' ty, smiling ‘ That's all right! If I 
had died, it wouldn’t raattoi, of coin-'C. But-’ 

‘ Died I what do you mean, Kiltysaid ]\radanK3 
d'Estrees in bewilderment. ‘ When William wiote to me, 

I thought he meant you h;ul ovor-Lircd yourself.’ 

‘ Oh well, the doctors said it was touch and go,—’ 
said Kitty, indifferently. ‘But of course, it wasn’t. I’m 
much too tough. And then they fussed about one’s heai t. 
And that’s all nonsense loo. I couldn't die if I tiiod.’ 

But Madame (1 Estu'^e.^ pondcied the bright intermit- 
teuf. colour, the emaciation, the hollow'uess of the eyes. 
The effect, so far, was to add to Kitb'c’s naUnal distinction, 
to give, rather, a touch of pathos to a face w’hich oven m 
its wildest mirth had m it someth ig alien and remote. 
But stio too reflected that, a little more, a very little more, 
and—in a night—the face would have dioppcd its beauty, 
as a rose its petals. 

The group stood talking awhile on the steps outside 
the church. Kitty and her mother exchan(,ed ^ddresse-^, 
Donna Laura opened her mouth once or twice, and pro¬ 
duced a few contorted smiles for Kitty's benelif, while 

z 
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Colonel Warington tipped the sacristan, found the gondo^ 
Her, and studied the guide-book. 

As Madame d'Estr6es stepped into her gondola, 
assisted by him, she tapped him on the arm. 

‘ Are you coming, Markham ? ’ 

The low voice w'as pitched in a very intimate note. 
Kitty till nod with a start. 

‘A casa ! ’ said Madame d’Estroes, and she and her 
friend made he :)ne I'f the Canals that pierce hn(> Zatteiv, 
while Colonel WLirin{,;fon went off for a walk along the 
(liudecca 

Kitty and Ashe liadc their gondoliers take them to 
the Piazzetta and pieseiitly they were gliding across 
watcis o[ ilamo and silver, whf're the white front and 
red campanile of San Criorgio,—now blazing under the 
sunset- mirrored tlieinseUes in the higoon. The aiitiimn 
evening was fiOr.h and gay A light breeze was on the 
w'atei , lights that only \’enice knows shone on the 
tawny sads of lishing-hoais making for the Lido, on the 
white ‘^ides of an English \aeht, on llio Inimished prows 
of tile gondolas, on the warm reddish-white of the Ducal 
Palaoe The air blowing fioni ihe Adriatic hu'ithed into 
their faces ibc sLrong'.ri of the sea; and in i's fa; distance, 
above that line of bieidings whei i hes the heir' d Venice, 
the high ghosts of tlie Ermlian A'ps glimin'-od amid 
the sweeping regiments an<l pin pie diad' -ws of ti e larid- 
hinrying clouds. 

‘I'his does jou good, darling’’ said Ashe stooping 
down to look into his wife’s face, as she nestled beside 
him, op the soft cushions of the gfpiidola, 

Kitty gave him a slight smde, ’hen said with a 
furrowed lirow - 

‘ Who could ovei have thought wo should find Maman 
here!' 
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‘ Don’t have her on your mind! ’ said Ashe, with some 
sharpness. * I can’t have anything woirying you.’ 

She slipped her hand into his. 

‘ Is that man going to marry her—at last She called 

him “ Markham.” That’s new.’ 

' Looks rather hke it,’ said Ashe. ‘ Then he'll have to 
look after the debt s * ‘ 

They began to piece together what tliey knew of 
Colonel Wanngtvon and his rr-latiou (o IMadarne d’Estr^es. 
It was not miKjh. Dut .Ashe believed that orignially 
Warington had not been in love with lier at all. 'I’lieio 
had liecn a love-atfiiir l’'‘l\\«‘(!n hot and AVarington’s 
younger bfotlier, a srnari {irlillei-y olVuei, 'when she- was 
the widowed l.aily l^laekwater. Hhe liad beljaved with 
more heart and scrii])le than sl\e had gein'rally h(:cn know n 
to do in these inal.teis, and tlio yoiiiig otlii er adoiod ]ie»', 
hoped indeed to many her. Jhit ho was called on in 
Pans—to light a duel on her ai-count, iind was kilhid. 
Before lighting, lie had eornmendul Lady IJlackwater to 
the care of his inueh older hi oil uu', also a sold uu',hot ween 
whom and Ininsolf theie (;\isLed a lare and passionate 
devotion, and ever since the poor hid di'alh, Alaikham 
Wai'ngLon liad he^ n the bicnd and qiiasi-guaidiau of 
the lad\,—through Uor second inairiage, through th.e 
ch-iSjucred \ears of hei existenci* in London, and now 
through th( later }eais of her residr M-e on i.lu' Continent, 
a residence forced u])on lau })v hei igrcenjvuih \\'Lh the 
Traninoies, Again and again he eid ‘-a\ed lior Ironi 
bankruptey, or from some woiso scatuhtl which would 
have wrecked the last leinnants of hei fame. 

But, all the tune, he was himself hound by strong 
ties of gratitude and afl’ecnon to an elder sistrr ;] o hid 
brought him up; witli w'hom he lived in iocor,ifi.n«i dunrig 
half the year. .A.nd this stout Puritan lady detested the 
very name of Madame d’Estr6as.— 

z 2 
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‘ But she’s dead,’ said Ashe. ‘ I remember noticing 
her death in the “ Times ” some throe months ago. That 
of course explains it. Now he’s free to marry.’ 

‘ And so Maman will settle down, and bo happy ever 
afterwards ! ’ said Kitty with a sarcastic lifting of the brow. 
‘ Why should anybody be good ’ ’ 

The bitterness of her look struck Ashe disagreeably. 
That any child should speak so of a mother was a tragic 
and sinister thing But ho wnis well awarn of the causes. 

‘ W'd-o vnii verj’^ unhappy when you weie a child, 
Kitty He pressed ‘lie hand ho hold. 

‘ No,” said Kitty, n .ortly. ‘ I’m too like Maman. I 
suppose, rually, at bottom, 1 liked all tlio dvjhts, and the 
excitement, and the shady people ’ ’ 

‘That wasn’t the nnpiession you gave me, in the first 
days of our acquaintance ! ’ said Ashe laughing. 

‘Oh! then 1 was grown up—and theic W'oro draw*- 
liacks. ]hit I’m made of the same stuff as Maman,’ she 
sail! obstinately,—‘except that 1 can’t tell so many fibs. 
Tliat’s really why we didn’t get on.’ 

Her brown eyes held him with that stiangc unspoken 
defiance it seemed so often beyond her power to hide. It 
w’as like the flutKu’ing of some caged thing liungor- 
irig for it knows nol what. Tlicn as I'noy s ianued the 
patient good-temper of his face. :hoy rneltrl and her 
little fingers squeezed Ins, while . Jarg.u’ot h'r* nch kept 
her eyes fixed on the tw'^o columns >>i the Pj.i 7 ZttL . 

‘ How strange to find her here ' ’ said Kitty under her 
hreatli. ‘ Now if it had been Alice---niy sister Alice ! ’ 
William nodded. It had he^n known to them for 
some time that Lady Alice Wen-.le}dale, to w'hom Italy 
had become a seoend country, had settled in a villa near 
Treviso, where alic occupied herself with a lace school for 
women and girls 

The mention of her sister threw Kilty into what 
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' Seemed to be a disagreeable reverie. The flush lirought 
by the sea-wind faded. Ashe looked at lier with anxiety. 

‘ You have done too much, Kilt},—as usual! ’ 

His voice was almost angry. 

Slie shrugged lier shouldcis. 

‘ What does it matter? You know very well it \\ould 
be much better for you if-’ 

‘ If what ?' 

‘If T followed Harry.' Tlie words weio just hioathcJ, 
and her eyes shrank from nje'‘ting Ins. Aslio on the oilier 
hand turned and looked at lier sloatlily. 

‘ Are you quite detenmned I fha’n't get ciny joy out of 
my holida} ?' 

She .shook her liea<i uncertainly. Then, almost 
immediately she hi-gau to cbaiter to Maig.iri't I'ronch 
about the sights of the lagoon, withliei natiiial trencliancy 
and fun ihit her hand, hidden undei the folds of her 
black cloak, still clung to William's. 

‘ It is her illness,’ he said to himself, ‘ and the loss of 
the child,’ 

And at the rcmemln-ance of Ins little son, a wave of .sore 
yearning fllled Ins own heait Deep under the occupa¬ 
tions and interests of tin niind lay this passionnle regiet, 
and at any inoinent of pause or silence its ‘buried life' 
arose and seized him But he was a hiis}' politiciau, 
ahiorbed even in tliese days of In t'day, by the questions 
and problems of the hour. And Killy was a delicate 
woman—with no defence again.st i mi' tortuie of grief. 

He thought of tlioso flist days after the child’s death, 
when in spile of the uigency of the doctors it had been 
impossible to keep the news from Kitty; of the gliastly 
effect of it upon nerves and brain ahenH u'qu iilled 
by causes only half intelligible; of iho.sij sudUun flights 
from her nurses, when the days of convalescence began, 
to the child’s room, and later, to his grave. Theie was 
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stinging pain in these recollections Nor was he in truth 
iiiucli reassured by his wife’s more recent state. It was 
impossible indeed that ho should give it the same constant 
thought as a woman niight,—or a man of another and 
more emotional type At this moment, perhaps, he had 
literally no tune ior tlie subtleties of mtiospective feeling, 
even had Ins tomperanient iiicliiK'd him to them, which 
was in truth not tlie case. Jle knew that Kitty had 
suddenly and I’osohitoly ooase'd to t ilk about the boy, had 
thnmn ]ic'~».i' with the old eiieigy into new pursuits, 
aiul, since she caui'^ o Venice in jiirticular, had shown 
a fevovKh desiie to j I e\ery hour ivith nioveniont and 

Hlgllt-SC'Cli g 

lUit was she in trutli much hett u in liody or sonl 
poor child ’ Tlie doctors had explained lua- illness as 
ncivous collajisis pointing hack to a long preceding period 
of ovei-{straiu and ('Xciieine,nt. Tlieio had hi'cn suspicicns 
of tiihereulai nuscliii'f, Im'' no jirccise test was then at 
command , iind us Kiity had improved with rest and 
feeding the idea had been abandoiu'd. Bur Ashe was 
still hauriUai In it, tiiough quite ready—henig a natural 
optiini'jt—to I scape fiom it, and all othoj irieurable 
anxie'ies ;is soon as Kitty hersclt should give tlie sigij.il. 

As to tlu' inoial dilliculties anil \‘<.'>jes of tliose 
mouths at Il.iggait. .\she rr-meiiib led them i litlh^ as 
might be. Kitty’s jiitiess indci.d liad shi»"i' itself in 
nioic direclions than one, as an amendir g and ap leasing 
fact 1 ‘K'en Hoid Parham liad been moved to compassion 
and kindness liy tl'e immediate results of that horrible 
scene on the ten ace. Jlii Icave-kking fiom Ashe on the 
mormqg .tfleiwards bad been sumost cordial,—almost 
intimati' And as to Lady Tranmore, vvlienevcr she had 
been able ro leav c her paralysed Imsliand, she had been 
with Kitiy, musing her w'itli afleclionate W’lsdom night 
and day. \Miilo on the other members of the Haggart 
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party, the sheer pity of Kitty’s condition had worked with 
surprising force, fjord Grosville luid actually made his 
wife offer Grosville Pai’k for Kitty’s conviilesceiice.,— 
Kitty got her lirsl laugli out of the proposal. The Dean 
had journeyed several times from liis distant cathedral 
town to see and sit witli Kitty ; Kddie Ilelston's flowers 
had been almost a nuisance , Mrs, Alcotliad shown herself 
quite soft and liuman. 

Tl)( ellect, indeed, of thi'i general sjmpatiiy on Lord 
Parham’s relations to the chief membci of Ins C.ibinethad 
been hut small and pa^.-viiifi Ashe disliked and ilis- 
trusted liirn moie tlian mci , and whatever miglit ha\e 
happened to the Themiei s resenimont ol a parUeular 
offence, them could he ikj douhij lluiL a visit from which 
Ashe had hoped much had ended m eomplcte lailuit', that 
Parham was disjvi'.tHl to cross Ins jioweiful hehchman 
where he could, and tliar lutiigiie "s^as hiisy in the C'ahiuet 
itscdl against the leformuig paity of winch Ashe w'as th(‘ 
head. Ashe ind('cd Jell his own oJlieial jiosilion, out¬ 
wardly so strong, by no moans sticuie Put the game-of 
politics was none the le.ss e.\.h]laiating for tlia.t. 

As to Kitlv's lelaiioii to liimself,- and Iiie's most mli- 
inate and teudei ihiiigs -in these d '\s, did lie piohe his 
own eonseiou-ness much eoiieeniihg them V Jhohahl’y not. 
Was he aware that, W'heii all was said vind done, in spiti- 
of her misiJoings, m spite of Ins prission ol aiixiely during 
her illness, in spite ol the jiity and aifecluM'. of Jus 
daily attitude, Kitt} occupied ui 'dth mtudi less of liis 
mind than slie had ever yi'C occujned—that a cf'lam 
magic—primal, meommunicaiile,— had ceased to clothe 
her image in his thoughts 

Again,—pi obably not. For tlieso slowclijigcs in a 
man’s inmost peisonahty are like th* ■ 1-h a’ld tlow <>! 
summer tides over estuary sands. Siksit. tJie mam 
creeps in, or out; and w^hile we dream, the gri«at hasin 
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fills, and the fishing-boats come in,—or the gentle pitiless 
waters draw back into the bosom of ocean, and the sea¬ 
birds run over the wide untenanted flats. 

Tl\ey landed at tJie Piazzetta, as tlie lamps were 
boirig lit. The soft October darkness was falling fast, and 
on the ledges of St. Mark's and the Ducal Palace the 
pigeons had begun to roost. An animated ciowd was 
walking up and down in the Pia/./a, where a band was 
playing; aiul on the golden hors‘,'S of Si "Mark's there 
shone a pale and my 'ical light, the last reflection from 
tile wc'siern sky U ider the colonnades tlie jewellers 
and glass-shops blazed and sparkled, and the waiin sea- 
wind lluiteied the Italian flags on the great flagstaffs, 
that but 90 recently had borne the Austrian eagle. 

Aslio walked with his head tliiown hack, tliinkirig 
absently, in this centre of Vetiiee, of English politic-^, and 
of a phrase of i\[ettcrnic!rs lie had come acros-i in a 
volume of memoirs he had been lately reading on the 
journey — 

‘ Jjc jour (pii court n’a aiiciirie valeur jiour moi, cxcepto 
cornmo la veille du lendomain. Cost toujours avec lo 
leiulemam que niou esprit luttc.’ 

Th(3 phrase pleased him piirtii idarl} 

lie, too, was •wiestliiig with i'm nioirow diough in 
anotlier sense than Metteinich’s. lIis minci was alive 
with projects ; an exultant conscioiisnesb holh of capacity 
and opportunity possessed him. 

‘ Why, you've passed the Club, William ! ’ said Kitty. 

Ashe awoke with a start, smiled at her, and with a 
wave of the hand disappeared in a stairway to the right. 

Margaret E’rtnch lingered in a bf.ad-bhop to make 
some purchases. Kitty walked home alone, and Margaret, 
whose watchful affection never failed, knew that she 
preferred it, and let her go lier w^ay. 
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The Ashes had rooms on the first bond of the Grand 
Canal looking south. To reach them by land fiom the 
Piazza, Kitty had to pass through a scries of narrow 
etieets or calles, bioken by campos or small sqiiaies, in 
which stood chuiclios. As she passed one of these 
churches, she was attiacted by tlie sound of gay music, 
and by the crowd about the entrance. Pushing aside the 
leathern curtain over the door, she found heiself in a great 
rococo nave, which bla/ed witli liglits and decorations. 
Lines of huge wax candles woie li.xed in teinpoiary holdms 
along the floor. The pillars ere swathed in rose-coloured 
damask, and tlie clioii 'a.is ablaze nith lloweis, and 
even more biilhantly lit, if possible, than the lest of the 
church. 

Kitty’s (^ivtliolic training told her that an Exposition 
of the lilesscd Sacrament vas going on. ]\loclianieally 
she dipped her lingois into lire h.oly watei, she made her 
gi'iiiifleciion to the altar, and knelt dov/ii ni one of the 
back rows. 

How rich and spail ling it Mas,— ilio lights, the hriglit 
colours, the dancing music ! ‘ Voice Sacr<inn‘nto '—Santo 

Sacramento !’ wovUa oi an ItaluMi liyinn or litany 
recurred again and again, with endless ituation, Kitty’s 
sensuous, oxcdable iiatuie M'as stirn-d Milli dehglit. 
Then, suddenly, she remembered hei child; and the 
little face she had seen for the li -t lime m tlie coflin. 
She began to cry softly, hiding licr f.iec in her black 
veil. An unbearable longing pos^' Ssed la r. ‘I shall 
never liave another child,’ she thought. ‘ That’s all 
over.’ 

Then her thoughts wandered back to the party at 
Haggart, to the scene on the terrace, and to di.it rush of 
excitement which had mastered her, slie scarceiv knew 
how or why. She could still liear the Dean’s voice,—f?eo 
the lamp wavering above her head. ‘ 'What po^osessed 
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me I I didn’t care a straw whether the lamp set me on 
fire—whether I lived or died. I wanted to die.’ 

Was it because of that short conversation with 
William in the afternoon ?--l)ecaiise of the calmness with 
wdiich lie had taken that word ‘separation,’ which she had 
thrown ab him, merely as a child boasts and threatens, 
never expecting for one moment to be taken at its word. 
She had pioposcd it to him before, after the night at 
Ilamel . she had been serious then ; it had been an 
impulse of lemorse , and lie had laughed at her. Hut at 
Ilaggai L it had !>■ ’i an impulse of tcMiiptir; and he 
had taleii it serious y I lew the wound liad laiikled, 
all the afternoon, ^\hlle she ^\a.s chattering to the Royal¬ 
ties ’ And as she jumped on the pedestal, and saw his 
face of lionor, theie was the typical womanish triumph 
that she had made him /ee/—would make him feel yet 
more. 

flow good, hou tender lie had lieen to her in her 
illness ' And yet- -} et 

‘He cares for politics, foi liis plans, -not for me. 
Tie V. illiievtr tiust me again—as lie ilid i>ncc He’ll 
never ask nni to lielp him,—he’ll find \\a\s not to,— 
though lie’ll ho veiy sweet to me all tJie time ' 

And the though/ of lier nulln.v wuii 'jim in the future, 
her msignilicance m Ins life, tot<"'’--d lier. 

Whv had she treated Loid Hi.jiam s > *'' ‘ ' can he a 

•/ 

lady when 1 choose,' -she said mocking ly to Jie self—‘ 1 
wasn’t even a lady.’ 

Then suddenly thcie flashed on hei memory a little 
picture ol Loul Parham, standing .spi'ctacled and bewil¬ 
dered, peering into her slij) of paper. -Slie bent her heaii 
on her hands and laughed, a stifled hyMiencal laugh, which 
scandalised the v\ )man kneeling beside her. 

But tlie laugh was soon quenclied again in restless 
pain. William’s afl'ecUon had been her only refuge in 
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those weeks of moral and physical misery she had just 
passed through. 

‘ But it’s only because he’s so terribly sorry for me. 
It’s all quite different. And J can’t evt'i make him love 
me again in the old way ... It wasn’t my fault. It’s 
something born in me-- that catches mo by the throat.' 

And she had the actual physical sense of someone 
strangled by a possessing forci‘. 

* J)oIlc tSac?(iinc?Uo ^ —bVyi/o Sactaihtinio ! ’ . . The 
music swayed and echoed thiongli the cliiircli Kitty 
uncovereil her eyes and felt .i sndd(3n ('\liiliiiation in the 
blaze of light. It reminded her of the bending Christ in 
the pict’iie of San (iio)gi > Awe <t.n(l beauty flowed in 
upon her, in spite of the )iooi nmsu; and the tawdry 
church Wliiit if she tiied religionrociilied wliat 
she had been taught m tlio coiueni *' -ga\(' heiself iqi i )0 
a diicctor 

She shivenul and ieet>ile(l llo^r would she e\er 
maintain her faith against William.’ -William who knew 
so much moie than she? 

Then, into the emptiness of hci heart, theie stole the 
inevitable teuqil.ations of memory W heie wusCeoffie\ 
She know well that he w m a Moleni and sellish man; 
but ho und(Tstoi)d miieli in hei that W’llliam w'oiild novel 
uiid-'i’stand With a moibid (MgiMness, sbe lecallcd the 
pla; of feeling between lleini, bofon Miat mad evening at 
Hamel W’eir. W’liat jierjietual exi 'Mneiu-no lime to 
think—or i ogi et i 

Dining her wmeks of illness slic nad lost all count of 
his movements Had he been still wiiting during tlie 
summer foi the newspaper w'hioh had sent him out? 
Had there not been nmionrs of his being uo'm tt a ?- -oi 
attacked by fever? Her memory, still vague and weal., 
struggled p-.nnfully wdth im'niorics it could not recaptuic 

The Italian jiaper of that morning--Rhe had «?})elled u 
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out for herself at breakfast—had spoken of a defeat of 
the insurrectionary forces, and of their withdrawal into 
the highlands of Hosnia. There would be a lull in the 
lighting. Would he come homeAnd all this time had 
he been the mere spectator and .reporter, or lighting 
himself'^ Her pulses leapt as she tliought of him loading 
drwn-troddLii peasants against the Turk. 

But she knew nothing. Suiely duiing the last few 
months he had puiposely made a mysteiy of his doings 
and his w hereahoats. The only sign of him w/iich 
seemed to have icu 'led England liad liocn tint volurno 
of poems—with till-.,e hateful lines I llei li]) (luivored. 
Slie was like a weak child,—unable to beai the thought 
of anything hobiile .ind unkind. 

If he h.id aheady turned ho me wauls Perhaps he 
V70uld come tlnougli Venue? Anyway he W’as not far 
olf. The dav before she and M.argarct had made their 
first visit to the Lido. And as Kitty stood fioiiiiiig the 
Aduatic WMves, alio had dreamed that somewheio, beyond 
the farther coast, wvre those Bosnian mountams m wdiicli 
Geothey liad passed the winter. 

Then she started at her owm tlioiights, rose,—loathing 
heiself,-- drew down her veil, and moved tow ai ds the 
door. 

As she reached the leathern c urtain whie'i hung over 
the doorw'ay, a lady in front who w’;i i passing through 
held the curtain aside that Kitty might follow. Kitty 
st(*pped into the .street and looked up to say a mechanical 
‘ Thank you.’ 

But the w'ord died on her lips, f^hc gave a stifled cry, 
which wasecli(^:‘d by the w'oman before her. 

Both stood inoiionless, staring at each other. 

Kitty recovered hcuself first. 

‘ It’s not my fault that we’ve met,’ she said, panting a 
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^ little. ‘ Don’t look at me so - so unkindly. I know you 
don’t want to see mo. Why—why should wo speak at 
all? I’m going away ’ And she luincd with a gesture of 
farewell. 

Alice Wcnsloydalo laid a detaining liand on Kitty’s 
arm. 

‘ No ! —stay a moment. You are in black. You look ill,’ 

Kitty turned towards her. They had moved on in¬ 
stinctively into tlie shedter of one of the narrow stiects. 

‘ My boy die<J,—two months ago,’ she said, holding 
herself proudly aloof. 

Lady Alice started. 

‘ T hadn’t hoard. T’m very soriy foi' y<'U. Ifow old 
was ho ? ’ 

' Three ycais old ’ 

‘Poor baby’’ The words were very low and soft, 
‘kfy boy—was foii. leeii. But you have otbei childien ’ 

‘ No,—and I don’t, want them. They niiglit die too.' 

Lady Alice paused. She still licid hei lialf-sister by 
the arm, towering above lier. She was quite as thin as 
Kitty, but rnuchtallei findmoielargely built; and, beside 
the elaborate elegance of KUty’s mouining, Alice’s black 
veil and dress had a severe conventual aii. They wcio 
almost the dross of a religious. 

‘ IIow are you ’ she said gently. ‘1 oficn think of 
j’ou. Are you happy in your iiiairiage’ 

Kitty laughed. 

‘ Were such a happy lot, aren’t wc? Wo undcrsta.nd 
it so well.—Oh f don’t trouble about rnc You know \ou 
said you couldn't have anything to do with me. Aie you 
staying in Venice ? ’ 

' I came in from Treviso for a day or fvm, V. see a 
friend-’ 

‘ You bad better not stay,’—said Kitty hastily. ‘ Maman 
is here. At least if you don’t want to run across her.’ 
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Lady Alice let go her hold. 

‘ I shall go home to-morrow morning.' 

They moved on a few steps in silence. Then Alice 
paused. Kitty’s delicnto face and cloud of hair made a 
pale luminous spot in the darkness of the callc. Alice 
looked at her with emotion. 

‘ I want to say something to you.’ 

' Yes ? ’ 

‘ Jf you :ii’o ever in ti'oublG—if you ever want me, 
send for x.uj. Aldi’oss Tieviso, and ’t will always 
find me.’ 

Kilty made no i.'ply. They had reached a bridge 
ovei a side canal, and she stop])ed, leaning on the 
pai a])et. 

' Did you hear wliat I said '' ’ asked lior companion. 

‘ Yes, I'll rornernhf'r I sujiposi,' you lliink it your 
duty What dii you do with vour-^elf ’ 

‘ r have two oiphan children f bring up. And there 
is my laco-^oliool. It -loosn’t got on inueli, but it 
occupu-s me.’ 

‘ Aio you u. Catholic V ’ 

‘ Yes ’ 

‘Wisli I ^\a^.'’ said Kilty. S>) > hung over the 
marble haliisirade in silence, kuLmg at ihe .'-n scent moon 
that was just peer ng over tbi. .asteni pr.. ces of the 
canal. ‘ 3fy husband is in pol”'cs, yni k-iow. He's 
Home Secretary.’ 

‘"ies, I heatd. Do you help him''’ 

‘ No, —just the other thing.’ 

Kitty lifted up a pebble, aiv’ let it drop into the 
wate?. 

‘ I don't knev^ what you mean by that,’ said Alice 
Wensleydale cohlly. ‘ If you don’t help him you’ll be 
sorry—when it’s too late to be sorr;^.’ 

‘ Oh, I know! ’ said Kitty. 'I’hen she moved rest- 
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lesslf. * I must go in. Good-night.’ She held out her 
hand. 

Lady Alice took it. 

‘ Good-night. And remember!' 

‘ I sha’n’t want anybody,’ said Kitty. ‘ Addio!' 
She waved her hand,*and Alice Wensleydalo, whoso way 
lay towards the Tia/za, saw her disappear, a small 
tripping shadow, between the high close-piled houses. 

Kitty w’as in so much excilement after this conversa¬ 
tion that when she ri'aclied the Cainpo Ran Maurizio, 
where slie sliould liave tmiied ahiiiptlyto the left, she 
wandered awhilf* up and 'iown the (’ainpo, looking at the 
gondolas on the Traghetlo he!ween it and the Accademia, 
at the Cliuich of San Mauri/io, at the rising moon, and 
the blight lights m some of the shop windows of the 
small streets to tlu' north The sea-\Mn(l was st.ill warm 
and gusty, and tin* wa\''S in the Grand (^anal beat 
against the rnarlilii feet of Us ]valaces. 

At last slid found lu'r \\ay throu^li nanow passages, 
pn.st hidden and hione liuildirigs, to the hack of the palace 
on the Grand Canal ni which their ro«»ms w^'ro. A door 
in a small court op(‘ne(l to hci iiiig Rhe, found heiself 
in a dark gionnd-noor---i mpty exce.[)t for the feUe, or 
bi.U'ktopof a gondola,- -of which the furl her doois opened 
on iho Canal A cheerful Ctaliau sf ivant hi ought lights, 
and on the marble staii-, was hen ,aiui aaiting for her. 
In a few minutes she was on her s, .,i. by a bright W‘'‘od 
fire, while Blanche hovered lound iiei’ with many small 
attentions, 

‘ Have }ou seen >oiir letteis, my lii.d;, And Blanche 
handed her a pile Upon a parcel lying uppermost 
Kitty pounced at once with avidity Sli-, o-.ne open—- 
pausing once, with scailet checks, to look lound her at 
the door, as though she were afraid of being seen. 
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A book,—fresh and new,—emerged. ‘ Politics anil the 
Countrj^ Houses':—so i'an the title on the back. Kitty 
looked at it frowning. ‘ lie might have found a better 
name !' Then she opened it, -looked at a page here and 
a page there,—laughed, shivered,—and at last bethought 
her to read the note from the puHiisher which accom¬ 
panied it. 

Much pleasure—the first printed copy—three more 
to follow—sure to make a sensation”—hateful wretch!— 
“ if your l.M \ hip will lot us know how rniuiv presentation 
copies ’’—Goodness ' —not one ! Oh - well ! -Madeleine 
perhaps,—and of co sc INIr. Darrell' 

She (»pened a little despatch-box in which she kept 
her letters, and slipped the hook in 

‘ I won’t show it to William to-night—not—not till 
next week.’ The book ’\\ai to he out on the 20th, a week 
ahead,—thieo inontJis from the day when she had g’ven 
tlie MS into Dairedl’s hands. She had heen spared all 
the troulilo of correcting ]noofs, which liad heen done for 
her by the pulihsher’s reader, on the plea of her illness. 
She had received and destroyed various letters from 
him -almost without reading them,—during a short 
absence of William’s in the north. 

Suddenly, a start of terror ran Ihioagh hc>-. ‘No, 
no!’ she said, wi>.stling with hnself.—‘ h*'* ! scold me, 
perhaps—at first, of course I kiicvv hf,’]] do iliat. And 
then, I’ll make Iiim laugh' lie can’t-he cpn't help 
laughing. 1 hiow lu ’ll amuse him. lie’ll see how I 
meant it, too —And nobody need e\tr find out.’ 

She heard his step outside, hastily locked her despatch- 
box, fibrew a shawl over it, and iay liaclc languidly on her 
pillows, awaiting him. 



STORM ’ - 


353 


('n\rTrR win 

The ,i imii' mus hronohr !o 

Kitty fioin M.uI.u'ik' d’Kstit'is 

‘Ddiling Kitlv,—Will },ou join iv-. lo nip:ht in an 
expeditionYou laiow tliai Piiiu‘f";s M-iigluiit.i ih 
. qtayin" on the (Ira/Hl (/in.d '■ in ono of tho Moc(3nj"0 
palaces. Tlieie is to lie .i Sri'oiiatain Ijei- lioiiou) io-ni{.^lil,-- 
not one of those \ ul^ar alt’an’s uliicii die hotel-, up, 
but really goo'l music and fine voices,—mono} to ho given 
to some hospital oi other. Do come with us 1 suppose 
you have your own gondola as we have. Tlit' gondolas 
who wish to follou meet at the Piax/elta, weatlier iit.r- 
mitbiiig, H o'clock. J know, of course, that you are not 
going out. Hut this is onbi music ' -ind for a clinruy. 
One just sir.'! in one’s gondeJn, and follows the nnisic up 
the rarial. Send word hy hearer. 

‘ \ ou! fouil modier 

■ i\f vitfii ' ttrrt] T) I'IsTitf I s ’ 

Kitty tossed the note over to .ishc. ‘ Aivn i aou 
dining out somewht'rc to-nighr, ^' 

Her voice, was listk.ss. And as Aslu' lifted his I'.cad 
from the Cabinet papers which had just leaeJiod him by 
special messenger, his atLcntion was disagieeahh lecalJed 
from high matteis of State to the veiy v-vtdei.u delicacy 
of his w’ife. He replied that he had promised to dine 
^itjh prince S-at Daniel) s, in order to talk Italian 
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politics. ‘ But I can throw it over in a moment, if yott' 
want ino. I came to Venice for yon, darling,’ he said, asf 
bo rose ajul joined her on the balcony which commanded 
.a fine stretch of the Canal. 

‘ No, no! Go and dine with your Prince. I'll go 
witli Maman,—IMargavct and J. At least,—Margaret 
must of course please herself' ’ 

She shrugged her shoulders, and then adde'd, ‘ Maman’s 
prohaldv in die pink of society liero. Vcnic(^ doesn’t take 
its cue froi.i )v, 0 ])le like Aunt lana’ ' 

AsIk; smiled Uiicomfortablv He was in truth hv this 

t/ w 

time ii 'initely liette acquainted ^Mth the incidents of 
Madame d’Msii c'^s’s jiast career tJian Kitt> was. Tie had 
no nnnd whatever that Kitty shoulil become less ignorant, 
lint his knowledge sometimes made convcisation diflicult. 
Kitty was perfectly aware of his embarra'^smeiit. 

‘You neve) icl) nif -’^hc said ahnijitly ‘ Did she 
I'eally do ^.iicli drcn.'fid ' 

‘My de.ir Kitf} ' -w1j\ talk aboiu n/’’ 

Kicty fliiilied, ilicii thic v !i flower into the water below 
with a d<*li:int gestiue. 

‘ Wh at does it matter? It’s all so long ago. I have 
nothing to do with what I did ten yi'aiS ago--uotliing ! ’ 

‘ A coiiven'ciit doctiine ' ’ la'.ighed \ be ‘ But it cuts 
lio'h ways You get neither the gv)od of youv ' md, nor the 
had of voui had ’ 

t 

‘ J hive no good,’ said Kitty i)ii.U'rly 
‘ What’., tlie matter ^Mth you, Miladi said Ashe,half 
scolding, half tender. ‘You growl over my remarks ag 
though you were your own small dog with a bone. 
Come hero and let me toll you the nev^'s.’ 

, u 

And dr twin;: the sofa up to the open window which 
eomrnanu'ed the marvellous water-way outside, with its. 
lows of p;i,laces on either hand, he made her lie down, 
while he read her extracts from Ids letters. 
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' Margaret Frenfeh, who was writing at the further side 
uf the room, glanced at them furtively from time to time. 
She saw that Ashe was trying to charm away the languor 
of his companion by that talk of his, shrewd, luimorous, 
vehement, woll-inforyied, wdiich made bun so welcome to 
the men of his own class and mode of life. And when he 
talked to a woman as he was accusionud to talk to 
men, that woman felt it a compliment. Ijiider the 
stimulus of it, Kitty woke up, lauglied, argued, tc.ised, 
with something of her natural animation. 

Presently indeed the \oices had sunk so nnicli, and 
the heads had diawn so close togciher that ^laigaret 
French slipped awa\, utidoi the imptession that they 
were discussing matteis to which she w.is iiot meant to 
listen. 

Slie had hardly olosf d the door, when Kitty dr. w 
liersclf away florn Aslu‘, <ind holding lus aim vitli boih 
hands looked stiangoly nno his e\- s 

‘You’re awfully goofl to ini', William. liut--)ou 
know— 3 ' 0 ii don’t tell me socicts ' ’ 

‘ What do }ou me.ui, daihng ’ 

‘Yon don’t tell me the real what Lord 

Palmerston used to tell to JjaJy Rilm.'rsLon ! ’ 

‘How do ' oil know' whai he used to tell her?’ said 
%/ 

Ashe, with a laugh. But liis forehead h id leddened. 

' One hears,—and one guesses, -from the Jot.cis that 
have been pulilislied. Oh' 1 unneistaiid ijuit.' ■'veil'— 
You can’t trust mo ! ’ 

Abho turned aside and began to gatlu-r up Ins 
papers. 

‘Of course* ’—said Kitty, a little lioarsel>'-‘ 1 kiiow^ 
it's my own fault, because you used lo i''ll n o much 
more. I suppose it was the way I bemi.vr.i to Lord 

Parham ? ’ 

She looked at him rather tremulousK. It was the 



356 THE MARRIAGE OF WILLIAM ASHE 

V 

first time since her illness began that she had referred to 
the incidents at Ilaggart. 

‘ Look here ! ’ said Asha, in a tone of decision, ‘ I 
shall ically give up talking politics to you, if it only 
reminds you of disagreeable things.’ » 

She took no notice. 

‘ Ts Loul Paihani behaving well to you—now— 

Aslia colonJt*d hotlv. As a matter of fact, in his own 
opinion, Loiu I'arliain was lichaving vilely A measure 
ot lirst-iato important for whicli ho was responsible was 
already m danger of (.aing jiractically shelved, simply as 
it seemed to him from a lack of elemeidiary tiustworthi- 
ness in fjoid Parham. But as to this he had naturally 
kex)t Ins ot\n counsel witli Kitty. 

‘ He is not the most Jigreeahlo of customers,’ he said 
gaily. ‘But I sliall gel thiough Pegging a^\ay 
docs It.’ 

‘ And tlieii to see liow cur j^apers flaiter him ’ ’ cried 
Kitty. ‘TIow little xieoplo Know, wlio think they know I 
Id would be amusing to show the world the real Lord 
Parham ! ' 

bhe looked at h.ei liiisband willi in exxir. ssion that 
stiuck him (hsagieofihly. He tiireAv av i.,;, hie cigarette, 
and lii-) f.iee changed 

‘ \\ ha w' have to do, my dear L'itt)-, is simj ly to hold 
ou' li'iinie's.' 

Ivitty sat up in some excitement. 

‘ That man ne\xr hoars the trutl*' ' 

Ashe shrugged his shoulders. Tt seemed to him in- 
ciedible that she sliould pursue this paitioular topic, after 
tlie incidents at Haggart. 

'That’s not Lie purpose for wiiich Prime Ministers 
exist. Anyway im can’t tell it him.’ 

Undaunted however by his tone, and with what seemed 
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to'mm extraordinary excitability manner, Kitty re¬ 
minded him of an incident in the life of a bygone 
administration, wlion tho near relative of an English states¬ 
man, staying at the time in the statesman’s house, had 
sent a communieiition to one of tho Qnartoihes, attacking 
his policy and belittling his oharaeter, bv means of informa¬ 
tion obtained in tho intimacy of a eoiinti>-house party. 

‘ One of the most treacherous things, cvcj' cIoikj !' said 
Ashe indignaiibly. ‘ b"air light, if yoa like' Ihit if that 
kind of tiling \vcre to spread, I for one should thiow up 
politics to-morrow ’ 

‘Eveiyone said it did ■), \asL deal cjf g(x>d,’ ptisisled 
Kittv. 

‘ A ])J\ cious sort ol good ' ^'es—I believe L\iih.un. m 
paiticLilar profited by it, -riii.)ie ■->li.iPie lo Inin ' If 
body ever tiled to help me in tli.i! '■••it of wa) --anybody 
that IS for vhom 1 felt tlie sinalle-^L i espoiisibiJity —J 
know what 1 should do.’ 

‘ \Vh at ’’ Kitty fell back on liei cudiions, but hei eye 
still lield liiin. 

‘ tSend ill nn u sigiiatioii by the next post and damn 
tlie fcllo\v that did it' Ijook here, lv!tt\ ' ’ lie vaine tei 
staiul o\ei liev,-- :) I’nie fniiiiulable tigine. Ins hinds in 


his pockets. ‘J)c'iil u)u ovei tiy tba' kind of thing— 
theie’s a darling.’ 

* Would >011 damn me ’ 

tshc siniled at him- vitli a Iron « . of tlie h^) 

He caught up lier liand and kis,'- \1 it ‘ J>lou out uiy 
own brains, moic like,’ ho said laugliing. Then be tuiJiod 
away. ‘What on ea-th have we got into this lio.istly 
conversation for? Ijct’s get out of ii'. The rculiams 
are there—male and female—aren’t they‘d—and •ac’'iO got 
to put up with them. AN'ell, I’m gm’y, ^ I’la/..a. 

Any commissicais? Oh' b> the way’ -he looked back 
at a letter in his bands, ‘Mother sa}s Tolly L>utcr 
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will probably be here before we go—she seems to ^be'. 
touring around with her father.’ ‘ '' 

‘ Charming pi’ospect! ’ said Kiifc}. ‘ Docs mother expect 
mo to chaperon lier ? ’ 

Ashe laughed and wont. As soou as ho was gone, 
Kiltj' sprang fioiii the sofa, and walked up and down the 
room in a passionate preoccupation. A tremor of great 
fcai. was invading Jier, an agony of unavailing regret. 

‘ WiiaC can I do ’ slie said to liorself, as her upper 
lip twisted find toitiired the lower one. 

Presently she can :Jit uii her purse, went t,o lici' room, 
whole hho put on liei \alkmg things witliout summoning 
Dlauoho, and stealing down the stairs, so as to be unheard 
by ]\I:jrgaict, she made her way to the back gate of the 
Palaz/o, and so to the streets leading to the Piazza. 
William had taken llie gondola to the Pia/zetta, so she 
felt herself safe 

Sh(' entered the telegraphic oiliee af the western end 
of the Piazza, and soni a Lclegram to England Lhat nearly 
emptied lici purse of frai'cs. Wlien she came out she 
was as p.ile as she had l.ecn tluslied before,—a littlq 
teiror-strjckcn figiue, p.issing in a miscralile abstraction 
lli'’ough the intricate l)ack-wa\s wliicli took be” home. 

‘It won’t be pnblislied for ten d.: T'leies time. 
Tt’s only a question of moii \ ’ she srid to herself 
feverishly,—‘only a qiiestion of na .icy ' ’ 


All the rest of the da\', Kitty w'as at o»ico so restless 
and so languid lhat to amuse her w’as dillKadt Ashe was. 
quite giateful to his airit'zing mother-in-law for the plan 
of the, evening. 

As night lei], Kitty staited at evci\ sound in the old 
palazzo. Once -i twice she w'eiit half-way to the door— 
eageily—with hand ouiatrelched—as though she expected 
a letter. 
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*No other English post to-night, Kitty! ’ said Ashe at 
last, raising his head from tlie finely pniited ‘Poetaj 
Minorcs ’ ho had just purchased at Ongauid’j, ‘ you don’t 
mean to say you’re not thankful! ’ 


The e\cning anived,—clear and mild, but irc'onlc&s. 
Asho went oil to dine with Ins prince, in ilie onlinaiy 
gondola of coininerce, hired at ilie Traghetto; while 
Margaret and Kitty followed a lutle later in one wliicli 
had aheady rliawni the attention of Venice, owing to the 
two handsome gondolieri, lialiited in black from bead to 
foot, wlio \\( re attaclud to il '1 hey tinned towanU the 


Piaz/,etta,wlu'ielIieV” < 'e 


10 meet '.'v all Mad.aued’KstrL\s's 


pai ry. 

Kitty m iier iiei p mouining, sank listlessly into the 
bl.ick ciC'hions of the gondola. Yci almost aslhe\ si.ote'l, 
as the lirst stiokf eariusl tlu-in pa «L tn ■ l.niiuus ]>al.!ce 
which Is now the PieieciLire, the spelt of \'einco began 
to woik. 

City of U'st' - as it s.-ems to cm’ model a senses, —how 
is it possible that so busy, so pitiless and eiweti-us ,1, l,fe 
as liistoiy shows ns, should h.ive gone to the making 
and the fasliioning of Vmlce' Tie easy passage ol the 
gondola ibiongh the soft impiisoned Wd\e, the silence of 
wlieel and hoof, oi all that hiui’ics nml chitleis. tlie tide 
that comes and goes, noiseless, iiidispeiisedde, bunging in 
the freslme&s of the .sur, eanying ay the d- lilemcnts of 
the land, the nairow VMiidmg w.’ ^jow' In'iii curb, no'W 
shifting sea, that biml (lie city mio one social whole, 
whore the industrial and the noble alike are housed in 
palaces, etjual often m beauty as in d( eay ; tlie marvellou.s 
quiet of the nights, save when the iiorili-'c-t »\nui, 
Hadria's stormy loadci, drives the fuim..ts 'uave.s aeal.rst 
the palace fronts in the darkness, with the clamour of 
an tLttaekmg host , the languor of the hot attcinoons, 
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when life is a dream of light and green water, when the 
play of mirage drowms the foundations of the lidi in the* 
lagoon, so that tiees and l)uildings rise out of the sea as 
though some strong Ainphioii-music were but that moment 
calling them from tlK deep; and wJivn clay departs, that 
magic of the swiftly falling du^k, and that white foam and 
flower of St. Mark’s upon tlie purple intensity of the 
sky'—through each phase of tlie hours and the seasons, 
rest is still tlie message of \'enice, rest eniiched with 
endless images, impressions, sensations, tliat coot no 
trouble, and breed no eaiii. 

It w<i'i this spell Oi. rest that descended for a while on 
Kitty, as tliey glided do^\ll^vards to the riazzetia. The 
terror of the day relaxed. Her telegram would be in 
time; or if not, she would throw lieiself into William's 
arms, and he must forgive her !--beeause she Mas so foolish 
and weak, ^o tired and sad. Slic slipped hei hand into 
Margaret’s, they talked in low voices of the child, and 
Kitty \vas all aiipoaling melanclioly and charm. 

At the Piaz. 2 'jtla theie was alrcad} a eiowd of goii- 
dolas, and at tlieii head the htuca, which eariied the 
musician-.. 

‘ You aie late, Kitt) ' cued Madann I'Ksti c'os, vas ing 
to them. ‘ Shall we draw out and come to joi .'’—or will 
you just join on w'ho/e you aie*'’ ’ 

For the Vereclh gondola was .dreadv weuged into a 
sorned lino of boats in the wake of the bni<i( 

‘ Never mind us ! ’ said Kitty. ‘ V/e 11 tack on some* 
how\' 

And inwardly she was delighted to •>(' thus separated 
from Ifei mother and the chattering erowa^ by w'hicb 
i\Iadamo d'Kstrdcs seemed uO be surrounded. Kitty and 
Margaret bade thmr men fall in, and they presently found 
themselves on the Salute side of the floating audience, 
their prow pointing to the Canal. 
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Tho barca began to move, and the mass of gondolas 
followed. Round them, and bclhnd them, other boats 
were passing and repassing, each vith its slim black 
body, its swan-like motion, us poised oarsman, and its 
twinkling ligliL. Tlie lagoon iowai'ds llie Giudccca was 
alive with these liglits; and a magnilicent white steamer 
adorned with Hags and lanterns, the }aehl, indeed, of a 
German prince, shone in tli.' mid-cliannel. 

On they lloated. JLie wem tlie hotels, with other 
illuminiUod boats 111 front of tlieir steps, whence spoilt 
voices bhouled ‘ Santa laicia,' till even Venice and tlie 
Grand Canal hecaine a vidgaiily <ind a weariness. Tliese 
were tlie ‘Seienate pultliche,' fonnuon and coiniiieicial 
atfairs, which thcpi’ivato Suienala lelt lielnnd in eon tempt, 
steering jiasL then Haring lights foi tlie daik wateib of 
loiiiiiiice wliicli 1,1 V he^ond. 

SuddenlN Kitt;y’s sadncbs ga\e way , hei‘ st.ii\od senses 
claiuouied; she woke to I'oeln and pleasuie. All lound 
her stietching iihnost aerohs tlie Canal, tlie noiseless 
Hock of gondola., diuh leaning liguies impelling llicni 
from behind, and in fiont the liigh piows and glow-woun 
lights; in tlui beats, a mulLiLutlc of dmi shloaded Hguies, 
with not a face Msdile. and in (heir midst Llio baicd, 
temple of light and music, built iqi of ilowei'b, and 
Huuteiing scai\es and inau\-colouti,d lantei ns, a sparKling 
fantasy of eoloiii, rose and gold ai ‘ g'len, blumng on the 
bosom of the iiiglit. To eiilier si'i-', tlie long daik lines 
of tl’-riee-liistoi 1 C jialaces, suarcel_, a pooi ligliL iieie and 
there at llicn watei-gatv.s , and new aiid then the lamps 
of the Traglictti . . . Oiheiwise, darkness, soundless 
motion, and, overliead, dim biais. 

‘ Margaiet! look ' ’ 

Kitty caught her conipaniou’s aim in a inad delight 

Someone for the amuaeincnt of the gnes’s of Venieu 
was expeliiuenting on the lop of tlie Campiunle of St. 



362 THE“ MARRIAGE OE WltLfA'M'A'l^HS 

*' * 'Lt f. 

• * ^ 

IMai'k's with those electric lights, which were then tlie. 

toys of bcieiice, and are now the eyes and tools of war.’ 
A search-light was playing on tlio basin of St. Mark's, 
and on the inoutli of tlio Canal. Suddenly it caught the 
Church of tlie SakLle ;—and the whole vast building, from 
the Queen of Heaven on its topmost dome, down to the 
Wi’ter’s bum, the figures of Saints and Prophets and 
Apostles which crowd its steps and ledges, the W'hite 
^\horls, like huge ^ea-shclls, that make its buttresses, the 
cuives and \olules of its cornices and d'\)r\vays, rushed 
upon the eye in a ilo and blniding sjdeiidour, making 
tlie vei\ (laikness o.4n of winch the vision sprang alive 
and lieh No^' a Clnislian churcli, sureK, but a jialacc of 
Poseidon i The hoAsildeied ga/er saw naiads and lieardcd 
^.ea-god-. in place of angels and siints, and must needs 
imagine tiie champing oL Poseidon’s hovscs at the marble 
step^-, sLiaiimig towauU tlie sea 

Tl'e Msion wavtied, faded, reappeared, and finally 
died upon tlie night Tln-n the wild beams began to play 
on tlio Can.'.], following tlie Seienat.i, ligluing up now tho 
palaces on eillier Iiand, now some single gondola, reveal 
itig every tigui e and gesture of t!u' laiiglung English or 
AiiH'iieans who filled it, in a hard white fia.sh ‘— 

‘ Oil ' hsti'n, Kn. 'v ' ’ said l\riO'gai’ct Som- one is going 
to siiU; ‘‘Che I'aifi. 

Mus Ej'ench was veiN'music d> mid she ’jj’ncd in a 

tj 

trance; of jilcasaie lowaids tliet;(f/'U N.’hcnee came the 
111 st liais of tin accompaniment. 

She did not see meanw'hile ihui Kitty had made a 
huriicd niovcinciit, and w^as now han'ng over tho side of 
the %"ondola, peering with ai rested breath into, the. 
bcaileiotl group i,'f boats on their left hand. The search¬ 
light fla .bed lieu and there among them. A gondola at 
the very edge of the Sereuata contained one figure beside 
the gondolier, a man in a large cloak and slouch 
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siting very- still with folded artns. As Kitty looked, 
hearing the beating of her heart, their own boat was 
suddenly lib up. The light passed in a second, and while 
it lasted, those in the flash could sec nothing outside it. 
When it withdrew all was in dai-kne:,s. The black mass 
of boats floated on, soundless again, save for an occa¬ 
sional plash of water, or the lioarse cry of a gondolier,— 
and in the distance the wail for Em yd ice. 

Kilty fell back in licr seat. An oxciteiuont, from 
■which she slirank in a kind of tenor, jm&scssed her. Her 
thouglits were wliolly ahboihed by tl’f.' gondola and the 
figme she could no longer distingLii-,}!,-- for which, ^\hen- 
cver a group of lamps ihicv. theii retiections on tlic vvMter, 
she searched the Canal in vain. If \^lult she madly 
dreamed were true, had she heiself been seen - and 
recognised ^ 

The ‘ Sei ciiat.i,' in honour of 1 laly’,-. h.'.lutilul Pnn- 
cess duly made n ^ wa;y up the Gi :ind Canal The Pi inci'ss 
came to her haleony, wlnle tlie ‘Jewel Song’ in ‘ Eau^l,’ 
was being sung below, and tlieie was a demonstiation 
\vhich echoed fioin jialacc to ]).ila(*e, and dual away undei' 
the arch of the Ihalto. ^I’lii-n t'i' gondolas dispci-.sed. 
That of l.ady Ki'‘'\ Ivad Nome diliieully in making 

Its \Ya;\ honi' against a loi ee of wind and tide coming from 
the lagoon. 


Kitiy was appaienlh asleep v,; 'Mi AnIu; iviuiiied lie 
had sat late witli in'- hosts,— ncii jiioniinent in the 
Risorgimenio, and in the politics of the luw Kingdt.nnj-- 
discussing the latcsi intricacicN of llu Komnn situation, 
and the piospects of Italian finance. Ills nnnd was all 
alert ami vigorous, ranging over great nu iohn, and 
delighting in its own strength. To hi conuict \m11i 

these able foieignci.s, not as the mere traveller, Imt as an 
important member of an English Government, bvgmuing 



364 THE MARRIAGE OF WILtlAM ASHE .. 

I 

to be spoken of by the world as one of the two or t^ee 
men of the future,—this was a now cxpeiicncc and a most 
agreeable one. Doors hitherto closed had opened before 
him ; information no casual Englishman could have com- 
inanded liad been freely poured out fpr him ; last but not 
least, lie had at length made liiniself talk French with 
some fluency, and he looked hick on his performance of 
tlie evening with a bo} 's complacency. 

For the ri-st, Venice was a mere trial of his patience ! 
As Jiis gondoia brought him home, struggling with wind 
and w’'a^e, Ashe bati no eye wdiatevcr for the beauty of 
tins Venice in stoi . His mind was 111 England, in 
London,'vvre'itling with a huiidted dillioullies and possi¬ 
bilities. T1 10 old hteiaj-y and speoulative habit was fast 
disappoaiing in the stioss of action and success. Ilis 
well-woiii naLo oj-Horace still 111 y beside his liedside ; but 
when lie woke eaily, and lit a candle carefully shaded from 
Kitty, it w'as not to the poets and })hilosopl)ers that ho 
turned ; it was to a hoapol oflicial doouments and 1 exports, 
to the lett(iis of x>olitioal fri nuls, or an unfinished letter of 
his ov;n, the ])huiso:a of which had x^cihaps liecn running 
through his dreams. Tlio measures for wdiich he w’as 
W'rcslling against the intrigues of fjord FarhaU' and Lord 
Paiham's clique, filled all his mind wnb a li ely aidour 
of battle. They weie the cbildiej) -the d.i gs—of his 
thoughts. 

Nevertheless, as ho entered Ins wiL’s dirn-ht room, 
tlie eager aiguinjjntsand considerations ihatwere running 
thiough liis head died away. Ho sLo'sl beside her, over¬ 
whelmed by rush of feeling alive tlirough all his 
heingr to tlie ap^Doal of her frail swei.tness, the help¬ 
lessness of her -ilecx), dumb sign’Jicaneo of the thin 
blue-vemed hanu,—eloquent at once of character, and of 
jihysical weakness,—which lay beside her. Flor face vvas 
hidden, but the beautiful hair wuth its childish curls and 
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ripplfes drew him to her,—touched all the springs of 
tenderness. 

It was a loveliness so full, it seemed, of meaning, and 
of promise. Hand, brow, month,—they were the signs 
of no mere empty and insipid beauty. There was not a 
movement, }iot a feature that did not speal: of intelligence 
and mind. 

And yet, were he to wake her now, and talk to her 
of the experience of his evening, how little joy would 
either get out of it! 

Was it because she hiui no intelleclu.il tiisinieresied- 
ness? Well, what woman ''ad' But other women, even 
if they sa\v e\oryihmg in terms of personality, had the 
power of puisuing an aim steadily, peisistently, lor the 
Bake of a person. ITe thought of Lady Palmerston-of 
Princess Lic\eu fighting (hiijcot’s battles,- -and sivhorl. 

By Jove—the ^^omen could do most thin.‘‘,s, ij they 
chose! He locahed Kitty’s triumph in iIk* great parly 
gathered to welcome Lord Pa'di.'im, contrasting it with her 
wilful and absurd behaviour to the man hmiself Theie 
was something bewildemig in such poy ei,-- eomhined 
with such Colly, lu a sense, it wa<^ peitcctly true that 
she had 111 suited hei" hiisbaud’s chi of, and jcojiaidised 
her husbaiul's jiolicy, because she could not pul up with 
l.ovd Parham's wliite eyelashes 

Well, let him make his iiccovnt wl'h it! How to 
love her, tend her, make her hap] y,—and yet carry on 
himself the life of high ol’lice,—tin r(3 was the p'.’oblem ! 
Meanwhile he recognised, fully and humorously, tliat she 
had married a politi(;al sceptic,—and that it was hard 
for her to know what to do with the enthusiast who had 
taken his place. 

Poor, pretty, incalculable darling' Ho v.oald oOax 
her to stay abioad part of the Parliamentaiy season,— 
and then perhaps lure her into the country, with the 
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re-building and re-fumishing of Haggarfc, She must 
managed and kept from harm,—and afterwards indulged 
and spoilt and feted to liev heart’s content. 

If OTily the fates would give Iheni another child !—a 
child hi-illiaiit and lovely like herself, then surely this 
melancholy which overshadowed her would disperse. 
That look—that tragic look—she had given him on the 
day of the /off, \Nhcii she spoke of ‘separation’! The 
wild ad\GntMie with the lamp had been luu’ revenge,—her 
despair. He, shuddered as he thought of it. 

lie fell asleep, 'fill pondering lestlessly over her 
futui’e \nd his own Amid all his anxieii('S ho never 
stooped to lecollect the man W'lio had endangered her 
name and peace ITis optimism, his pride, tlie sanguine 
perfLuicto)’iiiess of much of his character wei’o all shown 
ill the omission. 


Kitty, however, W'as not asleep, while Ashe wa^ beside 
her. And she slept hut little through the hours that 
follow’('d. iletweon three .nul four she was finally roused 
by tlie sonmlsof storm in the CHnal. It w.is as though a 
fleet of gigoa'itic steamers—in days when Venice knew but 
tlie gondola,'—w’ere passing outside, sending a n-ouiitamous 
‘ wash ’ against the w^alls of the old p.',i y e in which they 
lodged Jn this Ixuguid auiuir''al Yenici, die sodden 
noise and crash were startling, bitty '-praiig softly out 
of bed, flung on a dressing-gown and fur cloak, and 
sll})ped through the open window to the balcony. 

A strange sight' JBencath, livid waves, lashing the 
marble walls; above, a pale moonliglit, obscured by 
scudding clouds. Not a sign oJ life on the water, or iu 
the dark palaces opposite; Venice looked precisely as she 
might have looked on some wild sixteenth-century night iu 
the years of her glorious decay, when her palaces were 
still liuilding and her state tottering. Opposite, at the 
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.'^Traghetto of the Accademia, there were lamps, and a few 
lights in the gondolas; and through the storm-noises one 
could hear the tossed boats grinding on their posts. 

The not of the air ^^ils not cold , tliero was slill a 
recollection of summer m the gusts tliab beat on Kitty’s 
fair hair and wrestled with her cloak. As she c-limg to 
the balcony she pictured to herself the tumbling waves 
on tlu) Lido ; the piled storm-clouds p.utiiig 1 i1j‘ a curtnin 
above adcadVeuKO, and ladiind, tlie gleaming eternal 
Alps, sending tboiv challcng(‘ to the sea,— tlic foices that 
make the land, to the foro<■^1 tliat C'ligull it. 

ITct wildfancy ^^ent cm to nu'ci ilu' tumult of blirnt 
and wave. She felt lier<-i>lf, as it were, anchoi eti a monu nt 
at sea, m tne midst of a wai of elLinents, phy>,ic'al and 
moral. 

Yes, yes !— it was (ieoiTrej. Ome, imdci tie;ski|>]>mg 
light, she had sc.-n the face disinutl^ L'ah i tli'ii of 
old,—gMunt, uiih.ijipy, ah^mt. It ihc l.ice of one 

who had siitfeu'd - ir body and iniiid. Jim—slie ticmbkd 
through all her -.Iiglii framt;' - the old li.i.r^li powei w.v- 
there unchangcii. 

Had ho seen and vecogmsed herslipping a.waY 
afterwards into tlie moiiih of a side canal, or dro])ping 
beliind in the daikness'’ Was he ashamed to face ]\ci ‘?--- 
or angeled by tl'iC lemiuder of hei exi'-tence No doubt 
it sr>emcd to him now a rnonslinns absuidiiy that ho 
should evei' have said he loved he. ’ IJc despised lier,— 
thought her a base and cow’ard oiil. \’er3 hkely he 
would make it up wnth Mary Lyster now, accept her 
nursing and her money. 

' Her lip curled in scorn. No, that ohe didn’t believe' 
Well, then, w'hat would be his fuiuie*? Jfis "imie liad 
been but little in the newspapers diub.^, i’*'-. pfcci'dmg 
year; the big public seemed to liave forgotten him. A 
-cloud had hung for mendis over the struggle of laces .and 
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of faiths now passing in the Balkans. Obscure fighting in 
obscure mountains; raassaci'e here, revolt ihei’e; and 
foi' some montlis now, hartll\ an accredited voice from 
Turk or Christian to tell the woi’ld what was going on. 

But Geoffrey had now emerged,—and at a moment 
when Europe was beginning perforce to take notice of 
what she had so far wilfully ignoivnl A lui In jmrnh' ' 
No doubt he was preparing it, the blood} exciting stoiy, 
which would lu’uig him before the footlights .igM.in, aiul 
make him ^moe more the lion of a da\. ATon* social 
flatteries, iiiore doubtful love-affairs! Tools like her¬ 
self would feel his si ell, would cherish and caress him, 
only to he stung u .1 scathed as she had lieen The 
bitter lines of his ‘portrait' lung in liei tars,—blackening 
and discro\Miing her in her own eyes. 

She abhorred him'—but the thought that he was in 
Venice burnt deep into senses and imagination. Should 
she tell William she bad seen him‘^ No, no' ---She 
would stand by herself, protect herself! 

So ."he stole back to lied, and lay then* wakeful, 
starling guiltily at William’s every movement. If he 
knew what h.ad liappenedwluit she was thinking of* 
Why on earih should he*^ It would be monstrous to 
harass him on his holiday—v.iih all the-.o political 
aftairs on his mind 

Then suddenly h} an associ uion of s—she sat 

up shivering, lier hanils pj'essed to her htc.ist; The tele¬ 
gram—the book ' Oli, but of courbr she bau been in 
time!— of conrse\ Why she had oricred the man txvo 
hundred pounds* Rho lay dowi. laughing at herself- 
forcing herself to tiy and slec}) 



STORM 




CHAPTER XIX 

Sm Richard LiSTFH unfolded liis ‘ Times ' with a jerk. 

‘A l>efistly iheumatic hoh* I call this,' lie said, looking 
angrily at the ^vllldow ol h'-i liotcl sitting-jisom, wnicli 
showed diops fi'oni a lu;' i shower tlien passing lunoss 
the lagoon ‘ And the dilatoiiness ol tin. ■>(' Itaii.ui posts 
is upon ai> soul, bo}on(i licaiing' 'I'lds “ Time'i ’ !-< ihiai 
days old.’ 

Maiy Lystov looked up from the lelter she was writing. 

'Why don’t you lead the Proueh ptipers. Papa ' J 
saw a “ Pigaio ” ol yesterday in the Pni/.za this niOLning.’ 

‘ Pecauae T can’t ’' was the iiidigiiiiiit rt'ply. ‘There 
wasn’t the stune amount of money sqUiindei ed on /ni/ 
educalion, my deal, that there h:is been on joins.’ 

Mary smiled ti little, unseen, fler fatlier liad been of 
coui’se at Eton. Slio had been educated by a succession 
of small anil himLcd givevnesscs, mostly Swiss, whose 
rcinunerauon had certainly counted among the fuigalitics 
mdhor than the extravagtinces of the family budget. 

Hir Uieliiiid read Ins 'Time.' for a wlnle. Mary 
continued to wiile eluniues for t .) lioaid wages of the 
servants left at hoitio, and to give ihrcctiont. for the b 'almg 
of carpels and cUaning of curtains. It wms dull wroik, 
and she detested it. 

Presently Sir Richard lose, w'lth a stretch. He was a 
tall old man wdth a shock of white haii- and very black 
eyes. A victim to certain obscure forms of gout, ho wms 
in character neitlier stupid, nor inliuman, hut ho suficred 

B B 
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from the usual drawbacks of his class,—too much mbney, 
and too few ideas. lie came abroad every year, reluc¬ 
tantly. He did not choose to be left behind by county 
neifThbours whoso wives talked nonsense about Botticelli. 
And Mary would have it. But Sir Richard's tours were 
generally one prolonged course of battle between himself 
<ind all foreign institutions; and if it was Mary who 
d'-ove him forth, it was Mary also who generally burned 
him home. 

‘ Who was it you saw last night in that ridiculous 
singing atfaii ?’ he ashed, as he pul the the together. 

‘Kill}' Ashe- nd hei inothei,’ -^.iid ^^al‘y,- after a 
moment,- still wilting. 

‘ Her moihcr !—what, that disreputable woman? ’ 

‘They wen.n’t in the same gondola.’ 

‘ Ashe will be a great fool if he lets his wdfe see much 
of tliat woman ! By all aecouuts Lady Kitty is quite 
enough of a handful already. By the way, have you 
found out where they aie?' 

' On the Giaiid Canal Shall we call this afternoon ?’ 

' I don’t mind. Of course 1 think Ashe is doing an 
immense amount of harm.’ 

‘ Well, you can tell him so,’ said Mary. 

Sii Richard fiowned. His daughtei’s manners seemed 
to him at times i^biupt. 

‘ \V]i} do you >,‘3e so little now of Elizaiie. Tramnore ?' 
lie asked 1ui with a sharp look - -‘You used to be always 
there. And I don’t believe you even wiibe to her much 

MOW.' 

‘ Does she see much of an} body ^ ’ 

‘ Because. }0U mean, of Tranmoic’s condition ? What 
go6d can she he to him now ? He knows nobody.' 

‘ Slie doesn’t seem to ask the question,’ said Mary 
drily. 

A queer soft look came ovei Sir Richard's old faco. 
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* No, the women don’t,’ he said, half to himself, and 
fell into a little reverie. lie emerged from it with the 
remark, —accompanied by a smile, a little sly but not 
Unkind,— 

‘ I always used to hope, Polly, tli.it you and A die 
would have made it*up ! ’ 

‘ I'in sure I don’t know why,’ said Mary, fastening up 
her envelopes. As she did so it cros-.ed her father’s 
mind that she was still \ery good-looking. Her dress of 
dark-blue cloth, the plain f.ishion of lier Iwown hair, her 
oval face and Wfll-m.arked featim^s, hei plmiip and pretty 
h.inds, wore all pleasant <0 look u))on. Slu' had rather 
a h.ud way i,iLh her, tiiongh, at times, 'flie sorvanrs 
were alway.i guing \^.lining And peisonally, he was 
much fondei of his younger daiighler, whom ^f.ii y ci n- 
sidered foolish and impiovident. But he was well awa-e 
tliat Maiy made his life easy. 

‘ Well, you wc>e al\\a\s on excelleiit terms,’ he s.iid, 
in ansv or to hei last lomaik. ‘ 1 lemi'inhor Ins saving lo 
me onee tliat you weic vi ry goud company. The Bishop 
too used to notic e how he liked lo talk to ^ou.' 

When Mary and hei fathei we. e fogc (her, ‘ tlie Bish. p ’ 
■was Sir Richaid’s piopurty. ETe only fell to iMaiy's 
share, in the old *nan's nhS’-nce. 

Mary coloured slightly 

‘Oh yes, we got on,’ »be said ; coanLing lier le teis 
the while wi;h .1 quick hand. 

‘ Well, 1 hope that young worn n whom he iniury 
is now behaving herself. It was bat fellow Cliffe, with 
whom the scandal was last year, wasn’t ii ? ’ 

‘ Tliere was a good deal of talk,’ said Mary. 

‘ A ruin follow, that (diffe! A man at the Club told 


me last week it is believed he has been liebting tor these 
Bosnian rebels for months. Shocking had tor"’ 1 ( all it. 
If the Turks catch him, they’ll string him up. And qui'o 
■ I I! 2 
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right too. What’s he got to do with other peo^Ie^s 
quarrels ? ' 

‘ If the Turks will be such brutes- 

' Nonsense, my dear ' Don’t you believe any of this 
Eadic 1,1 stuff. The Turks are awfully line follows—fight 
like bulldogs And as for the ‘ atrocities,’ they make them 
up in London. Oh' of course what Cliffe wants is 
iiotorieL}"—w’e all know that. Well, I’m going out to see 
if T can timl anoilicr llngligh paper. Bea'jtly climate 1 ’ 
But .ij Sir llichard turned agdiii to the window, lie 
was met by a bui'-^tof sunshme, which hit him goalj in 
the Lu-e like a chil' s iinperlinence. He grumbled some¬ 
thing nmntelligilile, as Mary put him into his Inverness 
cape, took hat and sMck and departed. 

Mary sat still beside the writing-table, her hands 
ci'ossed on lier lap, her eyes absently bent upon them. 

She waj thinking of the Seienaba. She had followed 
it w'ith an acqiiiintair.e from the hotel, and she had seen 
not only Kil ty, and Madmne d’Estr(ies, hut also—the soli¬ 
tary man in tlie heavy cl )ak. She knew quite well that 
Chile wao in Venice, though true to her secietive temper, 
she had not mentioned the fact to her father. 

Of course he was in Venice on Kitty’s account. It would^ 
he too alisurd to -vuppose that he wa'- ’’'’re by mere coinci- 
deiico. ]Mary be'ioved that noilmig Imt i^'*' intervention 
of Chile’s mighty Jcinsman froii' the nortli i>ad saved the 
situation the year before. Kiuty v'ould cerrainly have 
betiayed her husband, but for the force majeure arrayed / 
against her. And now the magnate who had played . 
Providence slumbered in the family Viiult He had passed- 
away in the spiing, full of jears and honours, leavitijg 
Cliffe some money. The path w i > clear. As for the 
escapade in tlic Balkans, Geofiri.-y was of course tired of a 
it. A sensational book, hurried out to meet the public 
appetite for horrors,—and the pursuance of his intrigue 





V; 


.. 373^ 

witt/ Lady Kitty Ashe,—Mai*y was calmly certain that 
these were now his objects. Ho was no doubt writing 
/his book; and meeting Kitty whore he could. At^he 
would soon have to go home. And tlien! As if that 
girl Margaret Frencli could stop it! 

Well, William had only got his deserts’ But ns her 
thouglits passed from Kitty or Clirtb to Willi.im Ashe, 
their quality changed. Ilatrcil and bitterness, scorn or 
wounded vanity, passed into something gentler. She fell 
into recollections of Ashe, as lie had appeared on that 
bygone afternoon in May, when he came hack triumphant 
from his elecLion, with the v/uild before him. If he luid 
never seen Kitty Biistol - 

‘ I slioiild have mack* him a good wife,’ slio said to 
herself. ' I should have Known how to bo proud of him.’ 

And there emerged also the tiagic consciousness that 
if the Fates had given lum to hei, she might liave been 
another woman,—taught by happine-^s, by love, by 
motherliood. 

It was that little heartless cieature who had biiatclicd 
them both from her,—William, and Geoffrey Clifl'e,—tiio 
higher and the lower,—the man wlio might ha\o en¬ 
nobled hei,—and the man, half charlatan, Jialf genius, 
whom she might have st'ived and raised, by her fortune 
and her abiliuies. Iler life might have bcoii so full, so 
interesting' And it was Kitty lliat had made it flat, and 
cold, and future]ess. 

Poor William ! Had he rcalh Meed her, in tlioso boy- 
ahd-girl days ? She dreamed ovc' tlieir old cousinly lela- 
tions,—over the picscnts ho had soraet'mes given her.— 

Then a thought, like a burning arrow, pierced lier. 
Her hands locked, straining one against the other. If 
this intrigue wore indeed renewed, — if OtMiYiTy suc¬ 
ceeded in tempting Kitty from her hushanrl 'vhy 
then—^then— 
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She shivered before the images that were passing 
through her mind, and rising, she put away her letters, 
and rang for the waiter, to order dinner. 


‘Where sliall wc go‘’’said Kitt\, languidly, putting 
down the Frenoli novel she was leading 

‘Mr. Ashe suggested S.in Lazzaro.’ M irgaret looked 
up from her writing as Kitty moved towards her. ‘The 
iMin seems to have all cleared off ’ 


‘Well, I’m .sure iL doe-sii’t nutter whe <*,’said Kitty, 
and was turning .'w.iy; but !Maigarct c.iught her hands 
and caressed it 

‘ Naughty Kitty ' why this s-u air can’t put some more 
colour into }ou' clioeks, J don't understand ’ 

‘ I’m nol pale ' ’ ciied Kitl}, ])OLiting. ‘ IMargarot, you 
do C''oak about nio so* If s.iy any more I’ll go and 
rouge till jou’b be ashamed to go out with nio --there! 
Where’s William ’ 

William opened the d lor as she sjiokc, the ‘Gazetta 
dl Vene/ia ’ in one hand, and a telegram in the other. 

‘ Soin 'tiling for you, da hng,’ he sai I, holding ir out to 
Kitt.y ‘ S tail I open it? ’ 

‘Oh, no*’ said KitoV, hastily. ‘Gue it me It’s 
from m\ P.uis woma'i.’ 


‘Ah—ha*’ laughed Ashe ' Some exn i aganec you 
want to ke‘p to jouisolf, I’ll !o bound. I’ac a good 
mind to see ! ’ 

And he teasingl) lield it up above lioi licad. Hut she 
gave a little jump, caught it and i an off v\ ith it to her room. 

‘LIueh regret impossibh' .stop publication. Fifty 
copies distriliuted already. Wr ting ' 

She dropped speechle.ss on the edge of her bed, the 
crumpled telcgra n in her hand. Tlie minutes passed. 

' When will you bo ready ? ’ said Ashe, tapping at the 
door. 
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* Is the gondola there ? ’ 

' Waiting at the steps.’ 

‘ Five minutes! ’ Ashe clepartocl. She rose, tore the 
telegram into little bits and began Avith deliberation to 
put on her mantle apd hat. 

‘ You’ve got to go througli vith ii,’ slie said to the 
white face in the glass, and she straightened her small 
shoulders defiantly. 

They wore bound for the .\imcnian convent. It was 
a misty da}, with sliaft-j of light on the lagoon. The 
storm had passed, but the \\aLer was still rough, and the 
clouds seemed to be withdrawing their forces only to 
marshal them again witli the vlaikncss. .\ day of sudden 
bursts of \^atory light, oi bands of pui’idu distance struck 
into enchanting beauty by the red or orange of a sail, 
of a wild salt breath in air that seemed to bo still sulTuscd 
with spray. The Alps weie hidden , but what sun there 
was played faintly on tlie Eiiganean lulls. 

‘I say, Margaiet, at last she does us some credit t ’ 
said Ashe, pointing to his wife. 

Mai’garet started. Was it rouge - -oi was it the strong 
air? Kitty’s languor had entirely disappeaiod , she ^^as 
more cheerful and moio talkative than she bad boon at 
any time since their arrival. She ehattoied about the 
eurrent scandals of Venice,—tli-" mysterious Coiitessa 
who li\ed in the palace oppos. o theii own, and only 
went out, in deep moui’ning, at light, hocauso she had 
been the love of a Russian Giand Duke, and the Giand- 
Duke was dead; of the C.irlist pretcndci and his wife, 
who had been very popular in Venice iiriLil lliey took it 
into their heads to require royal honouis, and Venice, 
taking time to think, had lazily decided gtiiut' was not 
worth the candle,—so now the sulky pair went about 
$Jonc in a fine gondola, turning glassy eyes on theu former 
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acquaintance; of tlie needy Marchese who. had sol^ aV 
Titian to the Louvre, and had then found himself boy6ottOT 
by all Ids kinsfolk in Venice who wore not needy and had 
no Titians to sell;—all these tales Kitty reeled out at 
length, till the handsome gondoliers ijiarvelled at the little, 
lady's vivacity, and the queer brightness of her eyes. 

‘ Gracious, Kitty, where do you get all these stories 
from !' cried Ashe, when the cliatter paused for a moment. 

Ho looked at her with delight, rejoicing in liev gaiety, 
the slighi touches of white whicJi to-day fo>' the first time 
relieved the sonibi ‘iicss of her drc'^'^, the return of her 
colour And iMarg jet wondered again liow' much of it 
W’as rouge. 

At the AiniL'nian convent, a handsome young monk 
took charge of Lhein. Ch'orge Sand and Laiuennais 
had done liefore them, they looked at the printing-press, 
the garden, tlio cloister, the church; they marvelled lazily 
at the cleanliness and hiightness of the place; and finally 
they climbed to the libiary and museum, and the room 
close by where H^ron played at grammar-making. In 
this room Ashe fell suddenly into a political talk "with the 
young monk, who was an ardent and patriotic son of the 
most uiifortimatc of nations, and they jiossed out and 
down tlic stall,', followed hy Maigfn’ct Fieiich, not 
noticing tliat Kiitv had lingcu-l behind. 

Kitty stood illy b\ the widow nf );\rons room, 
thinking restlessly of veisos iliai w'orc not B^ro’i's, though 
there was in them, clothed in forms of the new ago, the, 
spirit of Byronic passion, and more than a touch of ' 
Bjronic aflecfationthinking also of the morning’s 
telegram. Supposing Darrell s prophecy, w’hich had . 
seemed to he’* so absurd came tnie, tliat the book did , 
William harm, not good?—that he ceased to love her?—* 
tliat he cast her ofi' ? . . . 

... A plasli of water outside,—and a voice giving ; 
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(JiteSlioiis. From tho lagoon towards Malamocco a gondola 

^ *• T * < • 

approached. A gentleman and lady were seated in it. 
The lady,—a veiy liandsome Italian, with a loud laugh 
and brilliant eyes,—carried a scarlet paiasol. Kitty gave 
a stifled cry, as she drew back. She fled out of the room, 
and overtook tlie other two. 

‘ May ^^e go back into the garden a liltle?' she said 
hurriedly to th('monk who was talking to William. ‘I 
should like to see the' view lovards Venice.’ 

William hold up a watch, to show that there was but 
just time to get hack to the Piazza for lunch. Kitty 
persisted, and the ino»'b understanding what the im¬ 
petuous young lady wr-litd, good-naturedly turned to 
obey her. 

‘We must he raijj <]uick' ’ said Kitty. ‘Take us 
please to the edge, hovond the trees ' 

And she herself hurried through t,ht‘ gaideii to its 
further side, where it was bounded by the hi goon. 

The others followed hei.ralhei puzzled liy her caprice. 

‘Not much to he seen, darling’’ said Ashe, as they 
reached the "water - ‘ j.iid 1 think this good man wants to 
got rid of UK!' 

And indeed the monk was lonKmg backward across 
tlie inte'veiling trees at a party which had ]Ubt entered 
f'he garden. 

‘Ah' thev ha\e fouiui anotlm Iholhcr! he said 
polilel}’, and ]u‘bog.an to point 01.. lo Kitty the various 
landmarks \isible, the arsenal, t e tw'o asylums, San 
Pietro di Gastello. 

The new’-comei s just glanced at the garden apparently, 
as the Ashes had done on arrival, and promptly followed 
their guide back into the convent 

Kitty asked a few more fjueBtions, then ied the "way 
dn 3, hasty return to tlie garden door, the entrance hall, 
an^ the stepa where their gondola was waiting. Nothing 
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was to be seen of the second party. They had passet. on 
into tlie cloisters. 

Animation, oddity, inconseqiu'ncc, all these things 
Maig.iret obsei ved in Kitty during hi noli eon in a restaurant 
of the Mcrcoria, and various incidents connected with it; 
animation above all. The Ashes fell in with acquaintance, 
---a fasliionable and harassed mother, on tlic fringe of the 
Archangels, accompanied by two daughters, one pretty 
and one pi dn, imd sore pressed liy theii demands real 
or supposed. Til' parents weie not iich, but the girls 
had fo be diVisSe.. taken abioad, pioducod at country 
houses, at A^cot and the opera, like all other girls. The 
eldest girl, a eonsideiable beauty, was an accomplished 
egotist at nineteen, and regarded lior niotiier as a rather 
inellicK'iit ihunc do conipaijmc. Kilty understood this 
young lad} purloctly, and after luncJieon, over hor cigarette, 
lier little, sliarp, prolong questions gave the heauby twenty 
minutes’ annoy nice Tlien appeared a young man, ill- 
dressed, lod-liaiied, aijd shy. Carelessly as he greeted 
the mothei and daughiers, his entrance ]io\Never trans¬ 
formed bliom. The mother foigot fatigue; tlio beauty 
ceased to tlie younger girl who had be.V' making 

surreptitious notes of Kitt}’s eosln ■ i in ilio last leaf of 
her guide-book, d'*velopcd a Unarming giv’ . W’as the 
owner of tlie Magellan estate-- tnd ilu; hisionc Magellan 
Castle ; a jirofessed hater of ‘ .ibhunl womankind,’ and, in 
general, a huutea and sclf-eonseious person. Kitty gave 
him one huger, looked him up and down, asked him 
whether lie was yet engaged, and when he laughed an 
cfiiharrassed ‘ No,’ told him t iiat he would certainly die in ■ 
the arms of tl c Magellan housekeeper. 

This got smile out of him. He sat down beside her, 
and tlie two laughed and talked with a freedom which 
presently drew the attention of the neiglibouring tables, 
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and* made Ashe uncomfortable. He rose, paid the bill, 
and succeeded in carrying tlic whole party off to the 
Piazza in search of coltee. But hero again Kitty’s 
extravagances, tlie piovocatioii of her light loveliness, as 
she sat toying with ^ fresh cigarette and ‘ cliafling' Lord 
Magellan, drew' a dioiigreeable amount of notice from the 
Italians i)assing by. 

‘Mother, lot’s go ! ’ said the angrv beauty imperunisly 
in her mother’s ear,—' 1 doii’i like to ))e seen witli Lady 
Kitty ! She’s impossible ' ’ 

And will] cold farewells tlie three ladies depaited. 
Then Kilty spr.uig u^i, and tlnew' aw.L\ lier cigarette. 

‘How those girls bully their inolhor ! ’ slie said W’ith 
scorn. 'iJowevur, il serves lier right —I’m suie she 
bullied licrs,--Wull, now wo must go and do somciliing. 
Ta-ta' ’— 

Loid Magell.m, to whom she ollored anoilier casual 
finger, wanted to Know' why he was dibimssed. If they 
■vvore going siglit-seeing, nugliL lie not come with 
them 

‘ Oh, no '' hind Kitty calmly. ‘ Siglit-sceing with 
people you don’t really know is too lr\mg to tlie temper. 
hKeii W'llli one’s Ijest fru'ud it’s risk}.’ 

‘ Whore a'o you ? May i call V ’ said the >oung man. 

‘ We're always out,’ was Kitt}’s caioless replv. 
‘But’— 

She coiibidered, — 

‘ Would you like to see the Pal ■ '.zo VcK'dli ' ‘ 

'That magnificent place on the Grand Canal ’ Very 
much.’ 

‘ Meet mo there to-morrow afternoon,’—aaid Kitty. 

‘ Pour o’clock.’ 

‘Delighted! '—said Lord Magellan, a nolo on 

his shirt-cuff; ‘ and who lives there ? ’ 

‘My mother,’ said Kitiy abruptly, and w'alked ;iv\ay. 
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Ashe followed her in discomfort. This young man . 
was the son of a certain Tiady j\Iagt3ilan, an intimate' 
friend of Lady Tranmore/s,—one of the noblest women 
o*" lipr generation, pure, high-minded, spiritual, to whom 
noiihcr an ugly word nor though^ wore possible. It 
annoyed him that cither he or Kitty should be introducing 
her son to Madame d’Estr^os 

It was really tiresome of Kittj ' Rich young men 
with characters yet indeterminale w'cie not to be lightly 
brouglit in contact with Madame d'Estrees. Kitty could 
not be iguoram of it—poor child' It had Iron one of 
her reckless strokes, and Ashe was conscious of a sharp 
annoyance 

Howc^el, he said nothing. lie followed his com¬ 
panions from chuiuh to church, till jiictures became an 
abomination to him. Then he pleaded letters, and went 
to the clul). 

‘Will you call on Maman to-morrow’ said Kitty as 
he turned away, looking at him a little askance. 

She knew that he liad dw.ipproved of her invitation to 
Lord Magellan. Why had she given it *'* She didn’t 
Know. Tliorc seemed to ho a kind of revived mischief 
and fever in the blood, diiving lioi to these foolisli and 
ill-corisidercd things. 

Ashe met her quesiion with a shake m the head, and 
tlie remark, in a dee ded tone, tlir; he shoiiK^ be too 
busy. 

Privately he tliought it a pieuc of impertinence 
tliat ^fadamo d’Estrees should expect either Kitty or 
himself to appear in her drawing-room at all. That 
this implied a complete transfonration of his earlier 
attitude .he was well aware; he accepted it with a 
curious philosophy. When be and Kitty first met, he 
had never troubled his head about such things. If a. 
womau amused or interested him in Society, so long as. 
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-His taste was satisfied, she might have as much or as 
little character as she pleased. It stirred his mocking 
sense of English hypocrisy that the point should be even 
raised. But now,—how can aii^ individual, he asked 
himself, with politiijal work to do, nlicet to despise the 
opinions and prejudices of Society V A politician with 
great reforms to put througli, wull make no friction round 
him that he can avoid,—unless he is a fool. It weighed 
sorely thei’bfore on his pieseiit iiiind tliat Madame 
d’Estrdes was in Venice,—that she was a person of 
blemished repute,—that he iiiust be and \v'us asliamcJ /jf 
her. It would have hoeii .illogeilior out of coll^,onnncli 
wdth liis character to pm any obstacle in tlio way of 
Kitty's seeing hei rnoLhei Bui lie chafed as he laid never 
yet chafed under tlie humiharon of his iclalionship to Llie 
notorious Margaret Eit/gcrald of the forties, wliohad been 
old Blackwater’s cZ/eb'c a/h'c I'ofore slu; inauied him, and, 
as Lady Blackwator, had saciiliced hei innocent ubd 
defenceless stop-dauglilei, (o one of hei own lovers, m 
order to secure for him the siep-dauglitei’s foi tunc, - black 
and dastardly deed' 

Was it all part of the general giowth and coiieon- 
tration that anv shrewd obseiver might have read in 

V 

William Ashe —tlu, pressui e,—cnoi inous, unsei'ii. —ol the 
traditional English idi.ils, linglish st.-ndards a-^seriing 
itself at last in a hiilliant and pai.idoxical natuie? It 
had been so, —cons^iicuously, - in lie caso of one of his 
political predecessors. Lord Meihoiuie had begun Ins 
career as a person of idle habiis aid imprudent adven¬ 
tures, much given to coarse conv.'isation, and unable to 
say the simplest thing without an 0:1th. Jlc ended it as 
the mail of scrupulous dignity, tact, and delicacy, who 
moulded the muocerit youth of a girl-quecn to h*s ow’n 
Tasting honour, and England’s gr.ilitude. in w^^vs hs-- 
striking, the same influence of vast responTbililies was 



382 THE MARRIAGE OF WILLIAM ASHE 


» ^ 

perhaps acting upon William Ashe. It had a&eady 
made him a sterner, tougher, and,—no doubt,—a greater 


The defection of William onlj left Kitty, it seemed, 
still more greedy of things to see and do. Innumerable 
sacristans opened all possible doors, and unveiled all 
possible pictures. Bellini succeeded Tintoret, and Car¬ 
paccio Bellini. The two sable gondoliers wore themselves 
out m Kitty’s service, and Margai'et’s kind round face 
grew more jnid moi o puz/led and distre-.sed. \nd whence 
this strange impl'l‘S^i m that (lie whole experience was a 
Jfiijht on Kitty’s part —or, rather, that throughout it she 
was always eagerly evpocting, or oagoily escaping from 
some unlaiown uns en pur-^uor? \ glance behind her— 
a st.irt—a sudden shivciing gesiuro in the shadows of 
dark chuidies —tliese things snggesti-d it, till Margaret 
herself was caught by the same -.nppressc-d excitement 
that seemed to be alive in Kitty. Did it all point merely 
to some mental state, --to the nervous effects of her illness 
and her loss 

When tiujy leadied home about five o’clock, Kitty 
was naturally tired out Margaret put her on the sofa, 
gave her tea, and nuidr J hui, hoping that she mighl diop 
asleep befoic dinner. But jii^t as t* t, w:n over, and 
Kitty was lying enrled up, sil i>!, and \\h with that 
brooding look wlii..h l.ept Marg, ot’s :inxi,iy about her 
constantly alive, there was a sudden s'Uind of roices in 
the ante-room outside. 

‘ Margaret t’ cried Kitty, stai-img up in dismay,-- 
' say I’m not at home.’ 

Too late’ Their smiling lia-i.in l.oaseniaid tlirew the 
door open, with the air of one bringing good fortune. 
And behind hei . ppeared a tall hnl^, and an old gentleman 
hat in hand. 
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iMay we come in, Kitty?’ said Mary Lyster ad¬ 
vancing. ‘ Cousin Elizabeth told us you were here.’ 

Kitty had sprung up. The disorder of her fair hair, 
her white clu'eks, and the gh.osily thinness of her small 
black-robed form drew the curious eyes of Sir Richaid. 
And the oddness of her manner as she greeted them, only 
confirmed the old man’s prejudice against her. 

However, greeted they were, in some soil of fashion ; 
and Miss French gave tliem tea. She kept Sir Itichaid 
entei’tained, while Kitty and Mary conversed. They 
talked })ci functorily of oidma^’y topics,-Venice, its 
sights, ils hou Is, and the people st.iying in ihem,—of 
Lady Tianmoie and vaiious Ashe lela'ions. Meanwhile 
the inmost thouglit of each was busy with the other. 

Kilty sLudud the lines of Mary’s face, and the fusiiion 
of her dress. 

‘She looks miuh older. And not enjoying lier 

life a bit. That’s ni}/ fault. I spoilt all licr chances wiili 
Geoffrey,--a?id she knows it. Site hales me. Quite 
right too.’— 

‘Oh, }ou mean that nonsensical tiling last night?’ 
Sir Richaid w'as ‘^aying to Margaret F'ench. ‘01A no 
I didn’t go. But Mary of course uhouglii she must go. 
Somebod} invited }i,r.' 

Kitty stiUted. 

‘ You were at the Screnata }' she said to Mary. 

‘Yes, 1 went with a paity from llie hotel.’ 

Kitty looked at her. A sudde ' flush had touched 
her pale cheeks, and .slie could not lonceal the trtmbling 
of hei hands. 

‘That wriL maivellous, that light on ilit; Salute, 
wasn't it ? ’ 

‘ \Vond(3i’ful!—and on the water too. I sjuv two or 
three people I knew—just caught thc’r !.«■ !-,)• a 

second.’ 
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‘ Did you ? ’ said Kitty. And thoughts ran ® fast 
through her head. ‘ Did she sec Geofifrey?—and does 
slie menu me to understand tliat she did? How she 
detests me ' If she did see him, of course she supposes 
that I know all about it, and that he’s here for mo. 
Why don’t T ask her, straight oui, whether she saw him, 
and make lior understand that I don't oaro twopence? — 
tliat she’s welcome to him!—as far as I’m concerned?' 

But some hidden feeling tied her tongue. Mary 
continued +0 talk about the Heronata, and Kitty was 
presently conscious that her every word and gesture 
in reply was clostl ' watcliod. ‘ Yes, jes, ‘die siiw him ! 
Perhfips slie’ll toll V illiain, -or wi’ito home to mother? ' 
Aiul in her excitement, she began to chatter fast and 
loudly, mostly to Hir Richard- -repeating some of tlie 
Venice tales she had told in the gondola,—with much 
inconsequence and exliavuganco. The old man listened, 
his haiidfs on liis stick. Ids eyes on the ground, the 
expression on his stiong moutli hostile or sarcastic. It 
was a I'clief to everyboiiy when Ashe’s step was heard 
stumbling up the dark sti.iis, and the door opened on liis 
friendly and courteous presence 

‘Wliy, Polly'—and Cousin Richard! I wondered 
whore vou had huldcn voursolves.' 

Mary’s brigbi involuntarv snuu* 'iaii-.foiined her. 
Ashe sat down beside her, aiul ‘licy wcio oon deep in 
all sorts of gossip—relations, a^ iiiainlanc<., politics, and 
whatnot. All Mary’s stillhoss di-apjx ared. hlie became 
tlio elegant, .igreeable woman, of wJiom dinner-parties 
were glad. Ashe plunged into tlie pleasant malice of her 
talk, which ranged through the good and evil fortunes— 
mostly the latter,—of half his aeqncintance; discussed 
the debts, the love-affairs and the follies of his political 
colleagues oi' parliamentary foes ; liow the Foreign Secre¬ 
tary had been getting on at Balmoral,—how so-and-so- 
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had#bccn ruined at tl\e Derby, and j’ostored to sanity and 
solvency by the Oaks,—how Lady raihani at Hatfield 
had been made I0 know her place, by the r<’rench 
Ambassador—and the like, i)assin" theieby a charming 
half-hour. 

Meanwhile Kitty, ^Margaret French, and Sir Richard 
kept up intermittent remarks, pausing at every other 
phrase to gather the crumbs that fell from tlie tiible of 
the other two. 

Kitty was very weary, and a dead weight had fallen 
on her spirits. If Su llichaid had thought her bad form 
ten minutes befoic, liis unspoken mind now declaied her 
stupid. Meanwhile, Kitty was saying to herself, as she 
watched her husband and i\laiv,— 

‘ I used to amuse Wilhatri just as well—last y'car ! ’ 

When theiloor closed 011 them, Kitty foil back on her 
cushion.s with an ‘ out! ’ of relief. William came back in 
a few minutes fioin showing the \isiLors the back way to 
their liotel, and stood beside his wife witli an anxious lace. 

‘They'were too much for y'ou, darling. They stayed 
too long.’ 

‘ How you and Marj chattered ! ’ said Kitty with a little 
pout. But at the same moment she slipped an appealing 
hand into liis. 

Ashe clasped the hand, and laughed, 

' I always told you she w’as an excellent gossip ’ 

Sir Richard and Mary piiisued I icir way' tlirougli the 
narrow culli's th.it led to the Pia/ u. Sir Richaid was 
expatiating on Ashe’s folly in marrying such a W'lfe. 

‘ She looks like an actress!—and as to her conversa¬ 
tion, she began by tolling me outrageous stories, and 
ended by not having a w'oid to say about auyth'ng. The 
bad blood of the Bristols, it seems to nn, without- thcit 
brains.' 
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‘ Oh, no, Papa! Kitty is very clever. You haVen’t 
heart! her recite. She was tired to-night.’ 

‘Well, T don’t want to flitter you, niy dear t ’ said the 
old man testily—‘ but I thought it was pathetic—the way 
in winch Ashe en]0)i‘(l your conversation. It showed he 
didn’t get niiich of it at home.’ 

Mary smiled uncerlainly. Her whole nature w’as still 
aglow from that contact witli Ashe’s delightful personality. 
After month', of depression and humiliation, her success 
with him had somehow lestored those illusions on which 
cheei fill lies--> depends. 

JIow ill Kitiv ’ookod-and how' conscious! Mary 
w'as impetuously (-e tain that Kitty had hetiaycd her 
kiiowh'dgo of C'hfle’s piesence m \’('nice and equally 
certain that William knew rudhirg. Poor \\illiam ! 

Well, W’hat can you ('vpect of such a tempei ament — 
such a race"'' ^Vlarjr’s thoughts tuivclled confusedly 
tow^ards—and tin ough-—some hig and dnaidful cata- 
stiophe. 

.Vnd then"* After it ’ 

It seemed to her that -.he was once inoic in the Park 
[jane (hawmg-ioom : the familiai’ IMoiiis papers and 
J 5 uine-Jon('s’ drawings surrounded her. .ind she and 
Fdi/abetli Ttanmoie sat, hand in hand, talKin..^ of W ilham 
— a William, onci* more free, iif.ei nmv/n i.-iU iik^ suiCering, 


to »’('(‘onsti'uet his life. . . . 

‘ Ilf re we are,’ said Sir Picha d J^vst^'r, '"osung down 
a dark jiass.ige towards the bngntlyl f doorwey of tiieir 
hotel. 

Witli a stall—as of one taken red-handed,—Maiy 
awoke from her dream. 
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CHAPTER XX 

Madame d’Estkeeh, and hw fiiond Donna Laura 
occupied the mer^zanino of the vast Voieelh palnco. Thij 
palace itself bolongeid to the iii'iul of the VVtcelli family. 
It was a magnificent erection of the late sovcnteontli 
century, at this moment lialf furnislied, dilajndated and 
forsaken But the rntrcu-i on th(^ eastern side of the 
coride was m good condition, and eonifortiihly fitted up 
for the occasional use of the Principe. As h( was 
wintering in Pans lie had let Jus rooms at an ordinarv 
commercial rent to Ins kniswoinnn J>onna Laura Slie, 
a soured and rnelanchoh woman, niinuiriu'd m a Latin 
society which has small use 01 kindni'ss for s^misteis, had 
seized on Marguente d’Estroes--whose accjuaintance she 
had made in a Mont d’Or liotcl --and was now ki'cping 
her like a caged canary, who sings for its food. 

Madame d’Estnies was quite willing. So long iis she 
had a sofa on which to sit ''ntlironed, a >uiliciency of new 
gowns, a m:iid, cigarettes, breakfast in bi'd, and a siijiply 
ol French mn'eis, she appt'ai ed l.lie most harmhi.ss and 
engaging of mortals IKt youth had been enud, dis¬ 
orderly and vicious. It liad Iasi d long, but now 
when middle age stood at last confe^ sed, she was lapsing, 
it seemed, into amiability and good liehaviour. She 
was indeed fast foigetting her own history, and soon the 
recital of it would surprise no one so much as herself. 

It was five o’clock. ]\[adarne d’Lstici:s liad just 
established heiself in the silk-panellod draw’ing-room 
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of Donna Laura’s apartment, expectant of visitors,^and, 
in particular, of her daughter. 

In begging Kitty to come on this particular afternoon, 
she had not thought lit to mention that it would bo 
Donna Laura’s ‘ day.’ Had she done so, Kitty, in con¬ 
sideration of her mourning, would perhaps have ciied off. 
Whereas, rcall}',—poor dear child'—wliat she wanted 
was disti action and amusement. 

And what I^Iadame d’Kstrc'es wanted was the presence 
beside lu-i', m pul die, of Lady Kitty Ashe. Kitty had 
aheiidy M-viLed hei mother jirivately, and iiad explored 
the antiquiLK's of the Wncelh jialace. Jlut IMadaiiie 
d’l’jstn'es was now i itent on something more and different. 

For in th<; four years \\hich had now elapsed since 
the Aslics’ marii.ige, this lively lady had known advoisity. 
She had been forced to leave London, as wo have seen, 
by the pressure of coil.un fads in her past Insioiy, so 
ancient and far leniDVcd uhen thur tine pu.iishmont 
began, that she no doubt felt it highly unjust that she 
should be 2nniishcd for them at all. Her London debts 
had sw.illowcd up what then lomamed to her of fortune; 
and, afterwards, the allowance from the Aslies w'as all 
she h id to dc2icnd on. Banished to Pans, she fell into 
a lowei stratum of lih*, at a moment win. hei faithful 
and m}sterious f’lcnd Markham '\V.ii ■i g'oii w'as lield ir 
Scotland by the li '^t iiainful sy'-ptoms of • i sisn r's la‘ t 
illness, and could do but litile lor lu r SI:. Jiad in fact 
kiiowm the sordid shifts and strails 'ff povoioy, though 
tlic smallest moral effort would ha/i* saved her from 
them. She had kept disreputable company, she had been 
miserable, and base , and althc.'igh shame is not easy to 
persons of her temperament, it may 2>erhajDS be said that 
she was ashan ed of this jieriod of h< i existence. Appeals 
to the Ashes y.ddcd less and less, and Warington seemed 
to have forsaken her. She awoke at last to a panic* 
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Btrirfken fear of darker poBsibilities and more real suffering 
than any she had yet known, and under the stress of this 
fear she collapsed physically, \\iiling both to AVarington 
and to the Ashes in a lono of mingled leproach and 
despair. 

The Ashes sent money, and tboiigb Kitty was at the 
moment not lit to travid, picparod to come. AVaiington, 
who had just closed the eyes of Ins sister, wint at 
once. lie \\as now the last of Ins f.imily, 'wiiliout 
any ties that lie could not buNfully bieak. ANitlnn 
two days of his arrival in Puns Mud'inc d’l’stuV'S liad 
promised lo neiiiy liim ie three months, lo liieuk oil 
all her V.iris as'-ocuations, and io give hci life hence- 
lorwaid into Ins semen hut sUmti hands. The Msit lo 
Venice was part ol the jnice tha^' he bad had to pjy for 
her decision. Alaigiierite pleaded, with a shuddd, ilnit 
she must have a h'lle amusc'inent, h-doie she nciit te ]i\c 
in Dumfiiesshiic und lu' had heeii oluiged to aeguiesce in 
her aii?ngement with Donna Jj'Uii.i, -stipulalmg only 
that he should ho ilu ir er^coit and guaidian. 

What had moved him to ^^ueh an act*’ Ilis reasons 
can only ho giU'ssed at Wannglon was a man of 
lehgion,—a ('.ilvinist by educ.tlion and inhei jlance*, and of 
a sdent aiul dieiiin} h'lnjH lament. Ifo had been intimate 
witn verv few women in ins life'. His sislo'’ hud been a 
S''('ond mother to him, and both of tin m hud been the 
gu‘udians of their youngei lu'oih 1 A\ lien this udoied 
brotiier fell shot thiougli tlie ' i igs in the liojieless 
defence of Lady Jllackwater’s jep..'j.itioii, it would liavo 
been natural enough that Araikham .dioiihl hale the wohi.iii 
who had been the occasion of such a ealaniity. The 
sister, a jnous and devoted Christiuii. had indceel hated 
her, piojicrly and duly, theiicefoiWMid. Alu’-kh i.m on the 
contrary aecf'pted his brothers last \.jH Hit 1 t itl.iyllt 
reluctance. In tins matter at least Lady Jilackwuter had 
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not been directly to blame; his mind acquitted her;*'and 
her soft distressed beauty touched his heart. Before he 
knew where he was she had made an impression upon 
him that was to be life-long 

Then gi-adually he 5l\^ oke to a full knowledge of her 
chaiactei. He sulfercd, but otherwise it made no 
difference, h’mdiiig it was then impossible to persuade 
her to marrv him, he watched over lier as best ho could, 
for some years, passing through phases of alternate hope 
and disgust Ills sister’s atlection for him was clouded 
by his straug'e ndation to the Jezebel wdu. m her opinion 
had destroyed then brother. He could not help it; he 
could only do his host to meet both claims upon him 
During her lingering passage to the grave his sister had 
nearly severed him from ^Maigiieiite d'Estrees. She died 
however ]ust in time, and now here he was in Venice, 
passing tin (High what seemed to him one of the ante- 
looms of life, leading to no very ladiant beyond But, 
radiant or no, liis path lay thither. And at the same 
time ho saw that althouirli ^rarguerilo felt him to bo 
her only lefiigo fiom poverty and disgrace, she was 
painfully afraid of him, and afiaid of the life into w'hich 
he was leading her. 

The first gui's^ of the afternoon jm ■ ved to he Louis 
Harman, the paint''r and dilcr',. ntc, who id been in 

former davs one of the iuthitt I'-s of the I ouse m St. 

«/ 

James’s Place. This perfectly correct ’ et tolerant gentle¬ 
man was wintering in Venice in older to copy the Car¬ 
paccios in San Giorgio dei Scliiavoin. His copies were 
not good, but they w'ere all pronosed to artistic fair ladies; 
and?the days which the painter spent upon them were 
happy and harmless. 

He came in gaily, delighted to see Madame d'Estrees 
in flourishing ciicumstaiiccs again, delivered apparently 
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front the abyss into which he had found her sliding on the 
occasion of vaiioua chance visits of his own to Paris.. 
Warington's doing appaiently,—queer fellow! 

‘Well!—I saw Lady Kitty in tlu; Piaz/a this after¬ 
noon,’ he said, as he sat down beside liis hostess —Donna 
•Laura had not yet “appeared.—‘Very thin and fragile! 
But by Jove Jiow tliese Knglish beauties hold tlieir own! ’ 

‘ Irish, if you please,’ said Madame d’J'Lfioes, smiling. 

Hannan bowed to her corieciion, acimiring at the 
same time both the toiletlo and the good looks of his 
conipanioii. Dropping his voice, In; asked, ^\ltfl a giiigeily 
and sympathetic air, wherhti ill was now well wuili the 
Ashe ineiKtijf. lie had been soiiy to 1 ear ceitain gossip 
of the \eai hefoio- 

Matlame ddLueoK langlud. Yes, she uiuleistood iliat 
Kitty had heha\ed like a little goose with that ro^r'ii 
Clitle. But that was all o\er,— loii;., ago 

‘Why, the sill^ chnd has eveiything she wants' 
William in devoted to hi r—a»ul it e.in't he long befoie he 
succeeds.’ 

‘No noetl to go tiilling with poets!’ said Harman, 
smiling ‘ J 5 y the w'a\, do you know tliat Geot'lrey Glide 
IS 111 Veniee ’ 

Madame d Esti'''en opened her eyi'-^ ‘ Bst-il possible'' 
Oh ' hut KiUy ha-, foigotten all about him.’ 

‘Of couisi',’ Siini Hannan. ‘ 1 am told ho 1 ms been 
seen with the Ricei ’ 

Mailaine d'Ksl.u'es Kiised her '.’uulileis, thi'5 Lime, m 
addition to her eyes I’heii her lac clouded. 

‘ I bidieve’—she said, slowly,- -‘diat woman may come 
here this afternoon I ’ 


‘ Is she a fiiend of yours''' ’ Harman’s tone expressed 
his surprise. 

‘I knew her in Pans,’said ]\I:ida'o^ I’lNiiv't'S, '..’---li 
some hesitation, ‘ when she was a sUidcnc at the tyon- 
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servatoire. Slie aud I had some common acquaintance. 
And now—frankly, I daren’t offend her. She has the 
most appalling temper!—and she sticks at nothing.’ 

Harman wondered viliat the exact truth of this might 
he, hut did not inquire. And as guests—including Colonel 
Warington - began to arrive, and Donna Laura appeared 
and began to dispense tea, the iete-d-tiUr was interrupted. 

Donna Laura's salon was soon well filled, and Harman 
watched the gathering with curiosity. As far as it con¬ 
cerned Madame d’l'lstu'es,—and she was clearly the main 
attraction ''v.-ich ha.d brought it together,-- it represented, 
he sa^^, a phase o'" social rt'covcry. A few proiiniK-nt 
Lnglishmen, passiu; through Venice, came in without 
their wnes, making perfunctory excuse for the absence of 
these ladies. But the cosmopobtans of all kind.s, who 
crowded in- -Anglo-ltaliaiis, foreign diplomats, travellers 
of many sorts, and a few k'sHoss Veii<‘tiaiis, bearing the 
great names of old, to whom their own Venice was little 
more than a place of occasional sojourn, - made satis- 
factoiy amends for these poisons of too long memories. 
In all tliese travelleis’ towns, \k)nicc, Rome, and Florence, 
there is indeed a society, and a ver;y agreeable society, 
which is wholly iriespoubihle, and asks few or no ques¬ 
tions. The elonumts of it meet as stiang'Ts; a.jd as 
strangcis they mostly jiait. But br . ..'•■en the meeting 
and the paitiiig there he-i u moment, , ' the gayer 
perhaps because of its social mice taiidy ard i ieedorn. 

iMadame d ILtrees wais profiting Ly i'. to the full. 
She was in exeollenti apiiits and talk; biighi ro-.c carna¬ 
tions shone in the bosom of her dress; one white arm, 
liared to the elbow*, lay stietched carelessly on the line 
cut-yelvut which coveied the gilt sofi! - -pait of a suite of 
Venetian Louis Quinze, clumsih gor.vcous,— on which .she 
sat; tlic othci Iniid pulled the eais of a toy-spaniel. On 
the ceding abo\e her, Tiepolo had painted a headlong 
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grtfup of sensuous forms, alive with vulgar movement and 
passion; the and the goddesses, peering through 

aerial balustrades, looked down complacently on Madamo 
d’Estrdes. 


Meanwhile tliere stood behind licr,—a silent, dis- 
tinguished liguie,—1,1 ig man of wlioni Ilnmian saw tliat 
she was always nervously and soinetnnes tiinidly con¬ 


scious. 


Hannan had boon leading Moliere’s 


* Don duan.’ 


The sentinel ligure of \Vaiington mingled in his imagi¬ 


nation with the statue of the ('onirnander. 


Or, again, lie was tickled by a vision of ^Madame 
d’Estices grown old, li\ mg in a Seolch house, tin reted 
and se\eie, leiideii by Mnvants of the ‘ Auld Licht,’ or 
shivering uiidor a faitbnil mmisUr on Sundays. Had 
she any idea of the soi t of fold towards ^shieh Welling¬ 
ton—at once Cov<;nan(ei and man of the woild—was 


earning Ins lost ^iu;ep‘^ 

The shcf'p, however, was still gambolling at huge. 
Occasionally a guest anpeaied who ])roved it Eor 
instance, nt a eeilain tumiiKuoiis enliancc,—billowing 
skirls, va.d. liat, and liigli-jjilcbed voice, all combining m 
tlic otreet,--Madame tl’EstnVs ihibhod violenllv, and 
Waringtou’s stitTiiess rc<loubled l.)n the thiesbold stood 
Ike young actiess, IMadenifiiselle I’ucci, a Maiseillaise, half 
l''!\!ncli, half Italian, who was nt the moment the talk of 
\'-iiice. Why, would take too long to toll. U was 
Ik 110 means mostly due to her talent, which however 
was disjjlaycd at the Apollo the.it e two or lluco times a 
week, and was no doubt consider ble. She was a llain- 
boyant lady, with astonishing black ejes, a too tr.inspaieiit 
white diess, over which w'as slung a small Mack mantilla, 
a scarlet hat and paiasol and a startkng fan of the same 
colour. Doth lu^fore and after her greetimz « f Madame 


d’Estr6cs,~ whom she called her 


b- lie 


Marguerite'—she created a whirlwind in the salon. 
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She was noisy, rude, and false ; it could only be said'ron 
the other side that she was handsome—for those who 
admired the kind of thing; and famous—more or less. 
The intimacy of the party was broken up by her, for 
wherever she was she brought uproar, and it was im¬ 
possible to forget her. And this uneasy attention which 
she compelled was at its height when the door was once 
more thrown open for the ciiitrance of Lady Kitty Ashe. 

‘ Ah ' my darling Kitty !' cried Miidame d’Estr^es, 
rising m a soft enthusiasm. 

Kitty ci-ii'O in slowly, lioidmg herself very erect, a 
delicate and disbingi Ished figuie, in her de(jp mourning. 
She frowned as she av the crowd in the looni. 

‘ I’ll come another time!' slie said hastily to her 
mother, beginning to letreat. 

‘Oh! Kitty!’ cried Madame d’Estides in distioss, 
holding liei fast. 

At that moment Harman, wlio was watching them 
both with keenness, saw that Kitty had peiceived Made¬ 
moiselle Ricci. The actri'ss had paused in her chatter to 
stare at the new comer. Site sat fronting tlie entrance, 
her head insolently thrown back, knees crossed, a cigarette 
poised in the plump and dimpled hand. — 

A start lan through Kitty's small person. Sh(‘ allowed 
her mother to lead her in, and mtioduoe lur to Donna 
Laura. 

‘ Ah-ha ! my lady,' said Harman to himself. ‘ Are you 
perhaps interested in the Ricci ? J s it possiblo c.ven that 
you have seen her belore ’ 

Kitty, however, betrajed herself to no one else. To 
other people it was only evident that she did not mean to 
be introduced to the actress. She pointedly and sharply 
avoided it. This was interpreted as aristocratic hauteur^ 
and did her no harm. On the contrary; she was soon 
chattering French with a group of diplomats, and the 














STORM 


395 


ce&'tre of the most animated gi'oap in the room. All the 
new comers who could, attached themselves to it, and the 
actress found herself presently almost deserted. She put 
up her eyeglass, studied Kitty impertinently, and asked 
a man sitting near her for the name of the stiange lady. 

‘ Isn’t she loveiy, my little Kitty! ’ said Madame 
d’Estrdes, in tlie ears of a Bavarian baron, who w'as also 
much occupied in staring at the small beauty in black. 
‘ I may say it, though I am her mother. And my son-in- 
law too. Have >011 seen liim ’ Such a handsome fellow! 
-- -and .sjicJi a dear '—so kind lo me They sa/j, }Oii kiK)\\, 
that he will be ]'’nme Minir-Lci' ’ 

The baron bowed--iioincalh --and inquired who the 
gentleman might be. lie liad not caught Kitty’s name, 
and Madame d’Estrees liad been for some time labelled 
in his mind as something very near to an adventuress. 

Madame d'Estieos oageily explained, ami lie bowed 
again,—with a diffeience lie was a man of gn^it mtclli- 
genco, acquainted witli Thiglish politics. So that was 
realli/ the wife of the man to whose personality inid future 
the London corrospondent of tlie ‘ Allgemcine Zcitung ’ had 
wuthin the preceding w'cek devoted a particularly interest¬ 
ing article, which he had read wi;h attention Ilis 
estimate of Madamo d’Lsti^ch’ place in tlie woild alleiod 
at once. Yet It w'as strange that slio -or lather Donna 
Laura—should admit such a peison as Mademoiselle 
Elect to their salon. 

The mother indeed that afteriu.' ii had much leason to 
be socially grateful to tlic daughLcr, Cuiioiis contiast 
with the days w’hen Kitty had been the more tiouble- 
some appendage of her mother’s life ! It was clear to 
Marguerite d’Estrt^ies now that if she w'as to accept 
restraint and virtuous living, if she wuis to submit to this 
marriage she dreaded, yet t.aw no wm;, lo cocape he; 
best link with the gay woild in the future might well be 
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thronf^li tho Ashes. Kitty could do a great deal for h^r; 
let her cultivate Kitty; and begin, -- perhaps,—by convin¬ 
cing William Ashe on this present occasion that for once 
she was not going to ash liini for money. 

In tlie lieiglit of tho jiaity Lord Magellan appeared. 
Madame d’Estrees at first loolrcd at mm witli bewilder¬ 
ment, till Kitty, shaking herself free, came hastily forward 
to introduce liim. .'\t tho name tho motlier’s face flashed 
into smiles. Tho rainiheations of two or three aristo¬ 


cracies represented tho only subitict she might be said to 
know. Dop.r J^'itty I 

liord Magellan ai'cr IMadame d’EstieO'. had talked to 
liim about liis famih n a few light and skilful phrases, 
which suggested knowledge, w’hilc avoiding flattery, was 
introduced to the Jlavaiian haron, and a Frencli naval 


officer. Bub he was not inLoresiing to tliem, nor they to 
Inm ; KitU w.is surrounded and unapproaehahle , and a 
flood of new anivals distiacted ]\ladame d’EsLiees’ atUu- 


tioii. Tho Kicci, who liad noticed the ii‘-)trained rntpie'iSfl- 
vjcnt of Ills reception, pommed on the young man, taming 
her ways and gostuK's to \Oiat she supposed to be his 
Englihli prudery, and produced an immediate eilect upon 
him. Lord ^vLigellan, who was only (lumb wnth English 
inaiTiagcalilo gii'K, allowed lintiself to he amused, emd 


threw' liiinself into n low' chan by the ciiptuio 

apparently for the a'ternoon. 

JiOuis JIaiirian w'.'-i silting heli. id Kitty a ioi,le to her 
light. lie saw her watching the actress and h-n com¬ 
panion ; noticed a co.npression of the li]) a flash in the 
eye She sprang up, said she must go hone, and piacti- 
cally dissolved the })arty. 

Mademoiselle Kicci, wlio liad a,Iso risen, proposed to 
Lord Magellan lliat she should take Lj’is in her gondola 
to the shop of a f tmous dealer on tiie (lanal. 

‘ Thank you very much,’—said Lord Magellan irre- 
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soiutc, and he looked at Kitty. The look apparently 
decided him, for ho immediately added that ho had 
unfortunately an engagement in the opposite direction. 
The actress aiigiily drew liersidf up, ami pioposcd a later 
appointment. Them Kitty c.ii’clessly intervened. 

‘ 1 )o yon lemeinficr that you pi oniised to see mo liome ? ’ 
she said to the \oung man. ‘ Don’t if’ it lioies \ou '' 

Lord Magi'llan eagerly piotcstcd. Kitty rnoxed away, 
and ho followed her. 

‘ Chore Madame, ^^]ll you present m(> to \oul dauglitei ?’ 
said tile Iticci in an unneci -.suril’, k'ud ve^ieo. 

!MatIanie fl'Jvdiees, witli a iliniird g('siurt‘, toncne»l 
Kitty on tlio ai ill. 

‘ Kitty, Mademoiselle i’lui’ - 

Kitty took MO notice. Madame d J'^stiees said quitkK, 
in a low imploiing voice-- 

‘ Please, dear Kitty. 1 11 ovjila’ii ’ - 

Kitty tinned ahrupLiy, look* d ai hei inothei, and at 
the woman lo whom sh-- v ns to he intu>dueed. 

‘AID eomme ellc esi, I Iiarmanfe > ’ cued the actic-s, 
with an inflection id irony in hei strident ^olce-- ‘ .Mdadi, 
il f.iut ah^olum.-nt quo nous nous i-oniMissions. Je 
comiais votiu cliero r.ieie df'piiis si longtomps ! A Pans, 
I’lnvor })a'-.sr;, cVlait une nmitie di s ]>lus lemlies ' ’ 

The iia^al dug -.he ,‘':a\e to ilu- woids was jiartly 
lU'tural, p iii tl\ uu.ol('iu. M.ulanu* d Jlstu'es hit he. hp. 

'Slid Kitt\ uidilfei enth - ‘ Jc n’en a\ais jamais 
euiendii pa i lei 

Her brilliant e\es studied tl i woii'cin Ixfote her. 
‘She has some hold on ^daiiian,’ she said to lierseli, \n 
disgust.She known of something shady that !Maman 
has done.’ Then anothei thought stang her, and with 
the most indilTcrcnt bow', triumphing in the evirl-mt 'dh iico 
that she was giving, she turned to Lord Magell-io. 

‘ You’d like to see the Palazzo ? ’ 
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Warington at once offered himself as a guide. ' 

But Kitty declared she knew the way, would just 
show Lord Magellan the piano nobile, dismiss him at the 
grand staircase, and return. Lord Magellan made his 
farewells. 

As Kitty passed through the door of the salon, while 
the young man held back the velvet portidrc which hung 
over it, she was aware that Mademoiselio Ricci was 
watering licr. The Marseillaise was leaning heavily on a 
fantciul, supported by a hand behind hei’. A slow, disdain¬ 
ful smile plavf'*! abcnit her lips, some evil threatening 
thought fxpiesscd iu-elf tlnough e.very feature of her 
rounded coaisLMied be e ty. Kilty’s sharp look met hers ; 
and the cuitain diopped. 

‘ Don’t jilease l(‘t lliat woman talso you anywlierc—to 
see aiivtliing' ’ said Kitty \ml1i miergy to her companion, 
as they walked tlnough tlu! loorns ()f the mrzianino. 

Loid Magellan lauglu'd. ‘ What’s tlie matter with 
lier*’’ 

‘Oh nothing ’—said Kii’.y impatiently, ‘ exci'pt that 
she’s wicked - i.nd common - and a snake -and your 
mother would have a fit if she knew you had anything to 
do with her ’ 

The red-haired ymlh looked j'niv''. 

‘Thank yon, Lad\ Kitty,’ lu' said ({iiieil). I’ll take 
your advice ' 

‘Oh! 1 say, what a nice boy ^ou aie’’criol Kitty 
impulsively, lajing a l aud a moment on his shoulder. 
And then, as though his filial instinct had an^akoned hers, 
she added with hasty falsehood, ‘ Manian of course 
knows nothing about her. That v as jus:- bluff what she 
said. But Donna Laura oughtn’t fo ask such people. 
There—that’s the way.’ 

And she pointed to a small staircase in the wall, 
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■whereof the trap-door at the top was open. They climbed 
it, and found themselves at once in one of the great 
rooms of the piano nohilc, to wliich this quick and easy 
access from the inhabited entresol had been but recently 
contrived. 

‘What a marvellous place 1’ cried Ijord Magellan, 
looking round him 

They were in the principal apartment of the famous 
Vercelli palace,-- a legacy from one of those classical 
architccls whose work may lx- seen in the late seven teen tli 
century buildings of Vemee The rooms, enormously 
high, panelled heie and there in tatfceied velvets and 
brocades, or frescoed in fast fadingscoiu's of old Venetian 
life, stretched in bewildering Siiccess'on on eithiu’ sid*' of a 
central passage or broad ■■oiiidor, all of them leading at 
last on the nnitlieni side to a vast hail painted in aichi- 
toctural perspective by the pupds of Tieiiolo, ai'd ovm- 
arched by a ceding in which the master himsidf had 
massed a multitude of foiins equal to Kulxms in variety 
and facility of di'Sign, expressi'd m a thin tionchancy 
of style, t’lgiii'es iccalhng the ancient timmplis and pos¬ 
sessions of Veiv.c'*, in days when shi' sat dishonoured and 
dospoileil, ciowded tlu; covi'd roof, Hu; painted cornices 
and pediments. Claily eolouicd bird, hovcied m blue 
skies, philosophers and poets in gnsaillo made a .strange 
baciiground for largo-hmb(d beauties couched on loses, or 
young warriors amid trophies of shining .inns ; and while 
all this garrulous commorqilace hvi 1 and hiealhed above, 
the walls below, cold in colour, and reademic in treatment, 
maintained a.s best they could ih.. dignity of the vast 
place, thus given up to one of the greatest of artists and 
emptiest of minds. 

On the floor of this magnificent hall stood n few old 
and broken chairs. But the candelabra of ^laos -ind 
ormolu, hanging fiom the ceiling, weie very nearly of the 
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date of the palace, and superb. Meanwhile, thiough a faded 
taffetas of a goldcn-biown shade, the afternoon light from 
the high windows to tlio south-west poured into the 
stately room 

‘ How it dwarfs us ' ’ said Ijord IMagollan, looking at 
his companion. ‘ One feels the inercsu pigin^ ! From the 
age of decadence indeed ’ ’—ho glanced at the guide-book 
in his hand. ‘ Good TTeavens ' —if this \\as their decay— 
wP it was their bloom V ’ 

‘ Yes,—lb’s big—and jolly. 1 like if,’ said Kittj' 
abscnbly. Then slie recollected herself ‘Tins is your 
way out. Fedoiig'.'f’ she called to an old man, the 
ciistofh’ of the palae who appearcil at the magnificent 
door loading to tiio giand staircase. 

‘ (-oinmanda, eccollen/a ' ‘ The old man, hont and 
feeble, approached. He carried a watoiing-potA\ herewith 
he war. about to minister to some straggling floweis in the 
windows fronting the Gi’and Cian.il. A thin cat ruhhed 
itself against his legs. As he stood in his shahluiiess 
under the high carved door, the only permanent deni^^en 
of the building, he seem d an embodiment of the old 
sluunkon Venetian life, still liauritmg a eity it was no 
longer strong enough to use 

‘ Will you show this Sigtioic the way out ’ said Kitty, 
in tourists’ Italian ‘ Aie you soon si e':'ng iij)*?’ 

For the main p;ilaz/o, wh.-, h dm mg fi.e day \\as 
often shown to sigiitscers, wai I oked at liaif-past five, 
only the two (iibcsoh - one tena'U'd by IxiuiM Lama, 
the other by the c 2 isI.'dt‘,--romaining accessible. 

The old man murmured sometiuag which Kitty did 
not understand, pointing at the snne time to a door lead¬ 
ing to the inteiior of the inane ■lol/il''. Kitty thought 
that he asked her to be quick, if slie wished still to go 
round the palB.fe. She tried to explain that he might 
lock up if he pleased; her way of retreat to the mezsaninot 
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(loitn the small staircase, was always open. Federigo 
looked puzzled, again said soinetluiig in unintelligible 
Venetian, and led tlio way to the grand staircase followed 
by Lord IMagellan. 

A heavy door clanged below. Kitty was alone. She 
looked round lier—at the stretches of marble floor, and 
the streaks of pale sunshine that lay upon its black and 
white, at the lofty walls painted with a dim supcib aichi- 
tecture, at the ciowded ceiling, tlio gorgeous candelabra. 
With its costly decoiation, (he great room suggested a rch 
and festal life , Ihionging gjoujis below !ins\M'Hng to the 
Tiepolo group-i abo\e; beauties })aLched and marked; 
gallants in brocaded coaN, s])leiidid sonatois, robed like 
William at Ihe I'ancy Ikill 

Suddenly she caught sight 01 herself in one of the high 
and naiiow miirois that lilled il-i. ^ n.ices between the 
windows. In her inouri.uig dies-), with the light behind 
her, she made a ti’i’y sjiecliu in the mnnense hall. Tlic 
image of ’nei jiies-uit self —tiail, hlack-iohod—recalled the 
two figures in tiie glass of her IIill Street room,—tlie 
spoi'kling 'white of !u 1 goddess diesh, and Williitiu's 
smiling face al)o\e hers, Ins arm round lu'r waist 

TTow ha|'[)y she h nl l)e«-n tlnit night’ Jlvcn her wild 
fuiw With Jilmv liVster n('eme<l to iier now a Kind of 

t. «. ■/ 

hr]tniness. IIow’ gladly would slie hav(‘ cNchanged for ifc 
eitticr of tlie two lei’iois that now p. s< ssi'cl lier! 

With a shiver, she ci'osiicd the 'i.ill, and pushed her 
way into the suite of i coins on ih northern siili.. She 
feltheiself in absolute possi'Ssiou of the palae.c. I'ctlerigo 
no doubt luul locked up; her moiliei and a few'guests 
were still talking in the salon of the mcz^aiuno e\pcctmg 
her to return. Blu* would icturn,—soon; butlh s..lilini- 
ness and wildness of this descited pl.ico uiow Ina on. 

Room after 'oom opened before her,— bare, &a\e lor 

I) D 
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a few worm-eaten chairs, a fragment of tapestry onH^ie 
wall, or some tattered portraits in the Longhi manner, 
inditieient to l)Cgin\Mth, and long since mined by neglect. 
Yet hcic anil there a young face looked out, roses in the 
hair and at the breast, oi a Doge's cap,—and beneath it 
phantom leatiiros still bie.i thing even m the last decay 
of canvas and paint the \iolenoe and intiigue of the living 
man,—the ghost of characlei lield thfar by the ghost of 
ai t. Or a lad in slashed brocade, for whom even in this 
silent palace, and in spite of llie gaping ciack across hia 
face, life slilJ young; a Gaidnial, a nun; a man of 
letter^ in clerical d ess, the Abbe PrcNost ol Ins day . . . 
i‘iescntlv blie i’c mil hers(')t’ in a wuh' coi’udor, before 

•i * 

a Ingli closed doin' She tnod it, and s.iw a staircase 
mountiijgand desceiuljiig A jia-’sion of cLiiiosity that \\as 
half lornanee, half lestlessness, drove liei on. She began 
to ascend the niaihle steps, Ijcariiig oidy the echo of her 
own movements, a liille afiaid of the cold spaces id’ the 
vast house, and yet delighting in tlie fancies (hat ciowded 
iijKin her. At the top i i the Ihght she found, of course, 
another apartment, on t ( e same plan as the one below, 
but smaller and less staiely. The coiitial hall entered 
from a dooi' sujj])oiT('d liy nuirblc caryatids, \\as flagged 
in yellow niai hie. and fiescoed freely witli fan'ed eighteenth 
centuiy scene-,'-(JaidmaK .dicing n st ft g.iidcns—a 
Tojiij ahghiing fii.'tn his eoa(-lj, -.'u rcuindi'J ’■ pcusantson 
their knees, and behind him, i'o.intain’-, and obelisk, and 


tlie towering fa^.ade of St. J\ner’s -\t il • moment, 
thaidis to a l.ist glow of liglit comings in tlirough a west 
window’ at the fuitlier end, it w.is a place beautiful 
though forlorn. 15ut the loom.i mto which she looked on 


either side were wreck and de- 


oiatioii itself, crow’ded with 


broken furniture, many of them shuueied and dark. 

As she clij ' xl the last door, her attention was caught 
by a strange bust placed on a pedestal above the entrance. 
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Wha4 was wrong with it? An accident‘s—an injury? 
She went nearer, straining licr eyes to see. No!— 
there was no injury. The face indt'cd was gone. Or 
rather, where the face should liave been, there now 
descended a marble veil from lu(v*v to brivist, of the 
•most singular and sinister olTeet Otherwise the bust was 
that of a young and beautiful woman. A })lca>.ing honor 
seized on Kitty as she looked Her fanc} IninU'd for the 
clue. A faithless wife, blotted from hei placi*"’- made 
infamous for ever by tlie veil wliicli Ind ftom liiiman (‘ye 
the beauty she had dishonoured*' Or a liehned misLre^'.s, 
on whom the inourinng lov-n could n(» Icaigt;** lii^ai to 
look,—-lh(' veil an ombJem of undoing and 11 remediable 
grief 

Kitty stood (‘iithralied. .St‘i\ing to jjieree, the ghastly 
meaning of the bust, when a sound,— a distant sound 
sent a shock thiough lui. She lu'sid a o\eil>ead, 
in the topmost apaitmeiir,. oi '})Ltinsanic vi the p.il.ici*, a 
step that pieseritly tra\i‘ised the whok; li-nglh of llie 
floor immediately aljove lici h(.ad, and began to der^cend 
the stall’. 

Strange ! Ked(?rigo must have slrjt the gri'af gates I'y 
this time,—as she hat^ li.ido him? He himself inhabited 
the smaller (S7Z.‘6’S(y/ o’l tlm fuitliersidt of (he palace, far 
away. Other inh.ihitaiits tlieie weie none, so Donna 
Laura had assured her. 

The step upproaelied, ri'sonant in 1 he silence. Kitty, 
^seized with iieivoiis flight, tui ii(‘d and i.iii down the 
broad staircase by which she had coin., through the, scries 
of deserted rooms in the puino nobilc, IjU she icached the 
great hall. 

There slie paused panting, curiosity and daring once 
more getting the upper hand. The door O't had 
passed through, which gave acce.ss to the suancrtsc, opened 
again and shut. The stranger who h.nl enteied came 
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leisurely towards the hall, lingering apparently no'fr and 
then to look at objects on the way. Pr(3sently a voice,— 
an exclamation. 

Kitty ictrcatod, caught at tlic aim of a chair for 
su2)poi t, clung to it tromblmg. A man entered; holding 
Ills hat 111 one hand, and a small white glove in the other/ 

At sight uf the lady m black, standing on the other 
side of tlic ball, lie slaitud vii'lently,—and stopped. Then 
just as Kitty, wlio liad so far made neither sound nor 
movomont, to>'k 1 be In-it binned ‘ite]) towaids the stair¬ 
case bv V u. h see had entered, Geolb cn Cliffc came 
forward. 

‘ Jlo.v do \oii (li lauly Kitty])o not, 1 bog of yon, 
let me d'sLuiii yon. 1 Jiad half an liour to spaieand I 
gave the old man dowii'.lans a franc or two, that ho might 
let me wander over Hus magnilie.Mit old place by myself 
foi a bit I liaNo always bail a fancy foi‘ de'seited lioii.ses. 
Von, I galluM’, lia\e it too 1 will not inlet fere wiLli you 
foi a inonK'iit. Hefore J go, how'cver, lei me letuin W'hat 
1 believe to be }onr projn iiy.’ 

He e.ihie iieaier, w’lt i a studied dolib(M‘ate air, and 
lield out tile white glove. She saw it was her own, and 
accepiod ii 

‘ Thank you. 

She bow'ed wnli all ibe haicghtint ,bc ooidd muster, 
tlioiigb Jiei limbs shook iinclei Ilii. 'L'bon .■ she walked 
(jiHckly towards the door of e\i' Clil^e, w'be was nearer 
to it than she, also moved tow'atds it, eid tbre’v it open 
for her. As she appioached him, he said nuietly,— 

‘This IS not the lir&t iinic w’j have met in Venice, 
Lady KitU.’ 

rjlie w'avcred, could not a^old looking at him, and 
stood aireded. That almost wdiite head!—that furrowed 
brow'—iho -,0 boggard eyes! A slight involuntary cry 
broke from her lip.s. 
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Cflifife smiled. Then lie straij^htcnod liis tall figui'o. 

^ You see perhaps that J have not grown younger. 
You are quite right. 1 liavc loft my youth—what 
remained of it—among those splendid hjllows, wlmm llio 
^Turks have been harijing niid torluimg Well!—they 
were worth it. I \\onld give it llicin again.’ 

Theic was a short sili-nco. 

The eyes of each pouised the otlior's fa.co. l\itty 
began some woivls, and lof‘. iliom unfinislicd. (’lill’c 
resumed—in another tone, v»hde iho door lie lield swung 
gently backwards, Ins hand foil »wing P. 

‘I spent last w'inter, a-; pi'i’iiajis kiunv, waih tlio 
Bosnian uisurgonts m the mountains Jr was <i P-ngh 
business,- havdslnps I .dn-nld nevm liavo liad tlie pluck 
to face, if T had knosVJi wliat wais licfoui mo. 'Then in 
July 1 got fovoi’. I had to come away, to lind a di;cloi, 
and I WMS a long tune at C.ittaro )inlliiig lonud And 
meanwhile, tli' Tiiika,- -(lofl hla^t thinn ' -liave hcon at 
their liemds' woil: ILdi’ my particular fiiouds, wilh 
whom I spent iho, wmtci, have hc'-n Ivicl.ed to pieces 
since I left them.' 

She v'aveicd, Indd by' liis look, hy tlie eocscion of that 
mingled pa'-’ ion and mdillcrenco with which Ik' spoke. 
Theie. was in In-i iniuiufi no suggosnon wlvatevo’’ of 
things behind, no lefercuco to hei-elf, 01 to tlic past 
between tlieni. IIis passion, it sciMiicd, was for liis 
com rad 05 ; his iiulilfrrencr; for hcJ’ W'liat li:u( he to (io 
with her any moie’’ lie had been unong the lealities 
of battle and death, while she ban boi'ii mincing ajul 
ambling .ilong tlio usual feminine patli. That was tlie 
Utterance, it scorned, of tlie man’s whole manner and 


personality, and nothing could liave moie ed’situally 
recalled Ki’Lty’s wild nature to the line. 


‘ Are you going back ’ 


She had turned from linn and 


was pulling .it the lingeig of the glove he had picked up. 
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‘ Of course! I am only kicking my heels Here, tUl 
I can collect the money and stores,—aye, and the men — 
I want. I give my orders in London, and I must be 
here to see to the transhipment of stores, and the 
ombaikation of inv small force! , Not meant for the 
new’spapers, you see, Ijady Kitty,—those little details I' 

Tie drew himself up smiling, his worn aspect express^ 
ing just that mingling of dare-devil adventure with subtler 
and moie self-conscious things which g.ivo edge and power 
to his persomility. 

‘ I heal’ I vou wore wounded,' said Kitt}', aliruptly. 

‘ So 1 was—litiidl ' Wo were defending a poljc —one 
of tlvn high moun am valleys, against a J^eg and his 
troops. My left arm’--he pointed to the black sling in 
whicli it was still held, Nvas nearly cut to pieces. How¬ 
ever, it is praclieally widl.' 

lie took It out of the sling and sliowod that ho could 
use it. Then his expri'ssion eli.ingod TIi stepped back 
to the dooi. and op(.'ried it cei’enionioiisly. 

' Don’t, however, let mo dielay you, Lady Kitty—by 
ray chatter ’ 

Kitt}’s cheeks were crimson. Her momentary yield-, 
ing vanished m a passion of scorn. What'—he knew 
th.it she had seen him hefoio, seen him witli that 
woman,—and he dared to play tin mc e shattered 
hero, kept iri Vcnici* hy those criradei’s rea is! 

‘ Have you another volmno on the way ? ‘ - -she asked 
him, as she advanced. ‘ 1 read your ki d.’ 

Her smile was tin; smile of an ('neiny. Ho eyed her 
strangely. 

‘ Did you ■' That was waste of time.' 

‘ I think veil intended I should read it.' 

* ^ 

He hesitated. . , 

‘Lady Kitty'—those things are very far away. I 
can’t defend myself—for they seem wiped out.’ He had. 
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crd^sed his arms, and was leaning back against the open 
door,* a fine rugged figure, by no means repentant. 

Kitty laughed. 

‘You overstate the differoiicc ' ’ 

‘Between the past and the piesent*’ Wliat docs 
that mean ? ’ 

She dropped her eyes a moment, llum raised them. 

' Do you often go to San 1 ^a/zaro ’ 

He bowed. 

‘ I hiiid a suspicion that tilu' vi-iion at the window — 
•though it was tliei 0 only an in,slant- was )ou* So 5011 
saw Mat1crriois(?]l<' Jvicci ' 

Ills tone lias assiiranc' IviU) disdained to 

answer. Her slightgi'stru' bade hiiii let her pass througli. 
But he Ignored it 

‘ 1 find lier kind, ljad\ J^ilty. She listens to me, -f 
get sympathy fioni Inn. 

‘And yon want synip.e.th y’ 

Her tone stung Mim ' \s .1 hungiynnni wants food 
—as an .‘irlist wants bcaiiLy. But 1 know where I sliall 
noi get It.’ 

‘ Tliat IS always a g:nn ' ’ said Kitt}, tin owing hiick 
her little head. ‘ ^Ir Chffe, piay let mo bid ;you good¬ 
bye ’ 

Ho sudclerly made a sn^p foiwaid ‘ liady KiBy ' ’— 
his deep-set, iinpeiious e>e-. seaiclad liei face---'] ein’t 
restrain myself. Your Inok yoiii 'Niv-.^sumi- go to piy* 
heait. Ijiiugb :it niii if ^oll like :'s itmo. Wit,it }ia\c 
you been doing with yourself'^ ’ 

Ho bent towards her, scnitiuising eveiy delicate 
feature, and as it stoniod, slnilom with iigitation She 
breathed fast. 

‘ Mr. ClilTo. you must know that any syinp, .thv trom 
you to me --is an insult • .Kindly let - j..' 

He too flushed deeply 
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‘Insult is a hard word, Lady Kitty. I regret tRat 
poem.’ 

Sho swept forward in silence, but lie still stood in the 
way. 

‘ I wrote it—alnicst in delirium. Ah, well,’—ho shook 
his head impatiently—‘ If you don’t believe mo, let it be. 
I am not the man 1 was. The perspective of things is 
altered for me ’ His voice fell. ‘ Wom^m and children 
in oheir blood,—heroic trust,—and brute hate,—the stars 
for candles, ---the lii',di jieaks for fnendn, -those things 
have come 1)^ t \Voen me and the past. Bin \oii are light; 
wo had better not 1 ilk any more. J hear old LVdi'rigo 
coming up the siau . (lood night, Lady Kitty—good 
night!' 

He opened the dooi. She passed liiin, and to her own 
intense annoyance, a hiincli of pale roses she carried at 
her belt hiushed against (lie doorway, f-o that one broke 
and fell. She turned to pick it up, hut it was alreid^ in 
Cliffe’s hand. She held out Ik is, ilirtiateningly. 

‘I tliink not.’ Ho pul it in his pocket. ‘ Heie is 
Eederigo. Good-night ’ 

It was quite daik wlion Kilty reached Jiomc. She 
groped her way upstaiis, and opened tlin door nf cho 
salon. So weary was she th.it she -ii ippul into the 
first chair, not seeing .at fir^-t anyone is in the 

room. Then slie caught sight ot .i blown p.ioer parcel, 
apparently just unfastened, on tiie tal*' ■, ami %.ithin it 
three hooks, of simiia.’ shape and size. A movement 
startled lior. 

‘ William'' 

Ashe robo slowly from llic det p cb.m in which he had 
been Bitung. lbs aspect seemcii in iior terrified eyes 
utterly and whoMv changed. In Ins liand lie held a book 
like those on the table, pnd a pripei-cutter. His face 
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expltessed the remote abstraction of a man who has been 
wrestling his way through some hard contest of the mind. 

She ran to him. She wound licr arms round him. 

* William, William! T didn’t mean any harm ’—I 
didn’t! Oh! I have been hO nu'^ifrable ■ I tried to stop 
it —I did all I could. I have haidly slept at all—sinco 
we talked—you lenieiiiborOli, \\ illiam, look at mo !— 
Don’t be angry with me ' —’ 

Aslio disengaged liiiriself 

‘I have asked Jllancho in pnek for nio lo-night, Kitty. 
I go homo by the eail) trnm io-iiionn\\- ’ 

‘ Home * ’ 

She stood petiificd, thf’ii a light il.i-,hed into her face. 

You'll buy it all up’’ Vou'll slop n, William 

Aslic drew Inmsclf togeihci’. 

‘I am going home,’lie' iiid, with ^low floeision, to 
place my rosignalion in the iiaiids oi laird rarliam.’ 
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CHAPTER XXI 

Kitty foil h;iclc in siI'Mico, st.inufif jtt William. Sho 
looscnod ho’ rnanilo and llu'cw iL olT, thon slio. fiafc down 
m a chair near tlic ood Ino, and bent over it shivering. 

‘ Of course \ou i-idn’t moan that, William'^ ’ she said, 
at Iasi 

Ashe tinned. 

‘ [ should not have s.iid it, unJess T had meant every 
woid of il. It IS of course the only thing to he done ’ 

Kitt\ loobed at him miser,‘i,bl\ ‘ Jhii you ctin t mean 

that th.it you’ll le'-ign Jieoauso of that ))ooK ’ 

Rh(' ])nlled it lowaids nor and tinned o\er tlio pages 
with a luuul that ti'ernhled ‘ Tliat would be too foolish ! * 

Ashe made no reply. Flo was standing before the 
Ih'', with his hands in his iiockols, and a face half absent 
half iinmoal, ns t'umgh his mind followed the sequences 
of a f<‘ii distant fie-uve. 

‘ William ' ’--she caugld the Icove of 1 . coat with a 
little cry,- ‘ I wroi.e that hook iK'caiisr 1 lh'.)U,;ht it w'ould 
help you.' 

Ills atteniion came back to hi*’’. 

‘ Yes, Kitty, J holiovi' you did ’ 

She gulped down a soh. His tone wtis so odd, 60 
reimite. 

‘ i\lan> people Jiave done such things. 1 know they 
have Why- liy it was only meant - as a skit—to make 
people laugh' Thoie’s no harm in it, William.’ • 
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A^he without speaking took up the book, and looked 
back at certain pages, which he seemed to have marked. 
Kitty's feeling as she ■watched him was the foelmg of the 
condemned culprit, held dumb and sLvangled in the grip 
of his owm sense of Justice, and yet passionately conscious 
how much more he could Siay for Imnscll' than anybody 
is ever likely to say for luni 

‘When did you have the first idea of tins hook, 
Kitty ? ’ 

‘ About a year ago,’ she s'ud in a low voice. 

‘ In October—At Jl.iggai t ‘ 

Kitty noddeil. 

Ashe tliought. Ifei’iidmission took him hack to the 
autumn weeks ;it IIag;ait, nftor the (ilit’l'o eiu,is, and the 
rearrangetnent of the .Mmi>,.iy in the Jul) of ihat jeai. 
He well lemeinbcml tliat those wot'ks hail Ik'Oii wi-eks 
of special liappiness for both (W’ ila in. Al’.erwards, tlio 
wuntiT had hi ought many lenewed <jiial:iK jnid vesations. 
But, in that ^leiiod, belwiMii tlu' sloims of the, session 
and Kit'y’s ('M*apados in the hiiiUmg Held, memory re¬ 
called a tender melting tune, a tmii* neh in inddeii and 
exquisite hourN, when -with Kitty on his In easy li]) to hp, 
and heart to heait, be bad ic'aped, a^ U si'emed to him, the 
fiuifs of that indiilgf nc , winch, as lie knew. Ins rnotbci 
scorned. And, at tli.M, very momeiu, behind lus baek. 
out of his sight, she bad b'gun lit alioeions ilnng 

lie looked at her again, tlie eitti'i ne-,s almost at his 
lips. almost heyoml his control. 

‘I wish 1 knew what could .ia\o lici'o your possible 
object in writing it ’’ ’ 

She sat up and confionted him. The colour llained 
back again into her pale chei'ks. 

‘You know I told you--when wc had li;*. t.ilk m 
London—that I wanted to write i liiougtu. it would bo 
good for mo--would take ni\^ Ibougiits oil—will, what 
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had happened. And I began to write this—and it amustjd 
me to find I could do it—and I suppose I got carried 
away. I loved describing you, and glorifying you— 
and I loved making caricatures of Lady Parham—and 
all the peijplc I hated. I used to work at it whenever 
you weic away—or I was dull and there was nothing 
to do. 

' Did it. never occur to \ou,’ Sfiid Ashe interrupting— 
‘ that it might got you—got us both, into tiouhle, and that 
you ought to tell me '' ’ 

Slie wavered. 

‘No*'—she S!wd t last. ‘ I nov( i did inern to toll 
you, wlulo T was wiu. .g it. You know 1 don’t tell lies, 
AVilliain! Tbo real f.ie.t is T wms ufiaid you’d stop it’ 

‘ (rood (lOd ' ' lie ihiew ii]) Ins hands with a sound 
of ama?!oraoni, then tluust ibean a^ain into his pockets 
and began to ]\ico ii]) and doni'' 

‘But tlion ’—di(' icsi.nied—‘ 1 ihought you’d soon got 
over It, and tliat it Wii« hinny,- and oao, lyljody Avould 
laugh—-and >ou’d laugh - and llieLo would he an end 
of it ’ 

Ho turned and slai od at lu j . ‘ Ih-ankl}, Kitty'—1 don’t 
understand wdiat joii can bo made of! Yon imagined 
that that sketch of fjOi’d I’aiham’—Iv' struck the open 
page—‘ a sketch wii’.ten liy 'iiiy n.i/c, desv i loing my official 
chier -when lie wa^ my guesr - ■•'dcr ”n roof— 

with all sorts of d( taiis of tlie most mtiinatL. ami offensive 
kind - mocking his ■'}>eecli—his inannoi . - Jiis litolc per¬ 
sonal way.'- eliaiging Imn with lieing the corrupt tool 
of Jj'idy i’arbain, disloy.il to his col](',j,gucs, a man not to 
be tiusiod,—and jiisiifying all thi- by a sort, of evidence, 
that you could only have got a- niv wife and Lord 
Pai ham's hostess . you actii.illy suppo ,od that you could 
write and j ml dish / hdtl —w'ithout in the first place its being 
plain to every Torn, Dick, and Hairy that you had written 
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itf—and in the next, ■without making it impossible for your 
husband to remain a colleague of the man you had treated 
in such a way ? Kitty'—you am not a stupid woman! 
Do you really mean to say ih.it you could wiite and ‘ 
publish this book 'wiLliout knoivuuj that you were doing 
a wrong action? -*winch, so far from siuTing ino, could 
only damage my career ii-rc'par.ibly'' Did nothing - did 
no one, warn }oir^--if 30U were di'ternhtnMl to keep such 
XI secret from ^'oui luisli.ind wliom it most eonceined ? ’ 

lie had come to .'.(and beside Jjor, botii hands on tlio 
back of a cli ur,—stooping fonviid to empJi.isisi* his 
■words,--the lines of ])i.-> inio face and noble brow con¬ 
tracted by angel’ ,md psim 

‘^Ir Daiiell wanud nif'/—.aiil K'ltiv in a low voice, 
as thoiigli tiuise iMpcii'UiS e\es eoinjudled ilic iiuUl from 
licr,—•' hut of coui^c I tlidn t liehove liim ’ 

‘Daricll ' ’ eiie'l A he mama i uu nt,- ‘ Dan ell’ Vou 
contided in liim ' ’ 

‘i told Inm .sJl ahon; it. Jtwasiicwho took ib to a 
puhlishei 

‘Ifound’’ said Aslie, betuemi lii; U'clh. * So tliat 
■was Ins le'voiigc.’ 

‘Oil, yon needn't blame him ti-o much,’ said Kitty 
pioiidh, not imdf'rst.imhng tlie I'un.uk. ‘Jle wrote to 
me not Jong ago to say u wais hoiiiblv uinvisf, and lliat 
ho washed Ills Jiaiitls of il.’ 

‘Aye—W’lien he’d doin' tlio -''cdWlieii did you 
sho'W it Imn ? ' said Aslio impetiio..-!)'. 

‘ At Haggart—in August.' 

* Et tiL Brute f ’—said Aslio lininng awaj ‘Well, 
that’s done with. Kow' the onl} thing to do is to face the 
music. [ go home. Whatever can he done to witlidraw' 
the book from circulation, I shall of ('onrsc do ; hut f 
gather from this precious lette’^'’ i'lc JuJ.i n]) the note 
which had been enclosed in the paiccl,—‘that some 
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thbuBands of copies have already been ordered by the fesV 

sellers, and a few distributed to ‘persons in high plaoes^'^ 

‘William,’ she said, in despair, catching his arm' 
again,—‘ listen. I otftu’ed tlie man two hundred pounds 
only yesterday to stop it.’ 

Ashe laughed. 

‘ What did he reply ? ’ 

‘lie said it was mijiossihlc. Fift}' copies had been 
already issued.’ 

‘ The review copies no doubt. By nc\t week there 
will bo 1 she lid say tiv(‘ thousand in the -hops. Your 
man understands hi business, Kitty. This is the kind 
of putt jireliinin.iiy lii has been scattering about.’ 

And -NMth biiiukhng eyes he handed to her a printed 
slip containing an outline of tlie book for the information 
of the bookselleis. 


It drew attention to the extiaoidinary interest of the 
production, as a painting of the upper class by the hand 
of one lielonging to its inmost ciride. ‘J’coplc of the 
highest social and jiohtical importance ^^ill be recognised 
at once • tlie wiiter liandh Cahinot Ministeis and their 


wivc'i with (Mpial fiecdorn, and witii a touch betraying 
the closest aiui most intimate knowledge Details hitliorto 
(juite unknown to the piildic of mimsteiial combinalions 
and intrigues,—esuccially of the fe;.,j'nn( inliueuces 
involved will he lound heie in .heir lighU ' and most 
amusing torm A certain fainu’'. Fancy j 3 all will be 
iderililiod without ditliculty. Scathing as sun '3 of the 
poitraiti are, the wmer is by no means merely cynical. 
The central figure of tlie book is a young and rising 
statesman, whose aim and hop-s arc touched with a 
loving hand,--the charm of trie poitrait being only 
equalled by the venom with which the writer assails 
those wdio have divvarted or injured his hero. But our 
advice is simply—“ Buy and Read' ” Conjecture will riin, 
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about the writer. All wo can say is that the most 
romantic or interesting surmise that can possibly be 
formed will fall far short of the reality - 

‘ The beast is a shrewd licast •' said Ashe as he raised 
himself from the stooping position in wlneli ho Jiad been 
following the sentences over Kitty’s shoulder. ‘ Tie 
knows that the public will ruf>}i for Ins wares' flow 
much money did he offer }Ou, Kitty’’ ’ 

He tinned sliarply on lus heel, to wait for her 
reply. 

‘A bundled pounds,'— said Kity .ilirost in.tudihly — 
‘and a Innidred more if h\(' ihousatui sold ’ She had 
returned again to liei eroiiv. Knig attitude over tlio lire. 

' Generous f —ij]>on my word ! saul Aslu*, seoi 11 fully 
turning over the two thick leaved loo.'.cly-pnnicti .Mtidie 
volumes. ‘A guinea to the puldic. I sujiposo,-litu.en 
shillings to the tr.ule Dar ell didn’t exacth atlMse. \im 
to advantage Kitl \ 

Kitty kept sileuee. TJu. saiciistic violence of liic tone 
fell on lier like a blow. She ^el‘lll(‘d to sltiink together, 
wdiile Ashe resunied his walk to ami fio. 

Presently, howevei, she looked up, to ask 111 a voice 
that tried lor stoadiiios.s-- 


‘ What, do }ou iiKian to do---e':.t,ctl\ - William? ' 

‘ I shall of course buy up all I can , I sliali employ 
some lawyer fellow, and apjieal to the good ftH'ljiig;^ of 
the newspapers There wnll he 10 trouble with the 
respectable ones Put some cojhos will got out, and .some 
of the Oppositii)n newspapers w d make cn.])jtal out 
of' them* Naturally !—they’d bo piecious fools if they 
didn’t.’ 

A momentary hojje sprang up in Kitty. 

‘But if you buy it up—and stop all tlu'papo-s that 
matter,'—she faltered,—‘why should jouiesign, VVilium’/ 
There won’t be—such great harm done.’ 
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For answer, lie opened the book, and without spealking 
pointed to two passages,—the first, an account full of point 
and malice of the negotiations between himself and liord 
Parham at the time when lie entered the Cabinet, the 
conditions he liirnself had made, and the confidential 
comments of the Piemier on the men and affairs of the * 
niomenl.— 

‘ Do viiu renieniber the night when T told you those 
things, KiLly ? ’ 

Yes, KiLty i-i'rneinhen'd well. iL was a night of 
intimah.- i.-Ik between man and Nsifi', a night when she 
had sliowii linn i n- sweetest tenderest mood, and he— 
inconigible ojitm, it'—liad peisiiaded liiinself that she 
was glowing as wise as she w'as loM;ly. 

Her lip trembled. Tiien lie jioiiiti d to the second,— 
to the pitiless picturi' of Loid JV.,rJiam at llaggait. 

‘ You wrote tliat- - when liu was iind(‘r our roof — tliure, 
by our pressing mvilalioii ' You couldn’t have w'littcu 
it-unless In* had so ])ut himself in \oui jiow'er. A 
W'aiideiiMg Arab, Ivitty, will do no haiiii to the man wdio 
has eaten and di unk in hi.s Lent' ’ 

Hlie looked up, and as she lead Ins face, she under¬ 
stood at last how wdiat she had doii'i lind outraged in 
him all the natural and all t'ue inheiited instincts of a 
generous and fii^-iidious iiatine. Ih ■ 'gieit gentleman,' 
so strong in him as in all the ‘ ‘’st of Ihi^, -.h statesmen, 
wlictlior they spring from the i hisses oi the masses, was 
up in arms. 

She spiang to her feet wdth a ei’v. ‘ William, you can't 
give up politics’ It w’ould mak-- }Ou miserable.’ 

‘ That ciin’t he lielped. Ai' IT couldn't go on like this, 
Kitlv,—even if tliis affair of the book oould he patched up. 
The strain’s too great.’ 

They weie hut a yard apart, and yet she seemed to bo 
looking at him across a gulf. 
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* You Save been so happy in your work I' This time/ 
irhe sob escaped her. 

‘ Oh don't let’s talk about lliat,’ he said abruptly, as 
ho walked away. ‘ Tlicrc’ll Ihj a certain relief in giving 
up the impossii)le. I’ll go l)ack io rny books. We can 
travel I suppose, afid put ])olitics out of oui lioads.’ 

'But— you won’t resign your 

' No,’—ho said, after a pause, ‘ No. As far as T can see 
at present, I sha'n’t resign niy seat, though ni}'" consti¬ 
tuents of coir.so will he t*'iy sick. But 1 doulit whether 
I shall stand ag.iin ’ 

Eveiy phv.ase fell as lliough wnth a thud on Kitty’s 
ear. It was the ivieeb of a man’s life, and she had 
done it. 

‘Shall you—shall 5011 go and see Loid r.uh.ain*^' 
she asked, uftc’ a pause. 

‘ I sh.all write to him first. J im.igmo’— ho jioinled to 
the letter lemgon tlu' l.ibli’ - ‘ tiiat eu-atnio has .iheady 
sent him the book, 'i'b si later I d.ne say 1 shall see 
him.' 

She looked up. 

‘If I wrote and told him it was all ni} doing, 
William?—if I grovelled to bimV 

‘ The rosponsiliilily i ^ miiK*,’ lie said stonily. ‘ I had 
no business to tell ei^m\ou the ilungi jiiinted ibeic. 1 
told them at my own iisk If anytliing 1 say h.as any 
weight with you, Kilty, you will ’..ite notlimg.’ 

She spread out her hands to (lie tiro again, and he 
heard her say, as though to lierser 

‘The thing is—the awful thing ir, tli.it I’m mad—I 
must be mad. I never tliougiit of all this wdicii 1 w'as 
^v^itmg it. I wrote it in a kind of dream. In the tirst 
place I wanted to glorify you —’ 

He broke into an exclamation. 

‘Your taUCf Kitty! —where was your taste? That a 

E E 





''cmfe should praise a husband in public I You ^Id 
fmake us both laughing-stocks.’ ' "- f- ; 

His handsome features quivered a little. He felt thig" 
part of it the most galling, the most humiliating of all; 
and she understood. Tn his eyes she ^ad shown herself 
not only reckless and treacherous, but indelicate, vulgar, 
capable of liesmirching the most sacred and intimate of 
relations. 

She rose from her seat. 

‘I must 40 and take my things oIT.' she said, in 'a 
vague voice, and as she moved she iotitereti a little. He 
turned to look at In . Amid his ovn cruslung sense of' 
defeat and catastropne, his natuial and righteous indigna¬ 
tion, he reuK'mhei etl that she had been ill, —he remembered 
their child. But wliether fiom the excitement, first of the 


meeting in the Vercelli jialace, and now of this scene,—or 
merelv from the heat of the tire over wliich she had been 
hanging, her che(;ks wore flushed, her eyes blazed, tier 
beauty had iievtjr lieon iimhc evident; hut it made little 
appeal to him , it was the wild iingovurnablc b(;aiity from 
wdiich he had sulteied. ife saw’^ that she was excited, 
but there wms an air also of returning physical vigour; and 
the nascent feeling whicli might have been strengthened 
by pallor and prosMation died av,a,y. 

Kitty moved as though to [•.".ss him and go to her 
room which opened out of tiie .sab -1 But .as she neared 
him she suddenly caught him by 'Jie arm 

‘William!—Willi, m ! don't do it'---don’t resign I 
Let me apologise ! ’ ' 

Ho was angered by her peisistcnce, and merely 
coldly— 

‘ I have given j-ou my reasons, Kitty, wdiy such a course -; 
is impossible.’ 

‘ And—and you start to-morrow morning ? ’ , 

‘ By the early train. Please let me go, Kitty. T^eref" 
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%^i ;iajany things,to arrange. ImugtWder the gondola, 
/and see if the people here can cash me a cheque.’ 

;7 .'-You mean—to leave me alone?’ The words had a 
'curious emphasis. 

had a few iivords with Miss Frencli before you 
came in. The packet arrived by the evening post, and 
seeing that it was books—for you—[ opened it. After 
about an hour,’—ho turned and walked aw.iy again, —‘ I 
saw my bearings. Then 1 called Miss French, told her 1 
should have to go to-inoi I’ow, and asked her liow long 
she could stay with you ' 

‘William * ’ cried Kittj again, b'aiiing lieavily on the 
' table beside lior,—‘ don’L go '—don't leave me ! ’ 

His face daikeued 

‘ So you wouUl prevent me from taking the only 
honourable, the only decent way out of this thing tliat 
remains to me ? ’ 

She made no imniodiaio reply She stood,— wrapped 
apparently in ^laiuful ah*^!!action, -a creature lovely and 
distraught The iiiasses of her fair haii loosened hy the 
breeze on the Canal had fallen about lier chi'eks and 
shoulders; her bl.ick hat framed the wdiite brow and 
large fcveiish eyes ; and the sable cape she ba<l worn in 
the gondola had slipped down over the thin sloping 
slioulders revealing the young figuio and the slender 
waist. She might have been .i child of sevenloen, 
grieving over the death of lioi gold‘ tich 

Ashe gathered together his olli lal letters and papers, 
^found his cheque-book and began to wnite While he 
wrote he explained that Miss Frencli could keep her 
company at least another fortnigh.t, that he could leave 
Aidfeh them four or five circular notes for imi'jediato ex- 

n 

and would send moio from Loiiio Jucctly ho 

fVi^ved. 

In the middle of his directions Kitty once more 

V *<.. 1- - ■ E E a 
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/ appealed to him in a passionate muffled voice Uot tO; 
This time ho lost his temper, and without answering her 
he hastily left the room to arrange liis packing with h|^ 
valet. 


When ho loturnod to Die salon Kitty was not there. 
He and !MibS Krench—who knew only that something 
tragic had happened in which Kitty was concerned—kept 
up a fragmentary conversation till dinner was announced 
and Kitty oMored. She had evidently licen weeping, but 
with po^^dor and rouge she had ti’ied to conceal the 
traces of her tears; id at dinner shi sat silent liardly 
answering when ^fargarct Frencli spoke to hoi. 

After dinner Aslie went out with his cigar towaids the 
Piazza. He was in a smarting dazed stale, beginning 
however to realise the blow more I ban lie had done at first. 
He believed that Pailiam liimself v.oiild not ho at all soiry 
to be lid of liini He and his friends formed a powerful 
group both in the Cahiin't and out of it. Ihit they were 
forcing tlic pace, and the oleme *ts of losistance and re¬ 
action wore stiong. lie pictured thcdismay of his fiionds, 
the possible breakdown of tlio reforming party. Of 
course they might so stand by Inm, -and the suppression 
of the hook miglit bo so coinphto, - 

At this moment lie caught s aht ot a lun-spaper con¬ 
tents bill, displayed at the dooi .-'t the oi)l\ ..hop m the 
Piazza wliich sold Knghsh newsp iper.s. One of the lines 
ran ‘Anonymous attack on tho Promun-.' He started, 
went in and bought the paper. There, in the ‘ London 
Topics ’ column was the following paragraph : 

‘A string of extracts fron a forthcoming book, 
accompanied by a somewhat starthug publisher's state¬ 
ment, has latf^ly been sent round to the Press. We are' 
asked not to prii.t, them before the day of publication, but ‘ 
-they have alleaJy roused much attention, if not exoite-* 
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They certainly contain a very gross attack on the’ 
, Prime Minister, based apparently on first-hand informa¬ 
tion, and involving indiscretions personal and political of 
an unusually serious character. The wife of a Cabinet 
Minister is freely named as the wnLor, and even if no 
violation of Cabiftet secrecy is concerned, it is clear that 
the book outrages tJie confidential lolations winch ought 
to subsist between a Pi eijiiei and liis colleagues, if Govern¬ 
ment on OLir English system is to bo satisfactorily carried 
on. The stalemeiits it makes amlIi v.yo\y aiipoiraiice of 
authority both as to tlic relations betv.Leii Lord Pvorham 
and some tf the most in.])orhint itiomhcrs of his Cahinot, 
and as to the Premier's intontions with regaid to one or 
two of the most vita) ((uestions now before the country, 
are calculated soiiously to embarrass the CloYoimnent. 
Wo fear tlie book 'vill liavc a veritable swera do sea ml ale.' 

‘That lello^^ at least has done his best lo kick the 
ball, damn him! ’ thonglit Ashe, wiLli contempt, as ho 
thrust the paper into Ins pockid 

It was no more thai- he expectcsl, but it put an end to 
all thoughts of a mor's hopeful kind, fie walked uj) and 
down the Piazza smoking, till midnight, counting tlio 
hours till he could reach London, iunl revolving the phrases 
of a telegram to he sent to his solicitor before starting. 

Kitty made no sign or sound when ho enhned her 
room. Ilei fair head was tinned avay fiom him, and all 
was dark, lie could hardly hcl. vo tliat she vusa&lecp; 
but it was a relief to him to accept lun- pn umce of it, 
and to escape all fiuther conver atioii. lie himself slept 
but little. The uici’c iirofundity of the Venetian silence 
teased him; it reminded liiiu how far he was from 
home. 


Two images pursued him,—of Kitty v, lit.ng the, book, 
while he was away cloclioncering, or toiling -Oo his 
uew ofiico, —and then, of his returns to Ilaggarl—tired or 
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4 nto his arms, her sparkling face on his breast.— 

Or again, he conjured up the scene when the 'MS/ 
had been shown to Darrell,—his pretence of disapprovals. 
his sham warnings, and the smile on his sallow face, 
as he walked off with it. Ashe lofked back to the 
early days of his friendship with Darrell; when he, Ashe,’ 
was one of tlie leaders of Eton, popular with the masters 
in s’j^ito of his incorngible idleness, and popular with the ' 
boys because of his bodily prowess, and Darrell had 
been a biuall, sickly, bullied colleger. Scene after scene 
recurred to him , from their later relations at Oxford also. 
There was a kind of 0 liberation in the way in which he 
forced hib thoughts into this channel; it made an outlet 
for a tierce bilterness of spirit, uhicli some imperious 
instinct foibade liim to spend on Kitty. 

Tie dozed in the later houis of the night, and was 
roused by something touching his hand which lay outside 
the hed-clotlics Again the little head'—and the soft 
curls. Kitty was there, ciouched beside bun,--weeping. 
There flashed into his mind an image of the night in 
London when she had come to him thus; and un¬ 
welcome as the whole rcmembranco w^as, he was 
conscious of a sudden swelling wave of pity and 
passion. What if he sprang up, cae.ht lior in his 
arms, forgave lier, and bade the uoild go haii" ' 

No ' The impulse passed and in his turn tie feigned 
sleep. The thought of her long dr'ceit, of iho selfish 
wilfulness wheiewdlh she had requited deep love and^; 
easy trust, was too much; it seared liis heart. Anff ^ 
there was another and a subtler influence. To have 
forgiven so easily would have seemed treachery to those 
high am bilious and ideals from which --as ho thOUj^ht,,, 
only too certain]'),—she had now cut him off. It’ 
part of his surviving youth that the catastrophe Seenqed^ 



% ^ him''* so absolute/ Any thought of the fresh efforliS' 
Whiteh would be necessary foi the rpconquering of his 
position, was no less sickening to him, than that of the 
imniediate discomfoits and huimlntions to be nndoigono- 
He would go back to books md irnusi me.nt , ind in tho 
idling of the fut^io thdc would Ik plont} ot time for 
love making 

In the moimng, when ill pupiritirns wok niide, 
the gondolu is w iiting Ik lov , VsIh tdi^inn '.tnt, and 
the ciicuJ n iio'ci lmid(d ovd to ug Kt I Kiuli who 
had disci or tl) hit tin loom, \\ ilium qipioiclnd Ins 
wife. 

'Cool Inc I'Slid ind gu imn liu hind, with 

a stiangc li'ok and snnh 

Aslit howovu, di( V hei to him iijd kissi I h r,— 
against Ik 1 will ‘ 111 do n\ Ik * Kitt\ ’ Ik sud m a 
would bf choci) \oi(.i , to pull us (In nigh Pulnps — 

I don’t know ’ t nnga nn^ t iin out In th i tiun T think 
Goodin'' Tlkl CIH t>f ^(MlStlf 111 Wllt( of lOUlSO 
Don t Innij' homi on 11 w ml a foitni lil oi thuo 
weeks ^ (t 

Kitt^ ‘3 11(1 not i woid, ind in u othfi lumiilL he was 
goue rhi Itil III s( 1 lilt longi gilcd Ik low st tho 
watoi-^itc 1 nt Imgliiiig \ inodfili s ifu i the h' id- 
somo good tcm7>oK d lln^^lishnu i wliom ilit \ hkid md 
regretted, thegondcdi ino\(dol' Ivitu lu nd tin 2d ish 
of the waki lint shi lu Id hick oin tn window 

Half-wuy to tlic licnd ol lu^ ( mil hijond tho 
Acoademia, \shc tinned irul a long look it the 

i>alcony. No one ^ as thcie Hul put as tlie gondola 
was passing out of sight, Kitt\ slijijK 1 c n to the balcony. 
She could see onh the tigiue of Pit 10 th< m 1 dif r, ind 
in another second the boat was goiK tdi si i^td there 
for many minutes, clinging to the balustiade, and stanng, 
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as it seemed, at the sparkle of autumnal .sun whij&li 
; danced on the green water, and on the red palace to her 
right. 


All the morning, Kitty on her sofa protended to write 
letters. Margaret Krench, orkiiig oi’reading behind her, 
knew that slio scarcely got- through a single note, that 
her pen l.iy idle on tlio papu’, while Iku- eyes absently 
watched the windows on the other side of the 

Canal. Mis-, l^'rench was (jiiite certain tliat some tragic 
cause- of ditieicneo beiw eon the husband .nd wife had 
arisen. Kit'y, the in ’isoreot, bad fur otic(3 kept her own 
counsel ohout the bool, and .Vihe had wiih Ins owmhands 
packed aw ay the volumes which had ariived the night 
before ; so that she could oidy guess , and from that deli¬ 
cacy of feeling restrained lu'r as much as possible. 

Once or tw'icc Killy seemed on the ])oiiit of un- 
burdomiig hor.self. Then oveimastoring tears would 
threaten; she would bres-k oil’ aiirl begin to wiite. At 
luncheon her look alarmeil Miss Kronch, so wliile was 
the little iacc, so large and restless the cyiiS. Ought 
Mr. Ashe to have Icfi her, and left her apparently in 
anger‘d No doiild he thought her much hotter. But 
Maigaiet lememheied tlie worst days of her illness, the 
anxious looks of tlwj doctois, and tliu anguish that Kitty 
had siill’eied m the fust wrecks -if'er hei cln d’s death. 
She seemed iio''v indeed to liave torgotien iutie Harry, 
so far as outward expression went, but wlio could tell 
what was passing in her strange ui.sta'ble mind? And ," 
it often seemed lo Margaret that the bigns of the past 
summer w^ere stamped on her iii lelibiy, for those who 
had ej^es to see. 

Was it the p*/-ception of this pity beside her that 
drove Kitty to suhtude and llight*^ At any rate she 
said after luncheon that she vrould go lo Madame- 
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and did not ask Miss, Firenchi to 'accompany 

• her.’ 


She set out accordingly, with tho two gondoliers. 
But she had baidly passed the Accadcinia, beforo she bid 
her men take a cross cub to the Giiidecca. On these 
* wide w<aters, witli their fi-csher air ami fuller sunshine, a 
certain physical comfort seemed to hreathe upon hci. 

‘Piero!—it is not tough. Can wo go to the Lulo?’ 
she asked the gondolioi hcliind licr. 

Piero, who w'as all smih s aiul complai^nnoo, as well 
he mi gilt be with a lady who scatteied utc as ficelyas 
Kitty did, tiuiicd ttio boat at once for tlia< channel ‘Del 
Orfano' wdieio tho Ijoncs of the vanqui-ilied dead lie dfop 
amid tlie ooj^c 

They pa^^od Sau Cioigio, and were soon among i,lie 
piles and sandlianks (f the lagoon. Kilty sat in a dream 
which blotted (lie sunsluno fiom ilio water U bcenied 
to her that she was a dead creature, iloating ni a dead 
world. William li.id ceasc'd to lovehoi. Slie iiail wlocked 
his careei, and dostlOycd her own liappmcss. Her child 
had been taken fjoin hoi ludy Tiaumoiv’s ali'ection 
had been long since alienated. Her own niothor was 
nothing to her, and her Inciids in society, like ^Minlelcine 
Alcofc, would only laugh ami gloat over the scandal of the 
'bool:. 

No,—evciything w’.X'^ finished ! As he. lingei s hanging 
over the side of the gondola felt tlie Ditch of the watei’, 
her morbid fancy, incredibly (jiiick and Jreoii, fancied 
herself drowmed, or poisoned,—l}iiig somehow white and 
cold, on a bed where Willinin niiglit see and forgive her. 

Then with a start of memoi} w^hicli brought tho blood 
rushing to her face, she thought of Cliite standing liesido 
the door of the gieat hall in tho Vercelli pa!;u"e,—site 
seemed to be loo).mg again into those deep expros >1 \ e eyes, 
held by the irony and the passion with which they were 
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‘ it merely part of the man’s nature, as in^epara|ii^; 

' as flame from the volcano? If William had cast her o4'^' 
was there still one man—wild and bad indeed, like hers^,, 
but poet and hero nevertheless,—who loved her? 

She did not much believe it; Uuii still the possibility 
of it lured her, like some dark gulf that promised' her 
oblivion from this pain,—pain whicli tortured one "so^ 
impatient o£ distress, so hungry for pleasure and praise. 


In those days the Lido was still a noble and solitary 
shore, without the degra<latioris of to-day. 

Kitty walked f.i .t and furiously across the sandy road, ' 
and over the shingles, turning, when she reached the- 
firm sand, southward, towards jMalarnocco. It was-' 
between four and live, and the autumn afternoon was 
fast declining A fresli breeze was on the sea, and the' 
sliort waves, intensely blue under a wide clear heaven, , 
broke in dazzling foam on the red-brown sand. 

She soeiiied to he alone between sea and sky, save 
for two llguics approaching from tlie south, a fisher-boy 
with a shruiipiiig-iiGt, and a man walking baie-lioad$d. 
She noticed them idly. A mirage of sun was between" 
her and them, and the agony of remorse and despair 
which held her blunted all perceptior ,. 

Thus it was that not till sIjc was closi ■ poii him did 
her dazzled sight lecoguisc Goo.'frey Cliffb - 

He saw her first, and stopped in leotionles;. astonish-, 
ment, on the edge of the sand. She almost ran . 

him, -lyhen his voice arrested her. '' ' 

‘ Lady Kitty 1 ’ 

,3he put her hand to lier breast, wavered, anducamh-^, 
a standstill. He saw a little figure in black between’ hjisd’ 
and those ‘ goi geous towers and cloud-capped palaces f ot; 
Alpine snow, which dimly closed in the north; and 
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th^ bat a face even more changed and tragio 

thap that which had haunted him since their meeting of 
the day before. 

* How do you do ’ she said, nipohanic illy, and would 
have passed him But ho stood iii hti path As he staied 

^at her an impulse of iatje i iii tluouj^h hiui icst nting the 
wreck of anj thing so be IIIiiful,—lagc igiinst Vblu,\\ho 
mugt surely be somehow u -.ponsilile 

‘Aren’t you windciing too tii, Ijidj Kilt's ’ His 
voice shook undu thf iistiainr lu pul upon it ‘\ou 
seemtirod—\Li} iiud— uid ^ m uc piiluns luitliei ^ioii» 
your gondoLi than "vou (luni 
‘ 1 am not tiud 
He h( sit it( d 

‘Might i w ilk with vou i litih, oi do -sou fubul 
me?' 

She s^ld notlun^ but \\ ilki. t on Ih tumid iiid 
accompiiuid hu (''ni oi two ijui tunstlul lu put 
hei— Had shi loii }> inioiis ^ \Muh hid ^lu left hn 
gondola^ iLiuinud uniiisvtud 11 sudiid hn fice, 
and at last he Ind i s^iong Innd upon lu i inn 

‘Sit down \ou ait not lit foi xiu inoii wilking 
He drew hci tow «mIs sonu lo^stf dnflwood on the 
uppei sand, mil die ink diwii upon uicin IB found 
a place bcsidt lu 

* vVhit la the nnttii witli vou ? hf iid iibiiiptlj, 

with a haish luthoiitv ^ ou no in ioiil)lf 

A tienioi shook lui is ot tlu p lui wliofal on 

hig limbs the fiist touch of tlu htti i 

^Ko, no’’ she snd, ti'^ing to use it is nothing 
I—I didn’t know it w is •sO fai I must ^jo borne 
HiS baud held hei 
‘ Eitty 1 ’ 

‘Yes.’ Hei voice w is scaicel\ and bL 

‘Tell me whathuits jou > Tell me wh^ >ou aie hi n , 
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alone, with a face like that! Don’t be attraid'of-'jog^l 

Could 1 lift a finger to harm a mother that hae lost her 
child? Give me your hands.’ He gathered both-hers 
into the warm shelter of liis own. ‘ Ijook at me-—tilist 


xiio I My lieart Jjas giovvn, Kitty, since you knew me 
last. Tt lias lakcn into itself so Vnany griefs—so many' 
deaths. Tell me your giiefs, jioor cliild '—tell me I' 

JIo sioopcd and kissed her liancis, —most tenderly, 
most gravely. 

Tears lUshed into liur eye^ The wild emotions that 
\NCie lu'i lining \,eie loused Ixwond contiol. Bending 
townuls Jnm slie It ^an to pour out. first brokenly, then 
in a torrent, tlic wietched incoherent story, of which the 
more telling, in such an car, iiie.uit now tieachery to 
William, and now ruin for licrsolf. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

On a certain cloiuly afternoon, some tcni d.iys later, a 
fishing-boat with a patchcLl orange Rail niiglit liave been 
seen scudding under a liglifc noi'th-w^'steily hroe/.c tlnougl^ 
the channels which connect the island of f^an I'Vancesco 
with the more easterly stre.eho'; of tlio Venetian bigoon. 
The boat presently neared the shore ol one of the culti¬ 
vated —islands formed out of the silt of many livets hv 
the travail of centuries, some of them still inere sand or 
mud banks, others covered hy i inoyanh and <nnt orchards, 
—which, with the nmrazzi oi sca-\siills of V'cnice sland 
Bontinol between the city and the sea. On llie lido along 
which the boat was coasting, the vintage was long since 
over and tlie fiiht g.itlicied; the last v'llow and pnrjde 
leaves in the orchards, ‘a postiloncc-^ii'ickcm multitude,’ 
Were to-day falling fast to earth, under the sighing im¬ 
portunate wind. Tlio an vuis warm , Xovcmlier was at 
its mildest. But all colour and liglifc were drowned in 
floating mists, and daikness lay over (he distant city. 
It was one of those drear and glios'ly da\s which may 
Well have breathed into tlie soul of 'liclley that superb 
vision of the dead generations of Vcm.e, rising, a phantom 
host, from the bosom of tlie sunset, and sweeping ni ‘a 
rapid masque of death’ over tlie shadowed wateis that 
saw the birth, and may yet furnish the tomb of so vast 
a fame. 

Two persons were in the lioat,—Iviity, wiapped in 
sables, her straying hair held close by a cap of the same 



‘%r,—and GeoflEr'ey dlifife. They itad beefi 
the lagoons all day, in order to escape from 
observers,—first at Torcello, then at San IVancelsoo^*’'* 
now they 'w'ere ostensibly coming home in a wide flWeep" 
along the northern lidi, and mura^ziy that Clifife mightV^ 
show his companion, from near by, the Porto del Lido, 
that exit from the lagoons where the salt lakes grow-into-r- 
the sea. . 

A certain wildness and exaltation, drawn from the 
solitudes abound them and from their Utc-d f6tc, could be - 
read in both the mnii and tlie woman. Oil fife watched his 
companion incossan ly. As ho lay against the side of 
the boat at her feet, he saw her framed in the curving 
sides of the stern, and could read hci changing expressions. 
Not a happy face ’ —that he knew. A face haunted by 
shadows from an uiidcrwoi’ld of thought,-pursuing furies 
of remoisc and fear. Not tlio U'ss did lie triumph that he 
had it tJunc, in his power; nor had the flashes of terror * 
and waveiing will which he discerned, in any way di¬ 
minished its beauty. 

‘ How long have you known—that w'oman ? ’ Kitty 
asked him suddenly, after a pause, lirokcii only by the 
playing of the wind with the sail. 

Cliffe laughed. 

‘The Eicci*^ ’^Vhy do you w lut to kno^v Madame.?' ’ 

She made a couteiiiptiious lip 

‘ I knew her first,' said Clilto, ‘ some years ago in . 
Milan. She w'as thuii at “ La Scala "—walking on-repaid' 
for her good looks. Then somebodj- sent her to ^ 

the Conservatoire, which she only left this spring. ^fThis. 
is h^r first Italian e-rigagerncnt. Tier people are shop-^. 
keepers here,—in the Merceria,—which helped her. 
is as vain as a peacock, and as dangerous, as a pe| 
panther.' . ' 

‘ Dangerous i ’ Kitty’s scorn had passed into, 
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still* the country of the knife/—said 
Clitfej,lightly ,—* and I could still hire a bravo or two—in 

■^jenice-—^if I wanted them.’ 

' -. * 

‘ Poes the Bicci hire them ? ' 

'‘1-Oliffe shrugged his shoulders. 

‘ She’d do it without win king, if it suited her.' Then, 
.^fiiftei? a pause—‘ Do you still wonder ^\'hy I should have 
'dhosen her society ">' 

‘Oh no,’ said Kitty, hastily. ‘ You told me.’ 

‘ As much as a friend cares to know ’ 

She nodded—Hushing, and dro])}H'd the subject. 

■ Clitfe’s mou^Ii still smiled, but Ins eyes studied her 
with a veiled and sinister iiiicnsity. 

‘I have not seen tlie ladv for a week,’ he resumed. 

‘ She .pesters me with notes I promiS('d to go and see 

her in a new play to-nioirow night, but-’ 

‘ Oh ! go ! ’ said Kitty - ‘ by all means go ' ’ 

“ Buy Bias ’’ in luba think not \h ! did you 
see that gleam on the Campanile*^—marvellous! . . . 
Miladi, I have a t|U 08 tion to ask you.’ 

‘ Dites ! ’ said Kitty. 

‘ Did you put me into your book?’ 

‘ Certainly ’ 

‘ What kind of things did }'ou say ? ’ 

‘ The worst 1 could ! ’ 

‘ Ah 1—ITow shall I get a copy ? ’ sf.id Cliffo musing. 
She made no answer, but she wa conscious of a 
suddeu movement—was it of terror? \t the bottom of 
Her SQUl was sho indeed afraid of the niin beside her ? 

"'By the way—’ ho resumed—‘ you piomised to toll 
me-your news of this morning. But }OU haven’t told me 

a" y?ord I ’ 

■* ^ 

' _$he turned away. She had gathered her furs around 
her face was almost hidden by them. 

^ .< >ti]^othing is settled,’ she said, la a cold, reluctant voice. 



■-4Ssf ’■“Tttfi’ marriage , 

e* jA/ ^ ^ ^ ,{* . }*^+t ri^ f ' ^ i > - \**i 

" J ^ < t V J ^ 

* Which means that you won't tell me ^^thin^thiuje ? 
She was silent. Her lip had a proud line- ■<Yhi6h 

j h- 

piqued him. ■ '/ 

‘ You think I am not worthy to know ? ' ~ - --v , 

Her eye gleamed. 

‘ What does it matter to you ^ * « 

‘ Oh, nothing ! T should have l)cen glad to hear that 
all was well, and Ashe’s mind at vest about his prospects.* 

‘ His prospects'' she repeated, witli a scorn which 
stung. ‘ How da?x we in(3nt]on his name licre at all?' 
Oliffe reddened. 

‘ T dare, he said (i.ilmly. 

Kitty looked at lii'i—a quivering defiance in face and 
flame ; th(iR bent few ard— 

‘Would you hke to know-is the best—the 
noblest—the Ijandsomest—the ino.L genetous—the most 
delightful man I liave ever mot*? ’ 

Kach word came out winged and cb.arged with a 
strange intensity of pass’on. 

‘Oo 1s:i'd Cliffo, railing Ins eyelirows—‘do I want 
to know ?' 

Tier look hold him. 

‘ My husliiiTid, William Ashe! ’ 

And she fell liack, flushed and broathleS'’,—like one 


who throws out a r^-bol and challengin'; flag. 

Cliffo was silent a moment, ciiscmi’g her 

‘ Strange * ’ he saul at last. ‘ is only w. m you are 
miserable you are kind. I could wisli you miserable 
.again, chcnc' 

Tone and l(*ok broke into a sombre wildness befpre' 
which she shrank. Her own violence passed away. 0he 
leant over the side of the boat, struggling with tears. 

‘ Then you have your wish,’ was her muffled answer-. 

The three broiixed Venetians, a father and two sons wild 
were w'orking the bragozzo, glanced curiously at the pair. 
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Th^ were pei*suaded that tliesG cliarterers of their boat 
•were lovers flying from observation, and the unknown 
tongue did but stimulate guessing. 

Cliffe raised himself impatiently. 

They were nearing a point wliore the lino of imuazzi 
they had been following—low breakwaters of gi'eat 
strength—swept away from tlioju oulwaidund eastward 
towards a distant opening. On tliu other side of the 
channel was a low' line of shore, broadening inio the 
Lido proper, with its scattoied liouses and clunches, and 
soon lost 111 the mist as it streiched tow.uds the South. 

‘Eeco’--il I’oHo del Lai said Ihe older hoatman, 
pointing far awav, to a lino of dot pm- eolour beneath a 
dark and lowering sky. 

Kitty bent over the sivlo of the boat staling lowards 
the dim spot lie showed her - wlieie w’as ilie moiiLli of tlie 


sea. 

‘Kitty!’—said CblVo's voice beside lier, lioarse and 
hurried,—‘One word, .md 1 loll llicse lollt)W-j lo set their 
helm for Tiicslo. 'J'h is bo.it will L.iri} Li-^ well - and tlie 
wind is w’lth us.’ 

She turned and looked him in tlie '”.iee. 

‘ And then ? ’ 

‘Then? Vve’ll think it out togethci, Ki'.ly-- logothei '’ 
He bent his lips to her liaiul, heniliiig so .is lo conceal 
the action fioni the sailors. Hul she (i'-(wv her hjui'l 
away. 

‘ You and 1’—slio said, fieicely, ould liie of each 
other in a week I ’ 

‘ Have the courage to tiy ! No !—\ou slunild not tno 
of me in a week! I would lind w'liys to keep you niino, 
Kitty,—cradled, and comfoited, and h.oppy.’ 

‘Happy!' Her slight laugh was ilio foibwnost thnig 
‘ Take me out to sea—and drop mo there- Miii a sionc 
roimd my neck. That might be worth doing--porliaps.’ 



Ho sTirvoyod her unmoved. 

‘ Listen, Kitty 1 This kind of thing can't go bn ^olc 

‘ What are you waiting for ?' she said, tauntingt^’w 
‘You ought to have gone last week.' 

‘ I am not going ’—he said, raising himself by a sudden' 
movement—‘ till you come with me ! ’ 

Kitty si ailed, her eyes riveted to his. 

‘ And yet go I will' Not evi'ii you shall stop me, 
Kidy. I’il take the help I’ve gathered, back to those poor 
devils —if I die for it. Jlut yon 11 come with me—youll 
come' ’ 

She drew back, -trembling under an impression she 
strove to conceal. 

‘ If you will talk such madness, I can’t help it,’ she 
saiil, with shoKeiied hn ath. 

‘Yes—you’ll come ! he said, nodding. ‘What have 
you to (in with Ashe, Kitty, any longer? You and ho are 
already divided. You have tiicd life together and what 
hav>! you made of it? V'ou’re not fit for this mincing 
trip]>ing London life—me am 1And as for morals— 
I'll tell you a sitango thing, Kitty.’ Jlehent forward and 
grasped her hiiiuls with a force which liurt—from which 
she could not release herself. ‘ 1 believe--yes, by God,!' 
believe '---that 1 am a Ixdior man than J was before I 
started on this aiKenluie. It’s been b‘o' drinking at last, 
at the very souiv^e t'*’ life—living, not talking about it. One 
bitter night last F(''/ruary, foi ins.-juice, 1 iici^jod a mah— 
one of tho insurgents—who had i.aken to the rnountainEf 
with his wife and children--to cany his wife, a 
woman, over a mountain pass lo the only place 
she could possibly get help and shelter We carried her 
on a litter, six men taking tmns. The cold and the. 
fatigue W'ore such that 1 shudder now when I think of i^. 
Yet at the end i seemed to myself a man re-born. I 
happier tliaii I had ever been in my life. Some .mybt^d 
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yir|£l6* bad ^flowed into me. Among those men and 
'^omep, instead of being the selfish beast T’ve been all 
, these years, I can forget myself. Death seems nothing— 
brotherhood—liberty f—ever)'thing ' And yet ’— 

7 His face relaxed, bocamo ironical, I’eflective. But he 
held the hands cloffe, his grasp of tlieni hidden by the 
folds of fur which hung about her 

‘And yai —I can say to you without a (juahn—put 
this marriage which has already come to nought boliind 
you —and come wiili mo > A'>lu' ci'ainps you. lie blames 
you—you blame yourself. What jnililij has all tliat ? 
It makes you riiisorahle —n wastes life. I accept yolir 
nature,—1 don’t ask you to lie anything else than your¬ 
self—your wild, vain, iiduruhle self! Ashe asks jou to 
put rest!ailit on yourself- !o make painful I'i’foils—to be 
good for Ins sake—the .sake of soincihing outside. T 
say —conic and look at the olcincniiil Hungs,—dcalli ami 
battle—hatred, solitudi', love. 77//'-yV/ s\vc<']i u^-, out of 
ourselves!—no need to .-tine luid cry lor it—into llio 
great curient of the uorld’,-, Ixung—bung us clo.so to tlie 
forces at tlic, looi of l}iings--thc foices v\hic!i creau—and 


destroy. Dip youi heart in th.it stroain, Kiiiy, and feel 
it grow in your breast. Take a nuiNO s dress—-jiut your 
hand m mine—and com.'' 1 can’t jirouuso you luxuries 

or ease. You’ve had eno’'^,h ol those. Come and open 
' another door in the ITcuise of Life ' 'Like starving women 
and hunted children into \oiir amis,— leel wiih them — 
weep with them—look Avith tlicm m' i the face of death ! 
Make friends with nature,—with rock foiests, torrents,— 
wijib night and dawn, which you’\>• never seen, Kitty! 

love you,—they’ll support you—the rough 
people—and the dark forests They’ll draAv nature’s 
glamour round you—theyTl pour her balm into your <-('ul. 
And 1 shall bo with you—beside you!—your giuodian — 
j^ur-lover—your lover, Kitty—till death do us pan.’ 

P F 2 
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Ho looked at her with the smile which \vas his only but 

suflicient beauty; the violent, exciting words flowed in 

her ear, amid the sound of rising waves and the distant 

talk of the fishermen. IIis hand ciushed hers ; his mad, 

. < 

imploring eyes repelled and constrained her. The wild 
hungers and ciiriobitics of lier being'rushcd to meet him i 
she heard the echo of her oirn words to Ashe—‘more 
life—more life ! —even though it lead to pam—and 
agony,—and tears ! ’ 

Tlien she wrenched lierself away—suddenl}^ con¬ 
temptuous 1\ . 

‘Of eouiio that’s all nonsense—romantic nonsense. 
You’ve pel haps foi. itten that I am one of the women 
who don’t stir without tlieir maid.' 

Clilfo’s expression changed, lie thrust liis hands into 
his pockets. 

‘Oh well, if you must liavo a maid.’ lie said diily—' 
'that settles it A maid would he tlie deuce And yet— 

I think I could lind you a llo-sman giil—stiong and 
faithful-’ 

Their eyes mot,—his already full of a liind of owmer- 
ship, lender, confident, hunioroua even,—hers alive with 
passionate auger and resistance. 

"WUhuuta qualiiL!' lepoatcd, in a low voice,— 

‘ without a ijualm ' ]Mon Diet- ’ ’ 

She turned and lookijd to\\rids ihi .\chiiric. 

‘ Wlieie are we f ’ slie said, m m leriouslv'. 

For a gesture of command on Oliffe’s jiaii, unseen by 
her, liad sent the boat eastwaul, spinning before the 
wind. The lagoon W'as no longer tranquil. It was 
covered wuh small waves ; and liie roar of the outer sea, 
though still far off, w'as already m their ears. The niist 
lifting, showed white distant crests of loam on a tumbling 
field of water, and to the north, clulhcd in tempestuous 
purple, the dim shapes of mountains. 
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Kitty raised herself, and beckoned towards the captain 
)f the hragozzo. 

‘ Giuseppe! ’ 

‘ Commanda, Eccollcnza ! ’ 

The man came forward. 

With a voice sharp and clear, she }^avo the order to 
return at once to Veiiic(3. Clirto, watched her, the veins 
on his forehead swelling. She knew that he ilebalcd ^^lth 
himself wdiethcr lie should give a countor-order, oi no. 

‘A Venezia!’ said Kittv, waving her hand towards 
the sailors, her eyes sinning under the tnnglo of her hair. 

The helm was put round, and heiKath a tacking sail, 
the boat swept soutliward. 

With an awk\\ard langii CldTo fell biick into bis seat, 
stretcliiiig his long limbs iu.iM.-s tlie bout, llc'liad sjiokon 
under a strong and genuine impulse. Ifis })!i‘^''ion for li<u’ 
had made enorinous stiidos in these f(n\ ^\ild days beside 
her. And yet llio f.inlasliv; ]ioer's -jeuse I'l spoiulod at a 
touch to tlic iiow .iii])ie-.>)a»n lie shuok off the lioioic 
mood, as I'c had dolled l.is Bosnian cloak. Jn a few 
minutes, though the beigliiened (olour leiiiainefl, bo was 
chatting and l.iiiglnng as though noiliii'g had liappened. 

She, cxhaui.ted pliysic.dly ami nio-. all^ by her conlhct 
With him, hardly spoke on the way home. Lie entertained 
her, watching liei all the time—a hundred speculations 
about her jiassnig tlnougli lus h'ain He iiiiflorstood 
perfectly how the insight \\liich shi' -'ad allowed him into 
her giief and her rcnior.-.e liad hj\)k.'u do\»n tlu; laiiiicis 
between tlieui. Her mcapacuy for uce, ami roucence, 
had undone hci. Was he a \illain to have ta> eii a<h antago 
of it? 

Why? With a strange, ludf-inmeal chMincss lie '.aw 
her, as the obstacle that hlie. was, in Ashe .uf, jud 
career. Por Ashe—supposing ho, Glifle, pcr.siia-ltal her— 



.“there would be no doubt a first shock of '^alh a,ncl piitij,-w‘- 
then? a sense of deliverance.—For her, too, deliverance 
It excited his artist’s sense to think of all the further 
developments through which he might carry that eager,' 
plastic nature There \\ould be a new |Vitty, with new capa¬ 
cities and powers AVasn’t tliat justificanon enough? He 
folthimsell a sculjitoi in the very substance of life, mould¬ 
ing a living ci\Mtui*o afresh, disengaging it from hafsh 
and hindeiing conihtions What was there vile in that? 

The argument puisiie,d it'-df. 

‘ The modern judges for himself—makes Ins own laws, 
as a god, knowuig ■'■ood and evil. No doulit in time a 
new social law amII t iievgo—with new sanctions. Mean¬ 
while Ikui wi‘ me, m a moment of transition, manufac¬ 


turing new’ types, cxi)]oi ing new combinations,—bywhich 
let tliosG w’ho come afti'r, profit' ’ 

Little (lolic.ito, disLinguished thing *—every aspect of 
her, angry or sw'ect, sad or wnlful, delighted his taste and' 
sense Moieo\er, she w’as his deliverance too,—fiom an 
ugly and vulga»’ entanglcmeiiL of w'Inch he was ashamed. 
He shrank impatiently from memories which every now 
ami I hell ])urs>iied him of the liioci’s coai se beauty, and 
exacting ways Kitty had just appeared in Innc ! Hef^t 
himself lehabilitated in his owm eyes. Love may trifle 
ai it pleasi's with what jieoplc call ‘ lii ; 1 nt there are 
certain aislhetic Iniiits not to be r’'ansgressed 

The liicci of course was wild nd thirsting for revenge. 
Let her! Anxieties far more pressmg disturbed bij n. 
Wliafc if he ti'mpteu Kitty to this escapade,—and ,t^e‘ 
rough lile killoil her*'’ He saw clearly how frail s|ie Wfts. 

Hub it was ihe artiliciahty of liei life, the innumerabjo 
buK^ens of civilisation which luul hi ought her ttxthisl' 
Women w’ere not the wealJings they seemed, or believi^' 
themselves to he. For many of them, probably for. KiJ^, 
a rude and simple life would mean not only fresh 



.b^ .fresh physical strength. Ho had seen what women 
CQuld endure, for love’ or patriotism’s sake! Make but 
appeal to the spirit,—the proud and tameless spirit—and 
how .the flesh answered ! lie knew that his power with 
Kitty came largely from a cei’tain Stoicism, a certain 
hardness, mingloil.^as he would pro\o to her, with a 
boundless devotion. Let him caii^ it througli—without 
fears—and so enlarge lier being and his own' And as to 
responsibilities beyond, as to tlieir later In os- lot time 
take care of its own biiths For tlio inodeni (lotcnriiiiist 
of ClifFe’s type, there is no i(',->})(>nsibilily. Jlo ^^alts on 
life, following whore it h :uK, lejoicingni each now fooling, 
each fresh loaction of cons(n(>usno->s on oxpononoe, and 
so links his fatalist lioliof to tVi.it Nii't^scho doctrine of 
aelf-devol.ipmoiit at ii1l oo-ts, and the C(»rning m.in, in 
which Gliftb’s thought anticipated the yeais. 


Kitty ineanwliiU' listoni'd to In - inloi inn ic'iit talk of 
Venice, or Bosnia, wuli all its suggestions of now \\o>’lds, 
and far horizons ; a,ml sc.ircely said a word. 

But thiough tlio background of the In am thoro lloatod 
with her, as with liiin, a jiiocossion of uns})oken thougVils. 
She had received thiec letters Irom William Imme¬ 
diately on his ariival, he had tondoii d Ins lesignation. 
Lord Parham had asked him to susjiond the nnttor for 
ton days. Only liio jnvssme of Ins fnemls, ir sciMinvI, 
and the coristeination of his jiarty li id wtimg fioju Ashe 
a reluctint consent. ]\loain\hile .,'1 o'pies of the hook 
had been bought up; tlio. nnpoi -i.it notN-.pajxTs liad 
'readily lent themselves to the siijiiiiossion of thealf.iir; 
private wraths had been dealt wi th l»y ooiiciliaUn y lawyers; 
and in general a far more coiiiplotc liu.-.limg-iip had been 
'attained than Ashe had ever miagineu possible There 
was no doubt infinite gossip m tlio country-1.on 1>ul 
sympathy for Kitty m her grici, for Asno Im.ibolf, and 
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Lady Tranmore had done much to keep it within boun^s^ 
The litfile Dea.n especially, beloved of all the world,' had 
been incessantly active, on behalf of peace and oblivion. 

All this Kitty read or guessed from William’s letters^. 
After all then, Ibo liaiin had not been so great! Why 
such a panic’—such a hurry to '■loa\o her I—wdien 
she "was ill—and sorry? And now how curtly, how 
measiiiedly ho wrote! JJeliind the hopefulness of hia 
tone, she lead the humiliation and soreness of his mind, 
—and said to lurself with a more headlong conviction 
than over, tliaL he would never forgive her. 

No, o -anl especially now tluit sluj had added a 
thousandfold to tlie iiginal offence. Wiiat did lie know 
of thai'’ Well, she w.is reclde,ss as to his knowledge 
or ignoiMuce. She had neasa- w}‘iiten to him since his 
departure.—Maig.not J’rench too was angry with her,— 
liad almost broken with her. 

They left llieii boat on the Eiva, and walktnl to the 
Vin/.zii thioiigli the nov/ stairy dusk. As tliey jiassed 
the groat dooi' of Sl. iMark’s, two persons came out of the 
chure-h. KitLv I’ocognised Maiv Lvfjha’ and Sir Richard. 
Slio bowed sliglitly , Sir Richard put his hand to his hat 
in a flurried way, but jNF.iry, looking them both in the 
face, passed without the yraallest ‘■ig'n unless the scorn 
in face and bcariiii. might pass toi recogujiion. 

Kitty gasped. 

‘ She cut ipc '' slu^ said, in a si'a.kiiig voice 

‘ Oh no ’ ’ said (jhife,—‘ Slio didn’t sc o ^ ou in the dark. 

Kitty made no rojily. She hurried along the northern 
side of the piazza avoiding th.; groups which wore 
gathered in the sunset light loio d the flocks of feeding 
pigecMis, bnishing past tlio tables in fiont of the cafe.s, 
still well filled rn this mild evening. 

‘ Q''akc care ' said Clifto suddenly, in a low imperative 
voice 
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JKitty looked-up. In her abstraction she saw that she 
had nearly come into collision with a woman sitting at a 
caf6-table, and surrounded l>y a noisy group of men. 

With a painful start Kitty peiceived the mocking eyes 
of Mademoiselle Ilicci. The Ricci said something in 
* Italian, staring lhe*whilo at the English lady ; and the 
men near her laughed, some i’unively, some loudly. 

Cliffc*s face set. ‘ Walk quickly ' ’ he said in lier car, 
hurrying her past. 

When they had reached one of the narrow streets 
behind the Piazza, Kitty looked at him -white and 
haughtily tremulous. ‘ Wliau did tliat niean-’’ 

‘ Why shoidcl }OU deign to ask ’ \\as (Ilirib’s impatient 
reply. ‘I have ceased l-i go and see lier. J supjiose she 
guesses why.’ 

‘I will have noiivalry with Madeinoiselle Rico' ' ‘ cried 
Kitty. 

‘ You C'liii’t help it,’ said Cldio oahiily. ‘ Tlio jiowaMs 
of light aie alw'a\ ^ in rr.'.diy wjili the iiowcrt, ot daikiicss.’ 

And without furf.hor pl'^iding or excuse he stalked on, 
his gaunt form and striking head towi'iitig <‘ibovc the 
ciowded paveinoiit. Kiity followe-d him wifli ditticulty, 
conscious of a magnetism and a forie iigainst Avhich slie 
struggled in \ain. 


About a week afterw’ai’ds Kitty shut leiself up one 
evening in her room to wiile to .\m’i('. Slie had jus'-, 
passed through an ngitating corneisation with Margaret 
Erench who had annonneed Iier 1 tcntion of jetuiimig to 
England at once, alone, if Kitt;. w’'oul(l not a'^company 
her. Kitty’s hands were trembling as she Ik gan to w'lite. 

‘I am glad—oh! so glad, William,- that you hare 
withdrawn your resignation,—that peo])lc luive come 
for^vard so splcndidlj'’, and made you witlidia'v it—that 
Lord Parham is behaving decently -cuni tint Imvo 
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^ bee^ able to get hold of all those copies of therho'o^f 'I 
' always hoped it would not He quite so bad as you thought? 
' But I know you must have gone through an awful tim6>r- 
and I’m sorry. 

‘ William, I want to tell you something,—for I can't 
go on lying to you,—or even just hiding the truth. I 
met Gootfrey Chlfo here,- l^efoie you left,—and I never 
told you. I saw him first m a gondola the night of the 
Sei’enata,—and then at lIjo Ariuenian convent.—Do you 
remember my hurrying you and Margaret into the 
garden? That was to escape meeting him. And that 
same afternoon when T was in the unused rooms of the 


Palazzo V"eicelli,—i '<-> rooms they show to tourists,—ho 
suddenly appiiared— .iiid someliow 1 spoke to him, though 
1 bad nevfi meant lo do so again. 

‘ Tlieii when you left me, I iiK't liim again,—that after¬ 
noon--and he found out 1 was \eiy iniseraliJe and made 
me tell him e\eryfching. 1 know I Inid no light lo do so— 
they woie your si^crels as well as mine. But you know how 
little I can control mvst.h,—it’s wretched, but it’s true, 

‘William, 1 don’t knon what will happen. I can’t 
make oat irom Margaret whether she has written to you 
or not,—slie won’t tell mo. If she has, this letter will 


not be much new's to you But, mind, 1 wiite it of my 
owm fi'ce will, and not because iMaigana. may have forced, 
iQV hand. I should have wnittcn it anvwa\ Pool old 

•/ t' 

darling she think-: me mad an.' bad, and .o-night she 
tells me she can’t take the res})onsibility of looking after 
me any longer. Women like her ean iievci understand 
creatures like me,—and 1 don’t w'ant her lo. She’s a d^f 
saint, and as true as steel,—not like your Mary Lysterst 
1 C 9 uld go on my knees to her. I-ut she can’t control or 
jsave 'ine Not even you could. William. You’ve tried ■ 
your best, and in rtjiite of you I’m going to perdition, and 
I can’t stop mys<?lt. 
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J'EoTt William, there's something broken for ever 
.between ypn arid me. I know it was I who did the 
wrong, and that you had no choice but to leave me, when 
you did. But yet you dui lcii\ o me, thougli I implored 
you not. And I know very well that you don’t love me 
as you used to—wliy should you'’—and thiit you never 
can love me in tlie same way again hlvciy loiter you 
write tells me that. And though 1 !ia\o deseivcil it all, I 
can’t bear it. When 1 think of coming liorne tollngland, 
and how you would tiy to be nice to me, hov good and 
dear and magnannnouh you ^\(>uId be, and what a beast I 
should feel,-- I warn to <lro\\n niyscll and have done , 

‘It all seems to nu* so hopeb'ss It is my own 
nature,—tlie stui'f one of wlneli I am csit, lliai’s all wTong. 

may promise, my breath aw .ay that 1 will he disci eta and 
gentle and w'ell-heha\i‘d, that I’ll heba\e jiropei'ly to 
people like Ij.idy J'aiham, that I’Jl keep secicts, and not 
make absuid friendships with ahsuid }H>()[)le, iliat I’ll try 
and keep out oi ilcbt and soon. Ihii what’s the use'^ It’s 
the Will in int' the rtO'iietlnng that (hives, or oiiglit to 
drive—that won t work And nobody et'ei taught mo or 
showed me, that 1 can ronieinber, till 1 mot you In 
Paris at tho Place V('nd6tno, halt the tnne I used to 
live with Maman and Papa, be hideoiisl\ spoilt, dressed 
absurdly, eat oft silver ]^lat.c, and make mysoK sick wnth 
rich things, and then for days iog<‘th('r IMaiiian would 
go out or away, forget all ahont me, and I used to storm 
tho kitclicn for food. She (sllier i egK;(Meti rni' or made a 
show of me ; she was my w’orst ('if'my, and I liatcd and 
fought her,—till T went to ihc C< iivoit at ten Wlviii T 
was fourteen !Maman asked a doc or about mo. He said 
I should probably go mad,- and at the (Joiucnt they 
thought the same. IVIaraan used to throw tins at me 
VfhfiTO. she was cross with me.— 

‘\yell, I don't repeat this to make you excuse me and 
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think hotter of me,—it's all too late for that.— but beoapse 
1 am such a puzzle to myself, and I try to explain 
things. I did love you, William,— I believe I do still 
—but when I tliink of our living together again, my 
arms drop by my side, and I feel like a dead creature. 
Your life is too great a tiling for rite. Why should I 
spoil or hamper it ? If you loved me, as you did once,— 
if you still thought cvornthuuj wortli while, then, if I had 
a snark of decency left, I iniglit kill myself to free you, but 
I should never do - what 1 may do now. But William, 
you’ll forgot me soon. You’ll pass grc.it laws, and make 
groat speeches, and the years "when 1 toL’inoritcd you,— 
and all my wrotel .1 wM'ys,--will sconi such a small 
small thing 

‘ GcolTrcy say-, he loves mo. And T tliink ho docs, 
though how long it will list, or may ho w'orth, no one can 
tell. As for me, 1 don’t know wlioUr/r 1 love him. T have 
no illusions about him Jhit there aie luomonls W'hen ho 
absolutely holds me, --W'hen my will is like w^ax in hia 
hands. Jt is heoauso. I think, of a certain grarid-ness— 
grandeur seems too stiong--in his character. It was 
always there ; because no one could wane such poems as 
his without It But now it’s nioic maiked, though I 
don't know that, it makes him a better man. He thinks 
it does , but w^'e all deceive ouisolvcs .\t ativ rate he is 

V 

often superb, and T feel that I co..ild die, u no. for him, at 
least witli him An I he is not i .ilikelv to «..o in some 

V 

heroic way. Ue wenl out as yon Kno-.e simjry as corre¬ 
spondent and to disti ibute iclief, but hiUly ho has been 
fighting foi llicic people—of course he liai!—and when 
he goes back he is to be one of the ir regular loaders. 
When he talks of it he is noble, tiansformod. It reminds 
mo of Byron—his wicked life hero --and then his death 
at Missolonghi. Cxcolfrcy can do such ijase cruel things,— ‘ 
and yet- 



STORIir ' ' 445 

f 

> 

** But I haven't yet told you. He asks me to go with 
him, back to tho fighting lines in Upper Bosnia. There 
seems to be a great deal that women can do. I shall wear 
a nurse’s uniform, and probably nurse at a little hospital 
he founded,—high up in one of the mountain vall(*ys. I 
know this will alntost make you laugh. You will think 
of me, not knowing how^ to put on :i, button without 
. Blanche,—and wanting to he waited on every moment. 
But you’ll see, there’ll be nothing of that sort. I ^^o^der 
whether it’s hardship I’ve Iven Ihirsting for all my lif( 3 ?— 
even when I seemed siieJi a selfisli, liiMinous little ape. 

‘At the same Lime, I thmk it will kill me,—and Uiat 
would be the best end o! all To have some great licroie 
experience, and ihen—“eeis.j upon the midnight \Mth no 
pain ! . . . ” 

‘Oh, if 1 ihoughb you’d care vtM’y ven/ luucli, I should 
have pain—hoinblo p.un But I know you won’t. 
Politics have taken my plaoe. Tiiinh I'f me sometmu's, as 
I was wiicii we weio tu:>t iiiari’icd, -and of Harry—my 
little, little fellow ! 

‘—Mamaii and 1 h.i’.L- had a gli.islly scene She came 
to scold mo for my behaviour--to s:i.y T was the talk of 
Venice—<S7 uj ^ Of course 1 know what she means. She 
thinks if I am diiorced she will lose lu'r allowance, -and 
she can’t hear Lho thought of tli.it, though MaiKham 
AVarmgton is (juite iich. IM’y lie.ii L jic^t J/i'ihd witliin me. 

I told her it is the poUoii of iior hlo ilaiL woiks ju me,— 
and that wliatcvci 1 do, ii . no Dg'ht to n*])’. oach 
me. Then she cried—ami i wau dee no- and at last she 
went, Warington, good fellow', lias wiit.en to me, and 
asked to see mo. But what js tho n-jo ’ 

‘1 know you’ll leave me the 000/. a jear that was 
settled on me. It’ll be so good for me to lx* poor—an-d 
dressed in scige—and trying to do sotiiCih'-.g else with 
these useless hands than wnUng books th.n Ineak your 
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h^rt. I am giving away all my smart olotKes..' Blai^be 
is going home. Oh William, William !—I’m' going Jx> 
shut this, and it’s like the good-bye of death—a mean' aidd 
ugly — death. 


‘. Later. They have just brought me a note from 
Danieli’s. So Margaret did write «to you, and youf 
mothoi has come. Why did you send her, William? She 
doesn’t love mt;—and I sliall only slab and hurt her. 
Though ill tiy not—foi your sake.’ 


Two diiNs laicr Aslie received almost by the same post 
which biought Ihn. the letter from Kitty, just riuoted, the 
following letter itoi his mothoi- 

‘1\I\ dealest William,—I have seen Kitty. With 
some dilliculty she consented to lot me go and see her 
yesterday evening about tune o’clock 

‘T arii\ed between six and seven, having travelled 
straight thiongh witlumt a break, except I'or an hour or 
two at Milan, and imniodiaicly on ariiving 1 sent a note 
to Margaret Kreiich. She csnio in groat distress, having 
jnsr, had a fiesh scene ^^Jth Kitty Oh my dear Whlliam, 
hei report could not well bi'woise Since she wrote to us 
Kitty seems to have thrown over all jirecautions. They 
used to m(;et in churches or gallinu'S, .mil go out foi ■ long 
days 111 the gondola or a iishmg-lx'ttit .'igethm-, and Kitty 
would come home .ilone aiul he on ih.- sofa through the 
evening, almost without speaking or moving. But lately 
he comes in with her, and stavs liours, reading to her, 
or holding her hand, or talking to her m a low voice, and. 
Margaret cannot stop it. 

‘ Yet she has done her best, poor girl. Knowing what 
we all know last jear, it filled her with terror when she 
first discoveied that he was in Winice, and that they had . 
met. But It was not till it had gone on about a week 
with the strangest rosuks on Kitty's spirits and nerves 
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tisi^ilr she felt she must interfere. She not only spoke to 
,Kitty, but she spoke and ^vrote to him in a very firm 
digtiified way. Kitty took no notice,—only became very 
silent and secretive. And lie treated poor Margaret 
with a‘'kind of courteous irony which made her blood 
boil, and against v^hicli she could do nothing She says 
that Kitty seems to her sometimes like a pei son moving 
in sleep,—only half-conscious of what she is doing ; and 
at others she is wildly excitable, iintalile with everybody, 
and only calming down and liucoming leasoiiahle when 
this man appears. 

‘ There is much talk in Viniicc Tlu^y seem to have 
been seen together by V'i)iout> Ijoiidoii friends who knew 
—about tbe dilhculi.ie-^ last year. And tlien ot course 
everybody is awaic that you are not liere,—and tlio whole 
story of the book goes from moiiLh to moutli- -and people 
say that a separation has been airii,nge(l--and so on. 
Those arc the kind of luniours that MaigareC hears, 
especially from ^Nfary fiystei', wiio is slaying iii this 
hotel with her father, a-i I seems to lia\o a good many 
friends here. 

‘Dearest Wilhain, - I Iiave bi'ea hngeiing on these 
things because it is so hanl to have to tell you what 
passed between me aiul Kitty. Oli' mv ilear dear son, 
take coursige. J'lven now everything is nol lost. Ifer 
conscience may awaken at the last iiKiment, this liad man 
may abandon his jmrsint of her, 1 iiia\ sfill succeed in 
bringing her back to you Dut ; am in teirihle fear, — 
and I must tell you the wliole tru !i. 

‘ Kitty received me alone T1. ■ room was very dp.rk,— 
only one lamp that gave a liad light, --^o that 1 saw her 
very indistinctly, ^he w'as in black and as far as I could 
see, extremely jiale and weary And wKat stiuck mo 
painfully vs’as her haggard, caicless look. \!1 th<' Jitlle 
details of her dross and hair seemed -so negdected. 
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.Blanche says she is far too irritable and impatient in ^he 
moniings to let her hair be done as usual. She just rolls 
it into one big knot herself and puts a comb in it. She 
wears the simplest clothes and changes as little as 
possible. She says she is soon going to have done with 
all that kind of thing and she must get used to it. My 
own impression is that she is going through great agony 
of mind,—above all that slie is ill,—ill in body and soul. 

‘ She told me quite calmly liowever that she had made 
up her mind to leave you ; she said that she had written 
to you to t( 11 you so. I askoil lior if it was because she 
had ceased to loV(' you. Aftei a pau-.e, slu' said “ No.” 
Was It ])t!cause S( leono clso had come hotween you? 
She tliM'W up her head proudly, and said it was best to 
be qiiilo plain and frank. She liad met Geolfiey Cliffe 
again, and she meant liencc foi ^^ald to share his life. 
Then she went into the wiklest dreams about going back 
with him to the Ikilkeais, and mirsii'g in a ho-^pital, and 
dying- blie hopes!-of liaid wink and pi'ivation.s. And 
all this in a toiient v'f weals,-—and her eyes l)Ia:^ing, with 
that look ill tlujui as though she saw nothing but the 
scenes of hei own imaginaiioii She talked of devotion— 
and of foi gel ting }iei self in other peojile. I could only 
tell hicr of couihC that all this soundt d (o me the most 
grotesque soplii^ti V'and ])ei\ersion. ‘'lie was forgttting 
her first duty, ho ikiiig her i.'-.niage vov. and tearing 
your life asundei Slie shook "or lioad, and said you 
would soon foiget lier. “Jf lie ' al loved me, ho would 
never have left me’ ” she said, again and again, with a 
passion I shall never forget. 

‘ Of course that made mo very angiy, and I described 
wiiat (he situation bad beciiwiif n yon icached London,— 
Lord Pai ham’s state of mind and the consternation 
caused e-vervwh-re by the wTOielied hook. I tried to 
make hei' understand what tliere w'as at stake,—the hopes 
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of ajl who follow you in the House and the country—the 
great reforms of which you are the life and soul —your 
personal and political honour. I impressed on her the 
endless trouble and correspondence in which you had 
been involved,—and how Inoan^^]llle all youj-IIome Office 
and Cabinet work hid to be carried on as usual, till it 
was decided whethei- your resignation should bo with¬ 
drawn or no. She listened with her head on lior hands. 
I think with rogaid to tlie book she is most genuinely 
ashamed and miscrahlo. And yet adl the time tliert; is 
this unreasonalile, this monstrous feeling tliat you should 
not have left her! 

‘ .^8 to the scandalous »’efercncos to private persons, 
she said that Madeleine Alcc>t had wrilteii to hei about 
the counti’}-house gossip That NMOtclu'd being i\li. 
Darrell seems also to havi' written to liei, tiying to '.a\e 
himself through hci. And the only time 1 saw her langli 
was when she spoke of hating had .i, fuiioub lettei fioni 
Lady Giosville, about tlie lefeicnces to Ciio&ville Park. 
Jt was like the langli of a mischii'vous unhapjiy child. 

‘ Then we eaine liack to the main inattei and I inijiloi’i-d 
lior 10 let me Uike he.' home. I gave her 'oiir 

letter. She read it, Hushed up, and threv/ it awa\ fioni 
her. ‘‘ lie commands me * ” she said liuicel}. “ But f am 
no one’s chattel.” I replii d that you had only summoned 
h“» back to her duty and her home, and 1 asked her il 
she could really mean to repay your iinlailing Jo\o h) 
bringing anguish and dishonoui' : pon you'* She sat 
dumb, and her stubbormiess mov- 1 me so that I fear 
I lost my self-contiol and said luoie, much moio- in 
douunciation of her conduct—lliaii 1 had meant to do. 
Sho heard me out, and then she got up and looked at mo 
very bitterly and strangely. I had never loved hei she 
said, and so 1 could not judge her ABs.i\b iiom the 
beginning J had thought her unlit to be }()in wife .and 

0 



450 THE MARRIAGE OF WILLIAM ASHE 

she had known it, and my dislike of her especially during 
the past year had niade Iicr hard and reckless. It had 
seemed no use trying T just wanted her dead, that you 
might marry a wife wlio would lie a help and not a 
stumbling-block Well, I should have my wish, for she 
would soon bo as good as de.ul, boili'to you and to me. 

‘ All this hurt me deeply, and T could not restrain 
myself from crying I folt so liolpless, and so doubtful 
wuetlior I had not done more harm than good. Then she 
softened a little, and asked me to let her go to bed—she 
would thin I !*■ all over and write to me in I he morning. . . . 

‘So' my dear W'llliim, I can only pra^^ and wail. I 
am ah aicl thoie is ! fc lit'lo hope, but God is merciful and 
shong He mav \et save us all. 

‘ Ihit whaU‘M)r happens, remomliov Hurt you have 
nothing to reproach }ouiself with—that you have done 
all tlia,t man could dn I should telegraph to you m the 
niorning to say “ Conie,—a.t all hazards,”—but th.it Tfeel 
suie all will bo settled to-morrow one w<iy or the other. 
Either Kitty will shu. with me,—or she ^Yill go wnth 
Geolfrey Chile Yon could do nothing—absolutely nothing. 
God help us ' She seems to have some money, and she 
told me that she counted on lolainmg her jointure.’ 

On the night following her interview with Lady Tran- 
inoie, Kiitv tvcni from one ''stless toim* nted dream 
into another, but Towards mom ig she fell into one of 
a different kind Sho dreamt she wai in a country of 
gi’eat mountains, '^ho peaks worn snow crowned, vast 
glaciers filled rhe chasms on iheii llank^, forests of pines 
clothed the lower sides of the liiils, and the fields below 
were lull of spring flowers. She saw a little Aljiine 
villaige, and a church with an old and slender campanile. 
A plain stone Inulding stood by—it seemed to be an inn of 
the old-fashioned sort, and she entered it. The dinner- 
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tablil was ready in the Ipw-roofed salle-a-man^er, and as 
she sat down to eat, she saw that two other guests were 
at the same table. She glanced at them, and perceived 
that one was William, and the other lior child Harry, 
grown older,—and transfigured, liibtead of the dull and 
‘clouded look which had wrung her ho.nt in tl'o old days, 
against which she had striven, patiently r.nd im]viticntly, 
in vain, the blue eyes were alive with tmiid and .itlection. 
It was as if the child bf'helcl his moilior for the fiisi time 
and she him. As ho recognised her, ho gave a ciy of joy, 
waving one hand towaids her while wifh Hk' o'lier he 
touched his father on the arm, William riibi^d his head. 
But when ho saw his wiff his iaci' changed He rose 
from his scat, and dialing ih« little hoy into his arms 
he walked away. Kitty saw them disaiipear iiilo a long 
passage, indeterminate and dark. The child’s face over 
his father’s shoulder was turned in longing towards his 
mother, and as ho was carried ava\ he stretched out his 
little hands to her in lamentation. 

Kitty woke up hatlied 10 l('ais She sprang out of 
bed, and ihrew the window ncaicst to her open to tlio 
night. The winter night was mild, and a full moon 
sailed the souihern sky. Not a sound ( ii the water, not 
a light in the palaces : a city of ebony and silvei-, V'emce 
slept m the moonlight. Kitty gathered a. cloak and somt' 
shawls round her, and sank iino a low chair, si ill crying 
and half-conscious. At lus inn, sonic few Jjunclual yards 
away, beUveen her and the Piazzetia, was Geoli’icy Chffe 
wakiiig too’—making liib last piepai lions'^ Slie kiu-v 
that all his stores were ready, and tiiat Im jiroposed to 
ship them and the twenty joiing fellows, Italians and 
Dalmatians who were going witli him to join the insiii- 
gents, that morning, by a boat leaving for CnltnaD I In 
himself was to follow twenty-four hom’s Ltci, ..<00 u was 
his firm and confident expectation that Kitty would go with 

a o 2 
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him,—passing as bis wifo. And indeed Kitty’s #own 
arrangements were almost complete, her money in her 
purse, the clothes she meant to take with her packed in 
one small tnink, some of the Tranmore jewels which she 
had been recently wearing ready to be returned on the 
morrow to Lady Tranmoro’s keeping, other jewels, which* 
slio )’egardcd as her own, together with tlio remainder of 
her clothes, put aside in older to be left ui the custody 
of the landlady of the apartment, till Kitty should claim 
them again. 

One 'jm’o day,—which would probably see the depar¬ 
ture of IMargire' bVench , one more wrestle with Lady 
Triimnr)i-(i and all he links with the old life wmuld be tora 
away A bare stripped soul, dependent henceforth on 
Geoffrey Cliffe for every crumb of happiness, treading in 
unknown paths, suffering unkiiown things, probing un¬ 
known passions and excitements—it was so she saiv her¬ 
self, not without that corroding double consciousness 
of the modern, that it was all very intt-resting and as such 
to be forgiven and adn/ired. 

Notwithstanding wl'.at she had said to Ashe she did 
behove—with a clinging and desperate faith—that Cliffe 
loved liei ITad she really doubted it, her conduct would 
have boon inexplicable,, even tohcrci/'lf, and he must have 
seemed a madiii.ill. Wliatftso ojuii- tiai .* induced him 
to bui-den himself with a wo . .m on suib ii eriand and 
at such a time’' She liad n.’omisod 'ud 'od to be his 
lieutenant and comrade,—and .o rotm-n to \"jnice if her 
health should bo v-nequal to the common task. But in 
spite of the sternness with which he put that task first,— 
a stoinness which wns one of his chief attractions for 
Kut},—she knew well that l.ei condng threw a glamour 
I’ound it which it had never yet possessed, that the 
passion she h jd aroused in him, and the triumph of bind¬ 
ing her to his fate possessed him—for the moment at 
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anj*rate—heart and soul. He had the poet’s resources 
too, and a mind wherewith to organise and govern. She 
shrank from him still, but she already envisaged the tiino 
when her being would sink into and fuse with his, and 
like two colliding stars they would flame together to one 
* fiery death. • 

Thoughts like these ran in her mind. Yet all the time 
she saw the high mountains of her dream, the old inn, the 
receding face of her child on William’s shouldei; and the 
tears ran down her cheek'^. The IctLer fiom William 
that Lady Tranmore had given her lay on a table near 
She took it up, and lit a candle to read it. 

‘Kitty—I bid you come homo. 1 should have started 
for Venice an liour ago after reading ]\Ii«;h l^’iencli’'^ letter, 
but that honour and public duty keep me hero. But 
mother is going, and 1 implore and command you, as 
your husband, to letiun with hei Oli Kitty, have 1 over 
failed you?—havi* 1 evci been hard with you’'^—tliat you 
should betray our love like tliih. ? Was I liaid when we 
parted—a month ago ? 11 I w’as, forgive mo, 1 was sore 

piessod. Como home, you poor child, and you shall hoar 
no reproaches fiom mu. I think J have noaily succeoded 
in undoing your rash work. But wli.-t good will that ho 
to me, if yon are to use, my absence for that purpose to 
bring us both to ruin ? Kitty, the g' ass is not yet gi'cen on 
our child’s grave. I was at Ilaggai-t last ,Suiiday, and I 
wont over in the dusk to put soeic flov\ers upon it. I 
thought of you without amoment’' bitti'i-riess, and prayed 
for us both, if such as 1 may pra^ Then next moi iiing 
came Miss French's letter. Kittys have you no heart— 
and no conscience will you bring di,--grace on that little 
grave ?—will you dig between us the gulf which is irre¬ 
parable, across which youi hand and mine citi i ■'ver loucli 
each other any more? I cannot and i vuil aeu belie\ - it. 
Come back to me!—come back.’ 
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She re-read it with a melting heart,—with (i|pep 
shaking sobs. When she first glanced through it the 
word ‘ command' had burnt into her proud sense; the 
i’est passed almost unnoticed. Now the very strangeness 
in it as coming from William,—the strangeness of its 
grave and deep emotion, hold and grappled with her. 

Suddenly—some tension of the whole being seemed to 
give way. Her head sank back on ihe chair, she felt 
herself weak and trembling, yet happy as a soul new¬ 
born, into a woi’ld of light Waking di’oams passed 
through bf ,• brain in a foveribh succession, reversing the 
'dream of the night —images of peace, and goodness and 
reunion. 

Minutes—hoiirtj—passed. With the first light, she 

got ujD feebly, found ink and paper and began to write. 


From Lady Tnuimorc to Wdlumi Abhe 

‘ Oh * my dearest W'iUiam--'-ai last a gleam oi hope.— 

‘ No letter this morning. I was in despair. Margaret 
reported tliat Kitty refused to see anyone,—had locked 
her door, and was writing. Yet no letter came. I made 
an attempt to see Geoffrey Cliti'e, who is staying at the 
“ Germania,'’ but he refused. He wrote me tlie most 
audacious letter L-i say that an intci'.'>:w could only be 
very painful, that he and Kiiiy must decui ? for them¬ 
selves, that he was waiting eveiy houi for a final word 
from Kitty. It rested with hei, aud witli her only. 
Coercion in those niuitevs was no longer possible, and he 
did not suppose that either you oi* 1 would attempt it. 

‘ And now comes this blessed note,—a respite at least! 
“ I am tjouig to Varona to-night t/uith Blanche. Please let 
no one attempt to Jollow me. T wr/n to have two days 
alone — ahsoLiUt'Ut alone. Wait here. I will write. K." 

‘. . . Margaiut French too has just been hero. ISli'C 
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wa^ almost hysterical with relief and joy,—and you know 
what a calm self-controlled person she is. But her dear 
round face has grown white, and her eyes behind hei* 
spectacles look as though she had iiot slept for nights. 
She says that Kitty will not see her. She sent her a note 
by Blanche to ask Iter to settle all the accounts, and told 
her that she should not say good-bye,—it would bo too 
agitating for them both. In two dajs she should hoar. 
Meanwhile the maid Blanche is certainly going with 
Kitty; and the gondola is ordered for ihe Milan tram 
this evening. 

There is ono thing that troubles me and i 
must confess it. 1 did lu^t see that acioss Kuiv's loiter 
in the cornui was wiittion “ Tell iiobodij aliout this letter.” 
And Polly Lyster happc.nod to bo with me when it came. 
She has been au comani of tlie whole affair, foi’ tlio last 
fortnight; that is, an oiilookei. She and Kitty have 
only met once or twice sinuo Maiy reached Venice; but 
111 one w’ay or another &lu has boeu cKiraordinaiily well 
informed. And, as 1 told ;,ou, she came to sei'. me directly 
I arrived, and told me all she knew. You know her old 
friendship for us, William ? She has many weaknesses, 
and of late I have thought her much changed, giown 
very hard and bitter But she is always very lo^al to 
you and me,--and 1 could not help betraying my feeling 
when Kittj'vS note reached me Mary came and put her 
arms round me, and 1 said to hci “Oh, l\Iaiy, thank 
God!—she’s broken with him* S le’s going to Verona 
to-night on the wa^ home!” AnJ bhe kijsed me and 
seemed so glad. And 1 was very giatcful to her ior her 
sympathy, for I am beginning to feel my ago, and this 
has been rather a strain. But I ouglitn’t to have told 
her!—or anybody! I see of course what Ki* v meant. 
It is incredible that Mary should breathe a 'vord,—oi if 
she did that it should reach that man. But 1 have just 
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Bont her a note to Danieli’s to warn her in the strongest 
way.— 

‘ Beloved son,—if indeed we save her,—wo will be very 
good to her, you and T. We will remember her bringing 
up, and her inhcntance. I will bo more loving—more 
like Christ. I hope He will forgive Ihe for my harshness 
in the past. . . . My William ’—1 lore you so. God be 
merciful to you and to your poor Kitty ! ’ 


‘ Will tl'o Signora have her dinner outside or in the 
sallc-d-vimKjL i " ' 

Tbc question w s addressed to Kitty by a little Italian 
waiter, belonging to the Albergo San Zeno at Verona, who 
stood l)ont before her, his white napkin under his arm. 

‘ Out here, please, —and for my maid also.’ 

The speaker moved wearily towards the low wall 
which bounded iho forming Adige, and looked acro.,s the 
vi\er Ear away the Mps tliat look down on Garda glis¬ 
tened undci the stars; tlio citadel on its hill, the houses 
across the river w^ero al'vo with lights; to the left the 
great medueval biidge rose, a da.rk ponderous mass, above 
the torrents of the Adige Overhead, tht* little outside 
restaurant was roofed with twining viao-Btcins from which 
the leaves had t’dlen ; coloured ligris tw nkled among 
tliem, and on the white table-- undernea!,' The night 
was mild and still, and a veiled moon wa.‘ just rising 
over the town of Juliet. 

‘ Blanche • ’ 

‘ Yos, my lady ? ’ 

‘ Bring a chair, Blauchie, and come and sit by me ’ 

ITho little maid did as she was cold and Kitty slipped 
her hand into hers with a long sigh. 

‘ Are you very tired, my lady ? ’ 

‘ Yes,—but don’t talk ! ’ 
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•The two sat silent, clinging to each other. 

A step on the cobble-stones disturbed them. Blanche 
looked up, and saw a gentleman issuing fiom a lane 
which connected the narrow quay whereon stood the old 
Albergo San Zeno with one of the main streets of 
Verona. • 

There was a cry from Kitty. The stranger paused,— 
looked—advanced. The little maid rose, half-fierce, 
half-frightened. 

‘ Go Blanche, go ! ’ said Kitty panting; ‘ go back into 
the hotel.’ 

‘ Not unless your ladyship wishes mo to leave you,’ — 
said the girl firmly. 

‘Go at once ’ ’ Kittv repeated, with a peremptory 
gesture. She herself rose from her seat, and with one 
hand resting on the table, awaited the new comoi'. 
Blanche looked at her; hesitated , and went. 

Geoffrey Chffo came to Kitty’s side As ho approached 
her, his eyes fastened on the loveliness of her attitude, 
her fair head. In his own u\pression, there was a 
visionary fantastic joy, it was tho look of the dieanior 
who, for once, finds in circumstance and tho real, poctiy 
adequate and overflowing, 

‘ Kitty t—why did \,oli do this.^’ he said to her 
passionately, as ho caught her hand. 

Kitty snatched it away, trembling under his look. 
She began tho answer she had levised while he was 
crossing tho flagged quay toward-, her. But Cliifc paid 
no heed. lie laid a hand on I jr shoulder, and she 
sank back powerless into her chair, as ho bent over her. 

‘ Cruel—cruel child, to play with me so! Did you 
mean to put mo to a last tost ?—or did your hard little 
heart misgive you at the last moment? I ero^s- 
examined you’- landlady,—I bribed tlio hervants-- Ihe 
gondoliers.—Not a word! Tiiey were loyal—or you 
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had paid them better. I went back to my hdteki in 
black despair. Oh you artist!—you plotter I Kitty,— 
you shall pay me this some day ! And there—there on 
my table—all the time—lay your little crumpled note I ’ 

‘ What note ? ’—she gasped—' what note ?' 

‘ Actress * ’ he said, with an amusdd laugh. 

And cautiously, playfully, lest she should snatch it 
from him, he unfolded it before her. 

Without signature and without date, the soiled half- 
sheet contained this message, written in Italian and in a 
disguised bandwriting: 

‘ Too many spectators. Come to Verona to night. K.’ 

Kitty looked at. , and then at the face beside her,— 
infused with a tviuiiiphant power and passion. She 
seemed to shrink upon herself, and her head fell back 
against one of the supports of the pergola. One of the 
blue lights from above fell with ghastly effect upon the 
delicate tilted face and closed eyes. Cliffe bent ove*' her 
in a sharp alarm , and saw' that she had fainted aw'ay. 
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CHAPTER XXTTT 

‘ How strange * ’ thoughij r.ho Dean, ns he once more 
stopped back inio tlie strcel io look at the fionl of the 
Home Sccretaiy’s house in Hill Sneot. ‘He is cer¬ 
tainly in town.’ 

For accordnig to the • Times,’ William Ashe the night 
before bad been hotly engaged in the House of Commons 
fighting an important ihli, of '\hich ho was in charge, 
through Committee "^'et the blinds of the bouse in 
Hill Street were all drawn, ,ind ibe Dean bad not vet 
succeeded in getting an) one to iimv\\oi the hell 

He roturnod lo the a^tacK, and ihis lime a cliai wou’an 
appoarefl. At sight of ti:e Doan’,', logs and apion, she 
dropped a cmtsoy or something like one, infoiming him 
tlvat they had woikmeai in the house and Mr Ashe \^as 
‘staying with hei La<l\^lnp ’ 

The Dean took Ihe 'rianmores’ number in Pnik Lane 
and dopaned thiiher, not witlioul a sad glance at the 
desolate hall behind the chat woman, aia^ at the d.iik(.ried 
windows of I he drawing-room ovei head He thought of 
that Maj day two years before, wh o he had diop]jed in 
to lunch with Lady Kitty , his me uiry, evju.iliy efroeiive 
whether it summoned the del ail of an English chion-elc, 
or the Features of a f:-,ee once seen, plaeed linn and clear 
before him the long-chinned follow at 1 ath Kitty’s left, to 
whose villainy that empty and foisaken house ora',' i mol 
witness. And the little lady hersclh—^ h --t a la-Uimt and 
ethereal beau tv ' Ah me * ah me ! 
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He walked on in meditation, his hands behind h’s 
back. Even in this May Ljondon, the little Dean was 
capable of an abstracted spirit, and ho had still much to 
think over. lie had his api>ointment with Ashe. But 
Aibe had written—evidenlK in a press of business—from 
the House, and had omiited to mention his temporary 
change of arldioss. The Dean regretted it. He would 
I’atlier have done bis LMrand witli Lady Kitty’s injured 
hueband on some neutral ground, and not m Lady Tran- 
more’s house. 

At Park Lane, however, he was immcdiatelv ad- 
mitted 

‘ Mr Aslie will bt io'ivn directly, sir,’ said the butler, 
as he ii.slierod the visitor into the commodious library on 
the ground llooi which had witnessed for so long the 
dcath-in-life of Lord Tranmore But now Lord Tranmore 
was bedridden upstairs, witli two nurses to look after 
him, and to judge from the aspect of the tables piled with 
letters and books, and from the armful of papeis which a 
private secietii.i\ carried off with him as he disappeared 
before the Dean, Ashe \\as low fully at home in the room 
which had been his lather’s 

There was .still a fire in the giate, and the small Dean, 
who was a chilly mortal, r.iood on the rug looking ner¬ 
vously about him Lord Tramuoic h.id, been in oftice 
himself, and tlio rov^rn wiili ifs ) ook-shelv v *illed with 
volumes in worn caU bind mgs, ii,- solid w*iriug-tablos, 
and leather sofas, its candlesticks and inkstand: of old 
silver, slender and , imple in pattern, its well-worn 
Tuikoy carpet and its political po'traits,—‘the Duke,’ 
Johnny Bussell, Lord Altliorp, Pet I, Melbourne,—seemed 
to the observer on the mg, steept u in the typical habit 
and reminiscence of English public life. 

Well, if the father, poor fellow, had been distinguished 
in his day, the son had gone far beyond him. The Dean 
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i’uminat.ed 011 a conversation wherewith he had just 
beguiled his cup of tea at the Athenopum—a conversation 
with one of the shrewdest meinbeis of Lord Parham's 
Cabinet, a ‘new man,’ and,an entlui'^iastic follower of 
Ashe. 

•$ 

' Ashe is magnifisont * Ai last our side has found its 
leader. Oh! Parham will disappeaj' with the next appeal 
to the country. He is getting too infirm ' Ahovo all, Ins 
eyes arc nearly gone, his oculist 1 hear gives him no 
more than six months’ sight, iinli'ss lie thiows up. Then 
Ashe will take his propei' place, and if he doesn't make 
ills mark on English hislcx v, J’m a Dutchman Oli! of 
course that atfiiir last ve.u vms iin awful busini'ss, — the 
two affairs! When rerlianjent opened in Pehruary. 
there were some of us who llionght that Ashe would 
never get tliiough the Session A man ehangt'd, so 
struck dowui, I hav^- seldom scon. Von rcmemhei' wh.it 
a handsome boy he was, np to l.i.st yearevf'ii! Now’ he’s 
a middle-aged man All tlie same, he ludd on, and the 
House gave him that quiet sympathy and support that it 
can give w’heii it likes ;i. fellow^. And gnidually you 
could see the life come hack into him,—and tlic amhitioii. 
By George I lie did well in that; Trade TImon business 
before Easter, and tla Bill that's on nuw,—it's masterly, 
tlie avay in W'hich Iic’t piloting it through' The House 
positively likes to he manag('d by luni; it’s a sight 
worfcliy of our best pnlilical uadi* ''ms. Oh yes, Ashe 
will go far; and, thank God, ti't wn-tched little 
woman,---what has become of hea by the wayhas 
neither crushed his energy, nor lohhed England of his 
services. But it was touch and go.’ 

To all of which the Dean had replied little or nothing. 
But his heart had sunk wuthin him , and the doubtfulness 
of a certain enterpiise in w'hicli he wa~ .ijgagod iuid ap¬ 
peared to him in even more startling colours than before. 
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However, here he was. And suddenly as he stood 
before the fire, he bowed his white head, and said to 
himself a couple of verses from one of the Psalms for the 
day 

Who will lead me into the strong city. who will buing me into 
Edom u 

O bo thou our help in trouble : for vain is the help of man. 

The door opened; and the Dean straightened himself 
impetuously, every nerve tightening to its work. 

‘ How do you do, my dear Dean,’ said Ashe, enclosing 
the frail ascetic hai ^ in both his own. ‘ I trust I have 
not ke[)t you waiting. My mother was with me. Sit 
there, please; you will have the light behind you.’ 

‘ Thank you I prefer standing a little, if you don't 
mind,—and I like the fire ’ 

Ashe threw himself into a rhair, and shaded his ryes 
witli his hand. The Dean noticed the strains of grey in 
his ciiily hair, and that aspect, as of something withered 
and wayworn, which h;ul invaded the man’s whole 
personality, balanced indeed by an intellectual dignity 
and distinction which had never been so commanding. 
It was as though the stern and constant wrestbi of the 
mind had burnt a\sa\ all loser thn’iis—tiie (<ld easy 
grace, tlic old caieless pleasure in life 

‘1 think you know'—began ihe Dean, dealing his 
thro.if,—‘why I aslo-d }OU to see me‘'^’ 

‘Youwished, I think, to speak to mo--about my wife,’ 
said Ashe with difficulty. 

Under his shelteung hand, lus eyes looked straight 
before him, into the fire. 

Tile Dean fidgeted a moment, hfled a small Greek 
vase on the mantelpiece and set it dowm,—then turned 
round,— 
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-I I heard from her ten days ago,—the most piteous 
letter. As you know I had always a great regai’d for her. 
The news of last year was a sharp sorrow to me—as 
though she had been a daughter. I felt I must see her. 
So I put myself into the train and went to Venice.' 

Ashe started a liUtle, hut said nothing. 

‘Or rather to Treviso, for, as I think you know, she is 
there with Lady Alice.’ 

‘ Yes, that I had heard.’ 

The Dean paused again, then moved a little nearer to 
Ashe, looking down upon him 

‘May I ask—stop me iff seem impertinent—how much 
you know of the liislory of the winter?' 

‘ Very little! ’ said Ashe, in a low \oice. ‘ My mother 
got some information fiom the Enghsli Consul at Trieste 
who is a friend of h(‘rs,—^o wliom it seems liady Kitty 
applied ; but it did not amount to much.’ 

The Dean drew a small note-hook from a breast 
pocket and looked at some oiitiics in it. 

‘ They seem to liave readied ManniUa in November. 
If I understood aiight, Lad}- Killy had no maid with her ? ’ 

‘ No. The maul B1 uiche was sent liomc from Verona.' 

‘ How Lady Kitty over got through the journey !—or 
the winter ! ’ said the Dean throwing up his hands. ‘Her 
health of course is irreparably injured. J3iit that she did 
not die a dozen times over, of hardsliip and misery,- -is 
the most astonishing tiling' They 'voro in a wretched 
village, nearly four thousand fcoi up a village of wooden 
huts, with a wooden hospital. Ah the winter ncarJy, 
they were deep in snow, and Lady Kitty wmrked as 
a nurse. Gliffe seems to have been away fighting, very 
often, and at other times came back to rest aivl sr‘e to 
supplies.'— 

‘ I understand she passed as his wife ' said Ashe. 

The Dean made a sign ot reluctant a^-seiit. 


u u 
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r ‘ They lived in a little house near the hospital. <3he 
tells me that after the first two months she began to 
loathe him, and she moved into the hospital to escape him. 
He tried at first to melt and propitiate her ; but when he 
found that it was no use, and that she was prabtioally lost 
to him, ho changed his temper and ho might have 
behaved to h.er like the tyi'ant he is, but that her hold 
r /ei the people among \Yhom they were living, both on 
the figliti ig men and the women, had become by this 
time greati-r than his own. They adoi'cd her, and Cliffo 
dared not ill-1 rosit her. And so it wc'nt 'oi through the 
winter. Soraotim<' they wore on more fiicndly terms than 
at othmN. I gatliLi’ that when he showed his dare-devil 
heroic side she would relent to iiirn, and talk as though 
she loved him. But she ^^ou]d never go b.ack—to live 
with liira ; and Ihai after a lime alienated him completely. 
Ho was away more and more; and at last she tells me 
there was a handsome Bosnian giil,—and wfll,—you can 
imagine the lost. Lady Kitty was so ill in klarcli that 
they thouglit lici dying, Iiut slio managed to write to this 
Consul )ou spoke of at Trieste, and he sent up a doctor 
and a nurse. But this you probably know'? ’ 

‘Yes,' said Asho boarselj'- ‘I heaid that she was 
apparently v(My ill w'lien she reached Ti’cviso, but that 
she had rallied uidei Alice's nuism^., fjcdy Alice wroie 
to my mother.' 

‘Did she tell Lady Tranmojo anything'■•f Lady Kilty's 
state of mind ? ’ said the Dean after ‘i, pause. 

Aslie also was slow in answering At last he said— 

‘ J understand there has lieon groat regret for the past.’ 
‘Regret!’ cried the Dean, ‘If ever there was a 
terrible case of the dealings ol God vath a liuman soul}—' 
lie began to w’alk up and down impetuously, wrestling 
with emotion 

‘Did she give you any explanation,’ said Ashe 
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preeently, in a voice scarcely audible—‘ of tlxeir meeting 
at Verona ? You know my mother believed—that she had 
broken with him—that all was saved. Then came a letter 
frotfl the maid, written at Kitty’s direction to say that she 
had left her mistress—and they liad stmted for Bosnia.’ 

*No, I tried. Bl.it she scein(3d to siirmk with horror 
from everything to do with Voiona. I have ah\ays 
supposed that fellow in sonn- way got the information he 
wanted—bought it, no doubt — and pursiu'd bor. But that 
she honestly meant to break witli Inm, 1 have no doubt 
at all.’ 

Ashe said nothing. 

‘Think’—said the Dean ‘ of the ('t'tcct of that man's 
sudden appearance--of his lomanLic. ind powerful per¬ 
sonality—your wife alone, imsoiiible—doubting your lore 
for her-’ 

Ashe raised liis hand, with a gesture ol passion. 

‘If she liad had tiie smallesi Jf>ve left for nio, she 
could have protected heioclf’ J had wiittcn to her—slie 
knew-’ 

His voice broke. The Dean's hu.e (jiiivered. 

‘My dear fellow-Bod kiiov\s lie broke off. 
When he recoveicd composure, lie said— 

' Let us go back to Jjady Kitty. Regiet is no word to 
express what 1 saw. She is consumed hv remorse iiiglit 
aod day. Slie is also still—-as fai ,is my o^es can judge— 
desperately ill. There is jirobably lung trouble caused 
by the privations of the winter. \nd the v.lrole nervous 
system is shattered.’ 

Ashe looked up. His aspect -bowed tlie effect of the 
words. 

‘Every piovision shall be made for her,' he said, in a 
voice muffled and difficult. ‘ Lady Alice lias been told 
already to .spare no expense,—to do evoi^rhiiig ibid, can 

be done.* 


a u 2 
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‘ There is only one thing that can be done for hftr,’ 
said the Dean. 

Ashe did not speak. 

‘There is only one thing that you or anyone else 
could do for lier/—the Doiui repeated slo\^ly,—‘ and 
that is to love—and forgive her ! ’ His voice trembled. 

‘Was it her wish that you should come to me ?' said 
Ashe after a mouienl. 

‘ Yes. I found her at first very despairing,—and 
extremely difficult to manage She regretted she had 
written to me, and neither Lady Alice nor I could get her 
to talk. But one ory,'—the old man turned away, look¬ 
ing into the fire, witi his back to Ashe, and with difficulty 
pursued his story,—‘ one day, whether it was the sight of 
a paralysed child that used to come to Lady Alice’s lace- 
class, or some impression from the service of the Mass to 
which she often goes in the early mornings with her sister, 
T don’t know, l)ut she sent for mo—and—and broke down 
entirely. SIr* implored mo to see you, and to ask you 
if she might live at. Ilagg.u’t, near the child’s grave. She 
told me that according to every doctor she has seen, she 
is doomed, physically. But I don’t think she wants to 
work upon your pity She herself declares that she has 
much more vitality than people think, and tliat the 
doctors may be all wrong. So ihat > m arc not to take 
that into account. But if you \-. Ill so far fov. ive her as to 
let her live at Haggai’t, and occa‘< onally to go .ind see her, 
that would be the only Jiappinoss to wbich she could now 
look forward, and sue promises that she will follow your 
wishes, ill evei 7 respect, and will not hinder or persecute 
you in any way.’ 

Ashe threw up his hands in a melancholy gesture. 
The Dean understood it to meat) a dvabelief in the ability 
of the person jiromising lo keep such an engagement. 
ITis face flushed—he looked uncertainly at Ashe. 
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^ ‘ For my part,’—he said quickly,—‘ I am not going to 
advise you for a moment to trust to any such promise.’ 

Eising from his seat, Ashe began to pace the room. 
The Dean followed him with his eyes, which kindled more 
and more. 

‘But’—he reaijmcd—‘T none the less urge and im¬ 
plore you to grant Lady Kjliy’s pi*ay('r.’ 

Ashe slightly shook his fiead. Tlie little Dean drew 
himself-together. 

‘May I speak to you—with a full frankness? 1 have 
known and loved you from iu'iiy, Vud,’—ho stoppial a 
moment, then said simply,—‘1 am a Clirisliaii nuiiistor.’ 

Ashe, witli a s.id and cii.u mingcourtesv, laid his hand 
on the old man’s arm. 

‘J can only bo gratijful to you,’ ho said and stood 
waiting. 

‘At least you will understand me,’ said the Dc.an. 

‘ You are not one of iho small smiL. AW-ll- hero it is ' 
Lady Kitty ha.s bci n an uiil’aiihfiil wil'o, She does not 
attempt to deny or (;o\ 01 it Butin my lioliof she loves 
you still, and has alwa,3's loved you. And wlion }'Oii 
married her, you must I think have, roahsod th.at you 
were running no ordinaly lisks The position and 
antecedents of her inoLhcr,- the liriinjiig up of the pool 
child herself,—the wilduoss of her fi'niporamenti, tiiid the 
absence of an^tlnng like solf-discipline .and fnolf-coutiol, 
must surely have made 3011 anxious’' 1 certainly 
remember that Lad3' Tianmore wa ' full ol fcais.' 

He looked for a reply. 

‘ Yes’—said Ashe,- T was an' .oiis Or rattier I saw 
the risks clearly. But I was in lo%o, and T thought that 
love could do everything.’ 

The Dean looked at him curiously hesitated—and at 
last said— 


‘Forgive me. Did 3011 take 301: t.u'. 


lonely 
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enough?—did you give Lady Kitty all the help you 
might ? ’ 

The blue eyes scanned Ashe’s face. Ashe turned away, 
as though the words had touched a sore. 

‘ I know very well—' he said unsteadily—' that I 
seemed to you and others a weak and, self-indulgent fool. 
All I can say is, it was not in mo to play the tutor and 
master to my \\ife ' 

‘ She was so young, so undisciplined,’ said the Dean 
earnestly. ‘ Did you guard lior as you might ?' 

A touch of impatience appeared in Ashe. 

‘Do you ioallv think, my dear Dean - ’ lie said, as he 
resumed his walk u;- and down,— ' that one human being 
has, ultimately, an\ locisivc power ovci another? If so, 
I am more of a believer in—fate—or liberty—I am not 
sure which—than you.’ 

The Dean sighed. 

‘ That you weie inliriitely good and loving to her we 
all know ’ 


“ Good ”—“ loving ” ’ 


said Ashe, under his breath. 


VMth a note of scoin ‘ 1 


He restrained hiinsell, hiding his face as he hung 
over the fire. 


Tlierc w;is a silenci', till Iho Dean once more placed 
himself in Ashe’b j'alli ‘ My di'ar fiicmd—you saw the 
risks, and yet you took them ! You j. ido the vow “for 
better, foi worse ” My fiiend, ;,r.u have so ' * speak, lost 
your ventiue! But, let me urge on you that the obliga¬ 
tion remains ! ’ 


‘ What oliligation ’ 

‘The obligation to the life >oii took into your own 
hands,—to the soul you vowed t'"* chei'isb,’ said the Dean, 
with'’an apostolic and passionate earnestness. 

Ashe stood before him, pale, and charged with resolu¬ 
tion. 
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‘ That obligation—has l>ecn cancelled,—by the laws of, 
your own OhrisUan faith, no less than by the ordinary 
laws of society.' 

* I do not so read it! ’ cried the Dean with vivacity. 

‘ Men say so, “ for the hardness of their liearts.” But the 
Divine pity which ^transformed men’s idea of marriage 
could never have meant to lay it down that in marriage 
alone there was to lie no forgiveness.’ 

‘ You forget your text,’ said Aslie, steadily. ‘ Sa\ii]g 
for the cause—” ’ His voice f.uled Jiiin. 

‘Permissive f ’ was the Dtan’s <^iiger reply,—‘per¬ 
missive only. There aio crises, I giant you, — cases of 
impenitent wickedness—where the higlici I.iw is sus¬ 
pended, finds no chance lo act, -where relief troni the 
bond is itself more} aiul justice. lint tlie higher law is 
always there. You kiio\v the lovmula- “it was said by 
thorn of old time--But / Ra\ unto \ou”-Aud rheii 
follows the new' law of a new sock ly And so in iniUTiiigc. 

If lovo has tlie sui.ihcil looni Lo wuik il foigiveiK'bS 
can find the naiTowc'St lootliold—Jove and foigiveiiess 
arc imposed on--deinan<l d of--the (.liiistiaiihere as 
everywhere else. JjOVC and forgiveness, —not penalty and 


hate! ’ 

‘There is no oue tion of hale — and — J doubt 
whether I am a C’nristi.in,’ said Aslie quietly, turning 


away. 

The Dean looked at him a little i'„skancc --breathing 
fast. 

‘But you arc a //evn*/, William ’ he said, Uiing tlie 
privilege of his white haiis, speaki g as ho might have 
spoken to the Eton hoy of twenty } ears before—‘Aye, and 
one of the noblest You gatheicd tluit poor thing into 
your arms—knowung what were the temptations of her 
nature, and she became tlie mother ot your child Now— 
alas! those temptations have conquer'd iior. Bin she 
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still turns to you—she still clings to you—and she has no 
one else. And if you reject her, she will go down un¬ 
forgiven and despairing to the grave.’ 

For the first time xVshe's lips ti'embled. But his 
speech was very quiet and collected. 

‘ I must try and explain myseF,' he said. ‘ Why • 
should wo talk of forgiveness? It is not a word that I 
much understand, or that moans much to men of my 
type and generation. T see what has happened in this 
way. Kitty’s conduct last year hit me desperately hard. 

It destro}'td my private luiiipiness, and but for the 
generosity oi the i est friends ever man had, it would have 
driven me out of pi 'ilic life. I warned her that the con¬ 
sequences of the Ci.ifo matter would ho irreparable, and 
she still earned it through. She left mo for that man,— 
and at a time wlieii by her own action it was impossible 
for me to defimd either her or myself. What course of 
action remained to mo ? I did remember her tempera¬ 
ment, her antecedents, and the certainty that this man, 
wliatevcr might be Ins moments of heroism, was a 
selfish and incorrigible brute in liis dealings with women. 
So I wrote to her, tlirough this same Consul at Trieste. , 
1 let her know that if she wished it, and if there were 
any chance of his marrying her, I would begin divorce 
proceedings at once Slie liad only to say the word. 

If she did not wish it, 1 wen Id spu-e her and myself 
the sliame and scjuidal of pi idicity. I if slie left 
him, I would make additional provision for her which 
would ensuie her (‘very comfort. She never sent a word 
of reply, and 1 have taken no stops. But as soon as 
1 heard she was at Treviso J wrote again,—or rather 
this time m}. lawyeis wrote, suf,,re&ting that the time had 
conle for the extra provision I had spoken of, whicli I 
was most read v and anxious to make.’ 

He paused. 
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And this '—said the Dean—‘ is all ? This is in fact 
your answer to me ? ’ 

Ashe made a sign of assent. 

‘ Except ’—he added, with emotion,—‘ that I have heard, 
only to-day, that if Kitty wishes it, her old friend. Miss 
French will go out ^o her at once, nurse her, and travel 
with her as long as she pleases. Miss French’s brother 
has just married and slio is at liberty. She is most 
deeply attached to Kitty, and as soon as she heard Lady 
Alice’s report of her state, she forgot everything else. 
Can you not persuade--Kilty,’- he looked up urgently— 

‘ to accept her offer ’ 

‘I doubt it,’ said (he Dean sadly. ‘There is only one 
thing she pines foi, and witboni it she will be a sick child 
crossed. Ah! well,-w. 11’ So to allow her to shaic 
your life again—however humbly and intcrmittcntl}" —is 
impossible ? ’ 

Tt seemed to llu: Dean that a slmdder passed through 
the man beside him. 

‘Impossible,’ said A'-.he, sharply. ‘ But not only for 
private reasons,’ 

‘ You mean your public duty stands in the way 

‘ Kitty left me of her own free will 1 have ])ut my 
hand to theplougli again,—and I cam ot turn hack. You 
can see for } ourself that 1 am not at my own disjiosal,— 
T belong to my party, to the men with whom 1 act, ^\ho 
have behaved to me with the utmost ge'i'uosiiy.’ 

‘ Of course Lady Kitty could I’o longer sha.ro your 
public life. But at Haggart—in seidasion 

‘You know what her peisonality is—how ah&oibing 
—how impossible to forget* Iso,--if she returned to 
me, on any tci'ins w'hate\'er, all the old conditions 
would begin again. I should inevitably have to leave 
politics.' 

‘And that—you are not pri'pared to do ‘' 
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The Dean wdndored at his own audacity, and a touch 
of proud sui'pi iso expressed itself in Ashe, 

‘ I should have preferred to put it that I have accepted 
great tasks and heavy responsibilities—and that I am not 
my own master.’ 

The Dean watched him closely. the field of im¬ 

agination there passed the figure of one who ' went away 
sorrowful, having great possessions ’ and his heart—the 
heart of a child oi' a kmgliL-err ant—burned withki him. 

But beforti he could speak again the door of the room 
opened, and a lady in black entered. Ashe turned 
towards her. 

‘ Do you foi Ijid no, Wilhani?’ she said quietly—'or 
may 1 join your couv'orsation ? ’ 

Ashe held out liis hand and diew her to him. Lady 
Tranmoio gicetod lier old friend the Dean, and he looked 
at her overcome with emotion and doubt. 

‘ You have come to us at a critic.d moment,’ he said,— 
‘and I am afraid you arc against me.’ 

She asked what they had been discussing, though 
indeed, as slie said, slie naitly giu'ssed. And the Dean, 
beginning lo bo sh.iken ni his own cause, repeated his 
pleadings with a sinking licarl. Tluy sounded to him 
stranger and less iieisuasivc than heroic In doing what 
he had done he !iad hocn inihieoe- d liy an instinctive 
feeling that Ashe would not t.vac the 'xsiong done him as 
other men might ''leat it, tli.i.i, :o put it ai the least, he 
w'ould be ubh to handle it wnlh ethical ouginality, to 
separate himself in dealing wdth it from the mere weight 
of social tradition. Yet now as he saw the faces 6f 
mother and son together,—the mother leaning on the 
son’s arm—and realised all th’ strength of the social 
idoa% which they represented, even though, in Ashe’s case, 
there had been a certain individual flouting of them, futile 
and powerless m the end,—the Dean gave way. 
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‘ ThortJ—there! ’ he sai5, as ho finished his plea, and 
La^y Traninore's sad gravity remained untouched. ‘ I 
see yon both think me a dreamer of dreams !—’ 

‘ Nay, dear friend! ’ said Lady Tranmore, with tlio 
melancholy smile which lent still further beauty to the 
refined austerity of jjior face; ‘ tliese things seem possible 
to you, because you are tlie soul of goodness ’— 

‘ And a pious old fool lo lioot I ’ baid tlie Dean 
impatiently. ‘But I am willing—like St. Paul and my 
betters—to be a fool for Chiist’s sake. Lady Tranmoie! 
are you, or arc you not a Chiistian?’ 

‘I hope so,' she said with ciunposure, while her chock 
flushed. ‘ But our Loul did lud ask inipossiliiliiies. lie 
knew there wcie limits to human endin.ince—and human 
pardon—though there might ho none to (lod’s.’ 

‘“Be ye pci feet, as youi Father which is in lieaven is 
perfect,” ’ cried the Dean. ‘ \Vhor(3 aic tlie liinils Iheie ' 

‘There are other duties m hfc h-sidcs that to a wife 
who has betrayed her hnsl).ind,' she said steadily * You 
ask of William wliat lie has not the strcnglli lo give. 
His life was wrecked, and lie has pieced it iogetJicr 
again. And now lie hns given it to ins colmtl 5 ^ That 
poor guilty child lias no claim upon it.’ 

‘But understand,’ said Ashe, iiii<-rposing, with an 
eneigy that seemed lo c'cpvcss tlio whiic man,—‘ \\hile I 
live, everything —short ol what you ask,—that c.-in bo 
done to protect or easo liei’, sJiall lie done —Tell her that.’ 

His features woiked painfulh The Dean took up 
his hat and stick. 

' And may I tell her too ’—he sa d pausing,—‘ that you 
forgive her ’ 

Ashe hesitated. 

‘I do not believe,’ he said at last, ‘that she would 
attach any more meaning to that word than I do. 8ho 
would think it unreal. What’s done is done ' 
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The Doan’s heart leapt up in the typical Christian 
challenge to the fatal and the irrevocable. While life lasts 
the lost sheep can always be sought and found; and 
love, the mystical wine, can always be poured into the 
wounds of the soul, healing and re-creating ! But ho said 
no more. He felt himself humiliatecl-and defeated. 

Ashe and Lady Traninore look leave of him with an 
extreme geittlenuss and affiiction. He would almost 
lather they had treated him ill. Yes, he was an optimist 
and a dreamer!—one who hatl indeed never grappled 
in his own person with the worst poisons and corrosions 
of the soul. Ye, still, as he passed along the London 
streets — marked hero and there by the newspaper 
placards which announced Aslie’s Committee triumphs of 
the night before—he W'as haunted anew by the immortal 
words 

‘ One thing tliou lackest,’ . . . ‘ nnd Come, follow me! ’ 

Ah’ -could he ha\o done such a tiling himself''* or 
was lie merely the sci-ibe carelessly binding on other 
men’s shouldois things grievous to bo borne? The 
answering passion of his faith mounted within him,— 
joim-d N\ilh a scorn for the easy conditions, and happy, 
scholaily pursuits of his own life,—and a thirst, which in 
the early day^ of Chiislendom, would have boon a thirst 
for witness, and for maitjidon'. 

Three days later, the Doar.,—a soinewnat shrunken 
and diminished tig’u c, in ordinary cleucal dress, without 
the buckles and silk stockings tliat typically belonged to 
him,—stood once more at the entrance of a small villa, 
outside the Voiietiau town of 'f',’evibO. 

He was very weary, and as he sought disconsolately 
through all his pockets for the wherewithal to pay his 
lly, while the spring rain pattered on his wideawake, be 
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produced an impression, as of some delicate draggled 
thing, which would certainly have gone to the heart of 
his adoring wife could she have beheld it. The Dean’s 
ways were not Sybaritic. lie pecked at food and di*ink 
like a bird; his clothes never caused him a moment’s 
thought; and it seemed to him a waste of the night to use 
it for sleeping. But none the less did he go thi-ough life 
finely looked after. Mrs. Winston dressed him, took his 
tickets sftid paid his cabs, and without her it was an 
arduous matter for the Dean to arrive at any destination 
whatever. As it was, in the journey from Paris, ho had 
lost one of the two bags winch Mrs. Winston had 
packed for him, and he lool^cd i emorsefully at the survivor 
as it was deposited on the steps beside him. 

It did not, liowever, i eraain on tlie siep',. For when 
Dady Alice’s maid-housekeepei‘ appealed, she informed 
the Dean, with a certain liiirry of mannei, that the ladies 
were not at home Tlu-.y had gone otf that morning— 
suddenly—to Venice, leaving a letter for him, should he 
arrive. 

* Fervmto !' cued the ih'an, turning towards the cab, 
which was tiaihng away, and (lie man, vho had been 
scandalously overpaid, came back ^\lt]l alacrity, while 
the Dean ste.pped in to read the lottei 

When he came out again, he was vtjvy pale, and in a 
groat haste. lie bade the man leplace the bag and dri\e 
him at once to the railway station. 

On the way thither he murmuicd lo Inmself ‘ liorrible ! 
—horrible ! ’—and both the Icttci a-id a newspaper which 
had been enclosed m it shoolc in hi' hands. 

He had half an hour to wait hofcio the advent of the 
evening train for Venice, and ho spent it in a quiet corner 
poring over the newspaper. And not that newspaper 
only, for he presently became aware that all uho .small 
ill-printed shoois offered him bj an old newsvendor in 



478 ’ \T-HE MARRIAGE OF WILLIAM A$HE 

1- / ' 
t 

the station were full of the same news, an^ 'some with 
_ later detail,—nay that the people walking up and down 
in the station were eagerly talking of it. 

An Englishman had been assassinated in Venice. It 
seemed that a body had been discovered early on the 
preceding morning floating in one <ff the small canals 
connecting the Fondamente Nuove with the Grand Canal. 
It had l)oen stabl)ed in three places ; two of the wounds 
mast have Ijeon fatal. The papers m the pocket identified 
the murdered man as the famous English traveller, poet, 
and journaast, IMr. Geofhey Cliffe. Mr. Cliffe liad just 
returned from an arduous winter in the Balkans, where 
ho had rendered iperb seivice to the cause of the 
Bosnian insurgents. He was well known in Venice, and 
the tonible ovtsni had caused a profound sensation there. 
No clue to the ouli’agc had yet been obtained. But 
Mr. Clilie’s purse and watch had not been removed. 

The Doan arrived in Venice l)y the midniglit train and 
Went to the lioLel on the liiva whither Lady Alice had 
directed liim. She was still up, waiting to sec him, and 
in the dark ptassage oui,-.ido Kitty’s door she told him 
wliat she knew of tlie murder. It appeared that late that 
night a startling arrest liad been made,—of no less a 
person than the Signorina Eicci, the well-known actress 
of the Apollo theatre, and of I, wo rn< n supnosed to have 
been lured hy her for tlie deed This news was still un¬ 
known 16 Kitty,—she was in bed and her companion had 
kept it from her. 

‘ How is she ? ’ a.ked the Dean. 

‘ Frightfully excited,—or else dumb. She let me give 
her something to make her sleep. Strangely enough, 
she ^said to me this morning on the way from Treviso— 
‘ It is a woman !—and I know her.’ 

The following day, when the Dean entered the dingy 
hotel siiting-rooin, a tliin figure in black came humedly 
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out fif the bedroom beside it, and Kitty caught him by the 
hand. 

‘ Isn’t it horrible ? ’ she said, staring at him with her 
changed dark-rimmed eyes. ‘ She tried once, in Bosnia. 
One of the*Italians who came out with us—she had got 
* hold of him.—Do ycM think—ho snfforc(P’ 

Her voice was quite quiet. The Dean shuddered. 

‘One of the sishs was in the heart,’ lie said. ‘But 
try and put it from you, Lady Kitty. Sit down.’ He 
touched her gently on the shouldtM’. 

Kitty nodded. 

‘ Ah then—’ she said—‘ thi n he couldn’t have suffered 
—could he ? I’m glad ’ 

She l('t the Dean puL her in a eh.iii, and clasping her 
hands round her Imees stio seemed to pursue her own 
thoughts. 

Her aspect affecred him almost beyond hearing. 
Ashe’s brilliant wife‘s - London’s spoili child'?—this 
withered tragic little creiJure, of whom it was impossible 
to believe that, in yeais, she was not yd twenty-four? 
So bewildered in mind, so broken in nerve was she, th.it 
it was not till he had sat with her some time, now enter¬ 
ing perforce into the cloud of horror that brooded over 
her, now stiiving to drag her from it, that she asked him 
abouii his visit to England 

He told her, in a faltering voice 

She received it veiy quietly, even with a little, queer, 
■twisting laugh. 

‘ I thought he wouldn’t. Was 1 i.'i'ty Tranmore there'? ’ 

The Dean replied that Lady Tranmoro had been the>'e. 

* Ah then of course there was no chance,’ said Kitty. 

‘ When one is as good as that, one never forgives.' 

She looked up quickly. ‘ Did William say he forgave 
me?’ 

The Dean hesitated. 
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' PIo said a great deal that was kind and generous.e 

A slight spasm passed over Kitty’s face. 

‘ I suppose he thought it ridiculous to talk of forgiving. 
So did I—once.’ 

She covered her eyes with lier hands,—removing them 
to say impatiently— « 

‘ One can’t go on being sorry every moment of the 
day. No, one can’t! Why are we made so? William 
v,ould agree with me there ’ 

‘ Dear Lady Kitty' ’ said the Dean tenderly—‘ God 
forgives—^nd with Him there is always hope, and fresh 
beginning.' 

Kittv shook hci lead. 

‘ I don’t know vvhat that moans,' she said. ‘ I wonder 
vvhethe.r '—she looked at him with a certain piteous and 
yet affectionate malico,—‘if you’d been as deep as I, 
whether ?/n7/’d know ’ 

The Dean flushed. Tlie hidden wound stung again— 
Had lie then no riglit to speak? lie felt himself the 
elder son of the pavahlo -and hatiid himself anew. 

But he was a Christian, on his Master’s business. 
He must obey orders, even thougli lie could feel no satis¬ 
faction, or belief in himself,—tliough ho seem to himself 
such a shallow and pcifiinciory person. So he did his 
tender best for Kitty, lie sp-eit hi'^ ' n ing, enthusiastic, 
pitiful soul upon iier ; and wliile he talked io her she sat 
with her hands crossed on her hi.i, and her ryes wander¬ 
ing through the open window to tlio forosi of masts out¬ 
side, and the dancing waveloLs of the lagoon. When at 
last he spoke of the further piovisioti Ashe wished to 
make for her, when he implored her to summon Margaret 
French she shook her liead ‘ 1 must think what I shall 
do/ she said quietly, and a miirite afforwards with a flash 
of her old n, volt—‘ He cannot prevent my going to 
Harry’s grave ! ’ 
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Early the following morning the murdered man w'as 
caidied to the cemetery at San Michele. In spite of 
some attempt on the part of the police to keep the hour 
secret, half Venice follow'cd the black-draped barca, 
which boro that flawed j^oet and dubious hero to bis 
rest. 

It was a morning of exceeding beauty On the mean 
and solitary front of tlie Casa dci Spiriii there bliono a 
splendour of light; the lagoon was a/iirc and gold; l.ho 
mainland a mist of trees in tlicir spring leaf; ^Yl)Jlc far 
away the cypiesse'i of San h’laneot-co, the slender tower 
of Torccllo, and the long line of iVIurano,—and finllior 
still the majestic ivall of silvir AIjis - gieeted tlio eves 
that loved them, as the caa i-, sootlied by ihe notes ol a 
glorious and yet familiar .nusic. 

Amid the ciow'd of gondolas tliat covered the siiallow 
stretch of lagoon between the northernmost liousort of 
Venice and the i'^laiid grave}aid, du-re was one wliicJi 
held two lad’cs. Alice Weiiskndale was th.eic iigamst 
her will, and her piiielied and tiagic face show'cd lior 
repulsion and iriilation. Slie had oiidoavouied in Mun 
to dissuade Kitty fiom coming ; but m the end she Inul 
insisted on accuin])an\mg liei Possibly as the boat 
glided ov(;r the water ainnl a ciowd of laughing, cbatier- 
ing Italians, tliO silc-nt Ihiglishw'oman was asking herself 
whaii was to be the future of the tuist she had taken 
O/i herself. Kitty m lier extremity had icmcmbcred 
her balf-sistci’s promise, and had ‘Inown lici'^elf u)'on 
it. But a few w'ceks' expeiienco hid shown tliai they 
were strange and uneongemal to each other. T''U‘re 
was no true affection hotween tiicm,—only a certain 
haunting instinct of kindred. Ami even this was 
weakened oi emhittoicd by those memories in Alice’s 
mind, which Kitty could never approach, and A ieo never 
forget. What was slie to do with nci haif-bisu,', 
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stranded and dishonoured as she was ?—IIow content or 
comfort her ?—How live her own lif^ beside her ? * 

Kitty sat silent, her eyes fixed upon the barca which 
hold the coffin under its pall. Her mind was the scene 
of an infinite number of floaiingand fragmentary recollec¬ 
tions ; of tlic day when blie and Cliffo had foflowed the 
viurazzi towards the opon sea; of the meeting at 
Veioiia; of the long winter, with its hardship and its 
lioiror; and that lu.trod and contempt which ha4 sprung 
up between them. Could she love no one, cling faithfully 
to no one And now Llie restless brain, the vast projects, 
tlie mi\< d n.iituo’, the half-gi eat ness of the man, had been 
silenced,—cru-ilied in a inoinerit, by the stroke of a 
knife. He had bu' ' killed by a )calous woman,—because 
of his supposed love for anotliei woman, whose abhorrence, 
in tiulh, he had earned in a few short weeks. There 
was something absurd iniiiglod wicli the honor,—as 
though one watched the prank of a demon. 

Her sensuous nature was toiinemcd In the thought of 
tlio last iiioinenc. Ilnd he had time to feel despair—the 
tliiist for life^ She prayt d not. Slie thought of the Sunday 
afieinoon at (irosMlle Pi.ik, when they had tried to play 
hilhaids, and Loid Giosville hid come down on them; 
or slio saw linn sitting oppOb^ite to her, at supper, on the 
nighi of the fancy hall, in the splend' i Titiai diess, while 
she gloated over the thoughts of the :'u,k snu had played 
on Mary f^ys'er, or bending - ' or hoi, Wi ii sh*> woke 
from licr swoon .it Verona, linl she even reallv loved 
him for one hour?—and if not, wli.A possiido excuse 
before gods or men, was there for thi-i agly self-woven 
tragedy into winch she had bi ought, herself and him,— 
merely because her vanity ooidd n^t bear that William 
hadf not been able to love her, for long, far above all tier 
deserts 

William! i!er heart leapt in her breast. He was 
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thirty-six—and she not twenty-four. A strange and 
desolate wonder overtook her, as the thought seized her 
of the years they might still spend on iho same earth,— 
members of the same country, hrcatliing tlie same aii — 
and yet for cvci separate. Never to ^ee l.iin—or speak lo 
liim agaid’—the thoiiglit stined Ik r in'iigiiiation, as it 
were, while it torfiued Ikm , theio was m ii a eeitaiii 
luxury and romance' of pain. 

T]iuj5, as she followed Chile lo his hist hlooiUlained 
rest, did her nnnd sink in di('.inis of Ashe, .ind in ihe 
dismal rockorniig up of all that she had so lightly and 
inconceuably lost. Some1.]lllt'^ she ft'und lu'isell absoihed 
in a kind of angiy marvelling at the streiigih of the old 
moral coiTirnonplaces. 

It h.nl been so las; .ind so e\eiling to d''!\ thoin. 
Stones which the hnihleis of lilo reject,— do tli. \ still 
avenge themselves in ^he old way’"* Theie vas a kind oi 
rage in the thought. 

On tile \\-i.v home, Ki:t\ ('\])i( ..-.ed a wk!i to go into 
St l\rark's alone. L.i.d\ Mice h’lt lier Lneie, auid in ‘he 
shadow of the allium Kitty lookid at Iku sti.tLigi'Iy, a.nd 
kissed hei 

An hoiii aft(K Ijad\ Ahee had leached ihe houl, a 
letter was hroiight lo Ikm In it Kit' v !;a(h' lur- and liio 
i>ean—faiewell, aiid .mked lha' no el!,)i't '-lioiild ho made 
to track her 'J am gonig to fiumd-, ulien' J sh.i.ll lie 
t fn and at pt-ace Thank \(tu ho'ih \M'h all mv heai t. 
Lit no one think ahoni me any me .’ 

Of course they disoheyed lie. They m.idc vJiat 
search ill Venice they could, svjIIk it lou-mg a (M.ndal, 
and Ashe rushed out to join it, Uomg Ihf eial nu.uis 
at a lMinister’i> disp.>-al Ihil ii v ,1 - fnnfk':. Kii*v 
vanished like a wraith in the dawn, and tin Ining 
world of action and alfaus knew' liei no 
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CHAPTER XXIV 

‘ Wi:Tjr., [ must havL' a caniago*’ said William Ashe to 
the landlord uf one of the ( oaehing iiins of Domo Dossola 
—and if } >n can’t give nio one for loss, I suppose 1 shall 
ha\e to >)iiy iliis uiot,t iidiculous charge ’L\ 11 tho man to 
put to at once ’ 

Til*' landlord mj.o o\MU'd the cairiagcs, and would 
be sitting snugly at homo 'whde the peasant on the box 
faced llie olonunls in consideratitui of a largo number of 
extia fiancs to his master, roLiied \\ itli a defeieiilial smile, 
and told Jhmlio to bring the lioisi s 

iMe.inulide Ashe linislied iin indillercnt dinner, grid a 
laige bill, and ueiit out to survey the picjiaiations for 
departure, so l’:ir as tb.• pelting ram in the courtyard 
■\\ould li‘t him He ^\as going over the Simplon, starting 
lather lati* m the d.i\, and tlie \\eathcr vaa abominable. 
His \alct Riuhaid Dell lu pt walch fA’er ilie luggage and 
encouraged tlie odiets, with a l.iitlv ‘^toical i oiiiitt. nance, 
lie. \\as an old tiavtdler, and thongl. In would have 
lirefcriod not to tiavel m a dda;, ■, he disiir 1 Itai.’, as a 
eountiy of so'ir ^^int^ :md would he gl-id lo < nd himself 
acrtjss tho \]ps iMoi-oover, he knew he iTi’ei...oii of his 
master’s chai .icter, and being a man of '.emo ability and 
education he loot a piidc in the 1 )'’iini .js of the atXaiis on 
which Ash(. wi'- geneially eng-ged 31 Mi. Ashe said 
that'he )nui>l got to Geneva the folio rig morning, and to 
London the merging after, on impoitant business,—why 
ho iiiii'jl, and It A as no good talking about weather. 
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• They rattled olY throTi^di tlie streets of Doino Dossola, 
Dell in front with the (lriv('i, under a waloi proof liood 
and apron, Ashe in the clo^^ed landau Ijehind, with a 
plentiful supply of boolcs, newspapers, and ei^Mis to while 
away the time. 

At Tsplla, the fiftntier villauo, he look advanta-^fe of the 
Custom house fonnahties and of a certain lull in tlu' 
stoim to stroll a little in front ot tlie inn (hi tin* Italian 
side loolcing east, there w^as a certain wild lifting of tlu' 
clouds, above tbf; lowei coinse of the stream d('scendiiig 
from tli(‘ Oondo ia\ine , upon tlw'distant nusidows and 
mountain slopes lhai ni.oKi'd iht' opening of the Tnsa 
v.illcy, storni-liglits came nd wimt, like phantom tleer 
chased by tlie stoi m-clcasU , iiesidc bun. the sw'olI(>n ii\e>- 
thundeied p.ist, scekmu :• tljiisL\ ilalj , iind lichm !, o\er 
the lanious Condo cleft, 1 'Y (.l.ukncss, and aptdiing tumult 
of ram. 

Ashe tiiiiu'cl bad; t(> the* caniagc biddirig a silent 
farewell to a court! \ be ihd not lo\i ; a coiintiy mainly 
significant to luin of nu'infu los wlndi losc like a liaish 
harrier between b>s present self and .i time when lie too 
fleeted bit calel(‘^sly lilu' oilier men, a,ml tound eveiy hour 
delightful Never, as long as lie iie'*d, siiouUl lie come 
\Mlbiigly to Italy Ibit bis motlier ibis yiair had fallen 
into such an e'vhaustion of 1 ) 0 ( 1 _\ and mind, eaiised by 
I -s father's long agoiu, that be, had pcasmuled her to let 
hue carr) he)’o\cr tlie Aljis to S'lesa,-- ,a ])l;''”e she h;id 
known as a, gill and ol winch s* ofti n s]»oke foi a 
Wliitsimlide lioliday ITe liim-udl as no longer m olVuai 
A coalition bctw’een the Tones .imi ceitam dissident 
Lilierals had turneil out Lord Pallium's goveninieiit iu 
the coursi. of a stormy aiitunin se-^-aon, sonic eight 
months before. It liad been succeedcal b a eal: 

Administration, lesting on two oi :h l:i't 

groups,—w'itli Ashe as leader of tlio Opposuuai. lleiice 
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his coinparative freedom, and the clianco to be his mother’s 
escort. 

But at Rtrosa he had Ixjcn overtakon l)y .some startling 
political news, news whi-cli seemed to foreshadow an 
almost immetli.ite change* of Ministry ; and urgent tele¬ 
grams Iridc him ictuiii at onci'. The‘eoahlioii on which 
the Government relied had hrokeai down ; tlie resignation 
of its chief, a ‘ transicnr, and embarrassed phantom,’ was 
imminent; and it was praetically ceitain, in the singular 
dearth of older men on liis own side, since the retire¬ 
ment of In;:'d B.Hiam, that wsthiii a few vvoeks if not 
(lav.. A-ilie would !>' calL.d upon to foim an Adminiscra- 
tion . , . 

^riio eaniage was soon on its way again, and presently 
ill the daikness of the superb i'a\mu that stictclii'S "west 
and north fioin Gondo, the tumult of wind and w'ater was 
sueii that eV( ii Ashe’s slackened pulses felt the excitement 
of it. Ho left tlie eairiage, aud wrapped m a wsateipioof 
cape, breasted the wind along the waters c'dgc. Words- 
woi til's inagmfieent lines in tlie ‘ Bielude,’ dedicated to 
ih:-, \Li \ sp(jt, came Ixu'k to him, as to one W'ho m those 
la’ei months had lieen able to lenow some of the literary 
liahits and ivcollections of earlier ^eais. 

— Tiuimli .i.ul llif (l.-iiJoK .'ii’d tli(* 'I'/ht' - 

But hcio on ihis wuld nigi.t were op^', tunmlti and 
darkness , and if Natun: in the- aspe-cL W'ev-* still to be 
held, as Woi (IsWurth makes her, die Voice and dpocalypse 
of God, alie breathou a power pitiU'Ss and leiriblo to man. 
The fierce stream below, the tin\ sjieck made by the 
carriage and horses straining iigain.se tlie huiricane of 
wind, the forests on the furthoi hank climbing to endless 
lioiglits of rain, the flowers in the 'ock ciannies, lashed 
and tom, the gloom and chill which had thus blotted out 
a June evening : all these impressions were impressions 
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oj war, of struggle and attack, of forces unfriendly and 
overwhelming. 

A certain restless and nieliinch(t]y joy in tlio challenge 
of the storm, indeed, Ashe fult, iih many anoiher strong 
man has/elt befoie liint, in a similar emj^tiin’ss of heart. 
But it was becausi* of the mere jiroYOcation of physical 
energy which it involved , not, as it would Jiave been witli 
him in youth, because of the inliniiude and vaslness of 
Nature^ breathing power and expeclaiioii into man .— 

Effort, and cxpeclatitui and desiio,— 

And soiiictliJiU', t vnniuK' iiboul to bo ' 

lie dung the \VOidb iipc'ti tlie v.ind, vliieli seatteied 
them as soon as they utse ntiered, ine)el> tliat he imglit 
give them a hitter denial, reject lor himself, noss and 
always, tlic tempei liiey -xpie^sed. He had Kiionmi it 
well, none hotter !---g()in' lo bed, and iisim up'\Miii it - 
the mci'e jo\ in the ‘meie living.’ It had be.L.cned 
eveiythiiig, twii.ed lonnd e\oi)thing, g'eat and small, 
a day’s ti’oid-ti'.l’n'g, o deiT-s'alKing , a new honk, a 
friend, a famous place, then polities, and llu' joys of 
power. 

Gone* Here he as, hunying back to IhigLiiid, to 
take perhaps in Ins still voung liainl the lielni of lier v.ast 
fo!tunes, and of <',11 the old ‘exjiee a'ion and disiie,’ the 
old passion of hope, the old sense of the magic that lu-i 
i,i things unkiiONMi and \^ays untKxhhn, Jie seemed t.> 
himself now incapable. lie wo dd do Jn's best, and 
witliout the political wiestle, life ' ould he loo li'illing to 
be borne; but the relish and the evoui weie gone, and 
all w<is gi ey. 

Ah!---he rememherod one or two storm-walks willi 
Kitty ill theii engaged or caily inaiiied da^.s in Scot¬ 
land chiefly. As ho tvudged up this - r , *'c ‘ ’u'd 

see stretche.s of KSeotch heatlinr iiiidnj- (nn'uni': i.nst. 
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and feel a little figure in its tweed dross flung suddeijly, 
])y the wind and its own soft will, against his arm. And 
then, the sudden embrace, and tlio wet fragrant cheek, 
and her voice,—mocking and sweet 1 

Oh! God, where was she now ? The shqck of her 
disai^pearance fjom ^>^ice had left, in some ways a 
deeper maik upon him than even the original cata¬ 
strophe. ]'’or who that had known her could tliink of 
Such a being, alone, in a world of strangers, without a 
peculiar diead and anguish? That she was alive, he 
know, for iior five hundred a year—and die had never 
accepted aiiotiier p-enny fiom him since her flight—was 
still drawn on he lehalf by a banking firm in Paris. 
TIis sohcitois, since the failure of tlieir first efforts to 
trace her after Cliffe’s death, had made repeated in¬ 
quiries; Ashe had him,',elf gone to Pans to see the 
bankers in question. But lie was mot by their solemn 
promise to Kitty to keep her secret inviolate. Madame 
d’JGsfcioes supplied him with the name of the convent in 
whicii Kitty had been brought up; but the Mother- 
Buperior denied all knowledge of lier. Meanwhile no 
course of action on Kitty’s part could have restored her 
so effectually to her place in Ashe’s imagination. She 
haunted liis days and mglits. So also did Ins memory of 
the Dean's petitiiui. Insensibly, wid-. rut rigument, the 
whole attitude o! Jiis mind t''^leto had b.oken down; 
since ho had been out of office, ind his di'\s and nights 
were no longer absorbed in the detail of acmnnistratioii 
and Parliamentary F idership, he had been the defenceless 
prey of grief; yearning and pity and agonised legret, 
using fiom tlie deep sub-conscious self, had overpow'cred 
his fiist lecoil and determination ; and in the absence of 
all other passionate hope, the one de-ne and dream which 
still lived warn, and throbbing at his heart was the dream 
that still m some crowd, or loneliness, ho might again, 
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bejorc it was too late, see Kitty's face, and the wildness 
of Kitty’s eyes. 

And he believed much the same process had taken 

place in his mother’s feeling. Slie rarely spoke of Kitty , 

but w'hen, she did the doulit and soi eness of her mind 

were plain. Pier ojv’n bfii had giown veiy solitary. And 

111 particular the old fiieiidshiii between her and Trolly 

Lyster had entirely ceased to be. Lady Traiimore 

aliivered when she ivas named, and would never herself 

speak of her if she could lii'ln 11 . Ashe had tiied in vain 

to make her explain hersell. Surely it vas incredible 

that she could in any w.iy hlim..' I\Iary for the incident at 

Yeiona? Ashe of coinse k rnembeied tlic passage in his 

mother’s letter from Vimiee, and tliey had the maid 

Blanche’s report to l^ady Tianmoro, of Kitty’s intentions 

vhen she left \’emce, of her terror when Chtl'e appeal ed,— 

of her swoon. 15ut he behoved wi(h tlie Dean that any 

%/ 

treacherous servant could ha\e hiouglii ahout llie cata- 
stioplie. Vincenzo, one of the gondolier!;' wlio took Kitty 
to the station, bad seen the luggage labelled for Vciona, 
no doubt GlilTc bad biibed him : and this explanation 
was indeed suggested to Lady Traiimore by the nnud. 
Ilis mother’s buspicion, —if nuloed -he entertained it,— 
was so hideous, that Ashe finding it iuipobsihle 10 make 
his own mind harliour it foi an instant, was haiiow'cd 
by the mere possibility of its e\is(cnoc; as though it 
represented some hidden soie of eciisciousiie.ss thiit le- 
fused either to he piohed 01 healed 

As he laboured on against the torin, all thought of 
hia present life and activities dropped away from him ; 
he lived entirely in tlie past. ‘What is it in me,’ ho 
thought, ‘ that has made the difference between my life 
and that of other men I know—that we.ikenrd nu* so 
with Kitty?’ He canvassed his ow>i .tc*. a- a 
third person might have done. 
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The Cluj&tian, no doubt, would say that his manned 
life had failed, because God had been absent from it, 
because there had been iii it no consciousness of higher 
law, of coin}3elling grace. 

Ashe pondered wdiiifc siicli things might mean. ‘ The 
Clnistian-- in speculative belief—fajlsrjiidcrthe challenge 
of life as often as othei men. Suiely it depends on some¬ 
thing infinitely more plimitJ^e and fundamental than 
Christianity?—something out of wliich Christianl’ty itself 
springs? Hut this something,— does it leally exist,—or am 
1 only cheating myself, by fancying if'* Is it, as all the 
sages have said, thi' pursuit of bOine etornal good, the 
identification of the elf vvitli it,—the “dying to live”? 


And is tiiis tlic leal meaning 


at the lieait of C’hiistiaiiitj' ? 


—at the lieaic of all leligioif*—tlie cveilasting meaning, 


let science play what havoc it please with outvvaid foirns 


and statements ? ’ 


Il.ul lie, perhaps, doahied the soid ^ 

He gioaned aloud. ‘ Oh my God, what matter that I 
should grow wise—if KiU\ is lost and desolate?’ 

And lie trampled on hi - own thoughts,—feeling them 
a mere hypocrisy and oircnce 

As they left the Gondo ravine, and began to climb the 
zig/ag road to the Simplon inn, the stoim giow still 
wilder, and the diiver, with set hp-, ..ed dr ppmg face, 
urged his patient hc.vsts against 5 . deluge. rcail ran 

riveis; each torrent, earefully cliuinelled, 'tnit passed 
beneath it, brought down wood and soil m choking 
abundance; and Ashe watched the dowiiwaid push of 
the lain on the high exposed hanlts above the carriage 
Once they passed a fragment of road which had been 
W’^ashed av^'ay; the driv'^er pointi ig to it said something 
sulkily about ^ frave ’ on the ‘ other side ’ 

This had nif;c.. 3 nt, however, proved to bo the last and 
worst, and when they cmeiged njion liio high valley in 
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wljjich stands the village of Simplon, the rain was ah’eady 
lessening, and the clouds rolling up the great sides and 
peaks of the Fletschhorn. Ashe promised himself a com¬ 
paratively line evening and a nipid I'lin down to Brieg. 

Ontside the old Simplon posting-house, liowever, they 
presently came upiiii a crowd of vchudob ol c\cry descrip¬ 
tion, of which the diiveis were standing in groups with 
dripping rugs across their shoulders,— shouting and ges- 
ticulatiflg. 

And as they diove up, the news was thundeied at 
them in e\cry possible tongue. Between the hospiee and 
Burizal two hundred metier of load li.ul he'‘n eonijdeUly 
w'aslied aw’ay. The aflcinooii diligence had just got 
thiough by a miiaclc an hour hcfoie the iiceideiit oc- 
cuned ; before anything else eould pass, it would take at 
least ten or twelve hours’ hard woik, thiougli Ihu mglit, 
hefoie the laboiners now Ik mg leijuis.tioneil by tlie Com- 
murie could possibly provi>le even a Louipoicuy passage. 

Ashe in despair W( nt into the inn to sjx'ak w'llh the 
laudloid, and found tliat unless lie was piepared to 
ab.aridoii books and jiapers, and inaku a juisli for it o\ei‘ 
mountain paths co\ered deep in liesh .snow, iheie was no 
possible escape iVoni the dilemni:'. lie must stay the 
nigliL The navvies W(;re already on their wav, and as 
soon as e\er the road was jiassable la should know. 
Foi’ not even a future Prime Minister of England, (ouJd 
Herr End wag do more. 

lie anil Dell went gloomily up thi narrow stone staiis 
of the inn to look at the bcdioom-, which were low’- 
roofed, and piimitive, penetrated oveiywdiere by the roar 
of a stream which came down close behind the inn. 
Through the open door of one of the looms Ashe saw 
the foaming mass, Iramed as it were in a winr-iw, .and 
almost in the house. 

lie chose two small rooms looking on the street, and 
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baclo ]^g 11 get a iiie lit in one of tliein, a bed moved Qut, 
an arm-chair moved in, and as large a table sot for him 
as tlie inn could pi o\ide, while lie took a stroll before 
dinner. lie had some important letters to answer, and 
lie pointed out to Doll tlie liag which contained,them. 

Then lie stopped out into th(j muddy street, which was 
sliil a confusion of hoises, vehicles, and men, and turning 
np a jiath heliind the inn was soon in solitude. An 
ev(i.iing of sphuidoui-' Nature was still in fi tragic 
declamatory mood -sending jiiled thunder-clouds of 
daz/ling wlnr*-' acioss a sky OKtiavngant,l\ blue, r id 
throwing on ilio l-igh snowliolds and esaggy tops a fioice 
dame-eolourcd liglu. The valley was lesonanij with 
angry sound, and t’ne \illago, now in shadow, with its 
.slender ciumhling cii.nipanilo, seemed like a cowering 
thing, over wliicli the eagle has passed 

The gramleiir and the freshness, ihe free elemental 
play of stream and sky and mountain seized u])on a man 
in whom the main impulses of life wrj-e already weai‘V» 
and filled liim with an in'roliintary jihvsieal delight, lie 
noticed the llowei's at his feet, in tlie (henelied grass 
whicli was aheady lifting up its hatteied stalks and along 
the niargms of the streams , deep-blue columbines, while 
lilies, and yellow anemones. 1 ncom^iarahle lieaub l'\ed 
and hieatlicd in eact. foot of i>asluie , e. ■ wht i lie raised 
his eyes from the g'-iss tliey fed «'n visiona’^ pleiuloins 
of snow :nid rock, slrridiing into li ■ heavens 

No life visiliie. l‘lxe''pt a line o', homing cetth , led by 
a little girl, willi tuclu '1-iip skirt and ban, Ici't. And— 
m the distance—the slender figuie oi a uoman walking, 
—stopping often to gather a flu\.ei,- m- to lestNo’ 
a woman of tlie eallcy cleailv No doubt a traveller 
•weailiei-bound like himself at the inii lie w’alched the 
figure a httle, fo’ some vague gr.Lce of movement that 
seemed to miter into and make a part of that liigh beauty 
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in which the scene was steeped, hut it disappeared 
boUind a fold of pasture, and he did not see it again. 

In spite of the multitude of vehicles gathered about 
the inn there were not so many guests in the salle-d- 
manger, when Ashe entered it, as ho had expected. Ho 
supposed t!hat a majority of those vehicles must l)e return 
carriages fiorn Brieg. Still there was much clatter of talk 
and plates, and German seemed lo be the pi e\ ailing tongue. 
Except Jor a couple whom Ashe took lo he a Genovebo 
jirofessor and his wife, theu; w:is no lad^r in the room. 

He lingered somewliat late nt table, toeing ^^it}l his 
ora^nge and leading a ‘ Jomn.il de Geneie' captured from 
a neigUboui, ^sbIch eontaineii an excellent ' London letter.’ 
The room emptied Tlie twi") Swiss bandnuiidens came 
into clear away soiled Inu-i ;uul ai range the tables for 
the movmng’b coffee Only at a liutliei talile, a coitveH 
for one person, setj by ii'.eU, r.*niained still untouched. 

Ho happened to hi- .i.loiu in llie loom ^\h('lI the door 
again opened and a l.uly e’li.erod Shu did not see him 
behind his newspapei, and slie ^\/l.ll^ed hingnully Lo the 
further table, and s.it down. As slu' <lid so, slu' ^Mis 
seized With a tit of <.ougliin.(, and wlien it Aias oier she 
leaned her head on lier Jianvls, gasping 

z\she li.i I 'naif risi'ii ; the ne\ispa])ei was oiusbed in 
his li'ind , when the Swiss WMin-ss wlmin !lie men of the 
inn '■‘{died Fiaulein Anna,—who was indec'l the ihiugliler 
of the landlord,- came hack. 

‘li'WV are ^ou, Madame'.' ’ -.he s.i' ■ with i smile, and 
in a blow English of wliicli bhe was e\ h-ntly proud. 

‘ I'm butfer to day,’ said llie olhei, liastily ‘T sh.ill 
start, to-morrow. Whit a noisti tliere is to-night 
she added, in a tone both fietful and weary. 

‘We are so full,--it is the accident to the ro'vl, 
Madame. Will Madame have a the ro]U}i!< * ‘i - b"f'.'"'' 
The lad} nodded, and FianUin Anna, who L,vJihiiuy 
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knew her ways, brought in the tea at once, stayed chat¬ 
ting beside her for a minute and then departed, with a 
long disapproving look at the gentleman in the corner 
who was so long over his coffee and would not let her 
clear away. 

Aslic made a fierce cifort to still the thumping in his 
breast, and decide %vhat ho should do. Eor the guests 
thoio was only one door of ('ntr.incc o'’ exit, and to reach 
it he must pass close beside the new coinoi. 

Tie laid down Ins nowspapev, 8hc lieaid the rustling, 
and involunt.iiily looked round. 

Theio was a slight ^ound,—an exclamation She rose. 
Jle heard and saw 'ler coming, and sat tranced and 
motionh-s, his I'ycs In nt ujion her. She came tottering, 
clinging to the chairs, her hand on her side, till she 
reached the cornei where Im was 

‘William ' '—she said, uith a little glad soil, under her 
breath—' Willuirn ' ’ 

lie himself could no. ,-eaK Jfc stood there gazing at 
her, hi.s hps moving wthoii'j sound ft .seemed to him that 
she turned lier iiead a mon,‘ nt, as lliough to look ior some¬ 
one hi'side him, with an c\'|UibJLe licmor of the mouth. 

‘ Isn’t it strange'^ ’ she said in tlie same guarded voice. 

‘ J had a dream once, - a villcA --and niounfains—.mil an 

inn You sat here just like this--and-' 

She })Ut up her Ixiiids to her « \cs a momi'i'i, shivered 
and willidrew them. kVom hei cxpi ..sionshosL mod lobe 
waiting for him to spe-ik. Tie mo\i-i .and stood heside lici. 

‘ Where can w’o talk ? ’ he said wntli dilheult) 

She shook her hcail vaguely, looking lound her with 
that slight fiown, complaining an-l >oL ...weut, which was 
like a touch of fue on mi'ino'-y. 

Tliii wailioss came back into the rooiri 
‘It ih odd to have met you here’' said Kitty in a 
laughing voice. ‘ I iot us go into llie Salon ue Lecture. 
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The maids want to clear away. Please bring your 
ne’^spaper.’ 

Frauloin Anna looked at them with a momentary 
curiosity, and went on with her work. They passed into 
the passage-way inside, which w'as full of smokers over¬ 
flowing from the crowded room l)eyond, where the 
humbler frequenters of the inn ate and drank. 

Kitty glanced round her in bewildeimenl.. ‘ The Salon 
do IjGc^ire will bo full too. Where shall we go?’ she 
said, looking up. 

Ashe's hand clonclu'd, as it hung beside him. The 
old gesture—and llie drawn en'acjated face—they pierced 
the heart. 

‘I told my sci\ant to cnatige me a sitting-roiun 
upstairs,’ lie said liiniicdly, ji lu-i eui. ‘ Will yc>u go u]) 
first—No. 10.’ 

She noddl'd, and began sh'W’ly to monnl ihe slans, 
coughing as slie ent. Tlie niim v horn \sJio I’ad tat on 
for a Genevese piofcsror, looked alter hci, glajiccd at Ids 
neighbour, and shrugged liis r^lioiildors. ' I'lithiftiiiuo,’ lie 
said with a note of J'ily. The other nodded. ‘ bit d’mi 
i^pe tros-avanoc'! ’ 

They moved toMaids (he door, and stood looking mto 
ihe night ^^Ll(‘h daik witJi ini,erinitLent uim. A-ilie 
studied a map of llie, Coirn.'ine whicli hung on the wail 
beside him, till at a moment when the passage had 
become comparalHoJy cleai ho turned .md w’ent upstairs. 

Tho Uoor of his improvised sufniiwa ajar In-}ond it, 
Ilia valet w^as coming out of his bedrooi , with wet clotlios 
over his urm. Ashe hesitated. Hut the man had been 
with him tlirougli the gi eater p.iit of bin mairicd life, and 
w^as a good heart, lie beckoned him back into the room 
ho was leaving and the two stepped inside. 

‘ Dell, my good fellow, 1 want your help 1 -n t 
met my wafe heie—Lady Kitty.— You luuk.-land - - 
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Neither of us of course had any idea.—Lady Kitty is very 
ill. We wish to have a conversation—uninterrupted. 
I tnist you to keep guard.' 

The young man, son of one of the Ilaggart gardeners, 
started and flushed, then gave his master a look of 
sympathy. 

‘ I'll do my best, sir.’ 

Ashe nodded and wont back to the next room. Ho 
clo'^'cd the door behind him. Kitty, who was siliting by 
the fire, half loso. Their eyes met. Thun with a stifled 
cry ho Hung liimsolf dow'ii, kneeling, beside her, and she 
sank into bis arms. Jlis tears fell on her face, anguish 
and pily overwhuliiif i him. 

‘You may ! ’—slie said brokenly, putting up her hand 
to his cheek, and kissing liiin,--' You may ! I’m not mad 
or wicked now,--and I’m dying.’ 

Agoiiibud murinuis of love, pardon, selLabasemcnt, 
passed between them. It was as though a great stream 
bore tliem on its bieast ; an :i.wfid and majestic power 
enwrapped them, and made each woid, each kiss, 
wonderful, sacraiiicntal. llodiew himself away at last, 
holding her ban hack fioin her brow and temples, studying 
her features, his own face convulsed. 

‘Whole have you been? Wliy did you hide fioin 

I 

mo ! 

‘ You foi’badc me,’ .she said, •'troking ins , air. ‘And 
it was quite right. The dear Deir told me,- iiid I quito 
understood. If I’d gone to II}i;.^art then, thorc’d have 
been more trouble. I should have tiled to gei. my old 
place back. And now it’s all over You can give mo all 
I want, because I can’t live. Ii’-» only a question of 
months, perhaps weeks. Nobodv could blamo jou, could 
they? People do’.i’t laugh, when--it’r> death. It simpi- 
fies things so,—doesn’t itV' 

She smiled, and nestled to him .igain. 
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• ‘ What do yoij. moan ?' he said, almost violently. 
* Why are you so ill ? ’ 

‘ It was Bosnia first, and then—l^eing miserable—I 
suppose. And Poitiers was very cold,—and the nuns very 
stuffy, bless them,—they wouldn’t let me havo air 
enough.’ • 

He groaned aloud while he remembered his winter in 
London, in the foilorn luxury of tlie Park Lane house. 

' Wlfere have you been ? ’ ho repeated. 

‘ Oh ! I "Went to the Smtirs Blanches ,—you remember? 
—where I used to be. You wejit there, didn’t you ? ’— 
ho made a sign of miseiable assent—‘ but I made them 
promise not to tell! Theic u an old inistiess of No\ice8 
there still, who used to bo vor> fond of me. She got one of 
the houses of the Saci6 Qeiu to take me in-at Poitiers. 
They thought thejy were gatlioring a stray sheep back into 
the fold, you undeistand, as I was brought up a Catliolic 
—of sorts. And I didn’t mind ! ’ The familiar in¬ 
tonation, soft, complacent, humorous, rose like a ghost 
between them.—‘ I used to like going to l^fass. But tliis 
Easter they wanted to make me “ go to my duties ”—you 
know what it means?—and I wouldn’t. I wanted to 
confess ';—slie shuddeied and drew his face down to hers 
again,—* but only once--to—you—and then, well then, to 
die, and have done with it. You see I knew one can’t got 
on long with thiee-quarlors of a lung. Vnd they wore 
rathei' tiresome—they didn’t understaiid. So thiee week.*^ 
ago I drew some money out, and said good-hye to tlicm. 
Oh I they were very kind, and very s> Uiy foj- me. They 
wanted me to take a maid, and I meant to. But the one 
they found wouldn't come with me when she saw how 
ill I was,—and it all lingered on,—so one day J just 
walked out to the railway station and went to Pari^. 
But Paris was rainy,—and I felt I mUjo see tlio sun 
again. So I stayed two nights at a little hotel ^laman 

K K 



498 THE MARRIAGE OF WILLIAM ASHE 


usod to go to—hori'id place !—and each night I read your 
speeches in the reading room,—and then I got my things 

from Poitieis, and started,-’ 

A fit of coughing stopped her, coughing so terrible 
and destructivo that he almost rushed for help. ‘ But she 
restrained him. She made him uncici’stand that she 
wanted certain remedies from her owr room across the 
corridor. Ho wont for them. The door of this room had 
been shut by tiie obsorvr.nt Boll, who was watching the 
passage from lua own bedroom furthm' on When Ashe 
liad opened it ho fonnd liimsclf face to face as it were 
with tlie foaming si - am outside. The window, as he 
had seen it bi'fore, wns wnde open to the waterfall just 
beyond it, and the terapci’aturc was piercingly cold and 
damp. The furniture was of tlie roughcbt, and a few of 
Kilty’s clothes lay scattered aliout. Af> he fumbled for a 
light, there liovered befoio his eyes the loinemhiancc of 
tlioir room in Hill ^Street, stiewn with chiffons, and all 
the elegant and costly trifh's that made the natural setting 
of its mistress. 

He found the medicines and huriiodback. She feebly 
gave him directions. ‘Now the stivchninc*—and some 
brandy ’ 

He did all he eoiild. He drew some chiiirs together 
before the file, and made a coucli fo. hiU’ \vith pillows 
and rugs She tliiviked him wii’n smiles a'vl her eyes 
followed his every movement, 

‘Tell your man to get some milk!- -And listen,’—she 
cauglit his hand. ‘ Hock my door That nice woman 
downstairs will come to look after me, and she’ll think 
I'm asleep.' 

It was done as she wished. Ashe look in the milk 
from Dell'h hands, and a fresh supply of wood. Then he 
turned the key m his own door and came back to her. 
She was lying quiet, and seemed revived. 
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• ‘ How coay 1 ’ she said with a childish pleasure looking 
round her at the bare white walls and scoured boaids, 
warmed with the fiie-light. The bitter tears swam in 
Ashe s eyes. He fell into a chair on the otlior side of the 
fire, and Stared—seeing nothing—at the burning logs. 

‘You needn’t suppose thnt J don’t get people <o look 
after me !' she w'emt on, smiling at him iigain, one shadowy 
hand ^'opping her cheek. And slie pi allied on about the 
kindness of the chamliermaids at Vevoy and Brieg, and how 
one of them had wanted to eoino wuh licr as her maid. 
‘ Oh f I sliallfind one at FJorcnco if I get there—or a mu so 
But just for those few days 1 wanted to be free ! In the 
winter there weie so many }>eoplo about— so many ey'^es ! 
I just phicd to cheat Uk iu - get quit of tlieiii. A maid 
w'ould have bollieied rno lo stay in bod and see doctois—- 
and you know, William, with this illness of mine yoii’n* 
so irstlcss ’ ’ 

‘Where were )OU going to'?’ lie said, wilhout look- 
ing up. 

‘Oh! to Italy soniewhc>‘o,-just to see some tlow'crs 
again,—and the sun. Only not to Venice > ’— 

There was a silence, which she broke by a sudden ci y 
as she drew him clown to hei-- 

‘ William I you know- T was coming homo Lo you, 
wlien that man -found me.’ 

' I know.—If it had onlv been T a'Iio k.lK'd Inru * ’ 

w 

‘ I’m just— Kitt/f/* ’ she said chok. ig,—‘ as bad as bsd 
can bo. But I couldn’t have done wl.at Mary Lystor did.’ 

‘ Kitty—for God’s sake I ’— 

‘ Oh I know it,'—.she said, almost with ti luniph,—‘ now 
I know it! T determined to know—and 1 got people in 
Venice to find out. She sent the mchsago—that told liira 
where I w^as—and I know the man wdio took it. f siqi- 
pose it would be pathetic if I sent hei vvord liiat 1 bad 
forgiven her. But I havoi't ! ’ 


K K 2 
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Ashe cried out that it was wholly and utterly inco?},- 
CQivable. 

‘Oh no!—she hated me because I had robbed her of 
Geoffrey. I had killed her life I suppose,—she killed 
mine. It was what I deserved, of course ; only just at 
that moment,—If there is a God, Willi-^m, how could He 
have lot it happen so ? ’ 

The tears choked her. He loft his seat, and kneeling 
beside her, he raised her in his arms, while she mui'mured 
broken and anguished confessions. 

‘I was SC' c\cak--and frightenecL And he said, it was 
no good iiying to back to you. Everybody knew 
1 liad gone to Vcion.i -and lu' li.id followed me—No one 
would over believe -And lie wouldn’t go—^vouldn’t leave 
me. It would be ineie cruelty ami desertion, ho said. 
Aly real life was—witli hiui. And I seemed—paralysed. 
^Vllo had scMit that message'^ It never occurred to me— 
I felt as if some demon lield me—and I couldn’t 
escape—’ 

And again the sighs and tears, which wrung his 
heart—with wdiich his own mingled. Ilo tried to 
comfort her; but wli.it comfort could there be ? They 
had been the victims of a ciime as hideous as any 
murder; and yet—liehind the crime—there stretched 
back into the past the prcpara^ioiio .mtl antecedents by 
which they themselves, alack, hid contiihnl'‘d to their 
owm undoing. Had they not l oth trifled with the 
mysterious test of life —he no Icsb than she V And out of 
the daik had come the a.\c-slj’oke that ends weakness, and 
crushes the unstecled inconstant will. 

Ai^ter long silence, she bega.n to talk in a rambling 
delirious way of her months in Bosiua. She spoke of 
the cold, - of the high mountain loneliness—of the 
terrible sights she liad seen—till ho di'ew her shuddering 
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closer into his amis. And yet there was that in her 
talk which amazed him; flashes of insight, of profound 
and passionate experience, which seemed to fashion her 
anew before his eyes. The hard peasant life, in contact 
with the'soil and natural forces; tlie elemental facts of 
birth and motherlfood, of daily toil and suflering; what 
it means to fighi oppiessors for freedom, and see your 
dearegt,—son, lover, wife, betrotliod,—die horribly amid 
the clash of arms; into this cauldron of human fate had 
Kitty plunged her light soul, an<l in some ways, Ashe 
scarcol}' knew her again. 

She recuiTCil often to the story of a j’outh, handsome 
and beardless, who had been wounded by a stray Turkish 
shot, in the course of the long climb to the village where she 
nursed. He had managed to gam the height, and then 
killed by the marcli as much as by tiie shot, lie had sunk 
down to die, on the gj‘ound-flooi of the house where 
Kitty lived. 

‘ He w'as a stranger—no one knew liini in the village 
—no one cared. They had their own griefs. I dressed his 
wound—and gave him water. lie thought I was his 
mother, and asked me to kiss him. J kissed him, W’illiam 
—and he smiled once—before the last hemorrhage. If 
jwi had seen the cold dismal room—and his poor face ! ’ 

Ashe gathered her to his breast. An<l after awhile, she 
said, with closed eyes— 

' Oh what pain tliere is in the vorld, William ! -what 
pain ! That’s what—I never knew 

The evening wore on. All the noises ceased down¬ 
stairs. One by one the guests came up the stone stairs 
and along the creaking corridor. Boots were thrown out, 
the doors'closed. The strokes of eleven o’clock rang out 
from the village campanile; and amid tiie 4 ulci. of ihe 
now drizzling rain, the echoes of the bell lingered on the 
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ear. Last of all a woman's step passed the doo^; 
stopped at the door of Kitty’s room, as though someone 
listened, and then gently returned. ‘Fraulein Annal' 
said Kitty—‘ she’s a good soul.' 

Soon nothing was heard but the roar of the flooded 
stream on one side of the old narrov building, and the 
dripping of rain on the other. Their low voices were 
amply covered by these sounds. The night lay before 
theji; safe and undisturbed. Candles burnt bn the 
mantelpiece, and on a table behind Kitty’s head was a 
paraflin lam^j. She seemed to have a craving for light. 

' Kitty ! ’—said Ashe, suddenly bending over her,— 
‘ undeistand ! 1 sha-' never leave you again.’ 

She started, her head fell back on his arm, and her 
brown eyes considered him : 

‘ William !—I saw the “ Standard ” at Geneva. Aren't 
you going home—because of politics ? ’ 

‘ A few telegrams will settle that. T shall take you to 
Geneva to-morrow. We shall get doctors there.’ 

A little smile played about her mouth,—a smile which 
did not seem to have anv reference to his words or to her 

mj 

next question. 

‘ Nobody thinks of the book now, do they, William ? ’ 

‘ No, Kitty, no!—It's all forgotten, dear.’ 

‘ Oh ’ it was abominable.’ She dre/v a long breath. 

‘ But I can’t help it --I did get a lioriid ples' Ure out of 
writing it,—till Venice,—till you Jcit off loving me. Oh! 
WTlliam, William !—what a good Lliing it is I'm dying.’ 

‘ Hush, Kitty—hu h.’ 

‘It gives one such an unfair advantage though, 
doesn’t it? You can’t ever be angry with me again. 
There won’t be time. William dear! -—I haven’t had a 
brain like other people I know it. It's only since I’ve 
been so ill—that I’ve been sane • It’s a strange feeling—as 
though one had been hied —and some poison had drained 
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a\^ay. But it would never do for me to take a turn and 
live ! Oh no!—people like me are better safely under the 
grass. Oh, my beloved, my beloved !—I just want to say 
that, all the time, and nothing else.—I've hungered so to 
say it!' , 

lie answered l^r with all the anguish, all the pas¬ 
sionate fruitless tenderness, and vain comfortings that 
rise from the human heart in such a strait. But when he 
asked her pardon for his hardness towards the Dean’s 
petition, when he said that his conscience had tormented 
him thenceforward, she would scaicely hear a word. 

‘You did quite riglit,'she said, peremptorily,—‘quite 
right.’ 

Then she raised herself on her arm and looked at 
him. 

‘ William ! ’ she said, witli a strange kindled expiession 
‘ I—I don’t think I can live any more! I think—I’m 
dying—here—now '' 

She fell back on her pillows, and he sprang to his 
feet, crying th.at he must go for Fraulein Anna, and a 
doctor. But she held him feebly, motioning towards the 
brandy and strychnine. ‘ Tliat’s all—you can do.’ 

He gave them to her, and again slie revived and smiled 
at him. 

* Don’t be frightened. It was a sudden feeling—it 
Oiime over me—that this dear little room—and your arms 
—would be the end. Oh! how much best !—Theio!—tha' 
was foolish !—I’m bettor. It isn't .mly the lungs, you 
see ; they say the heart’s worst. 1 icarly went at Vevey, 
one night. It was such a long faun. 

Then she lay quiet, with her hand in liis, in a dreamy 
peaceful state, and his panic subsided. Once she stmt 
messages to Lady Tranmore—messages full of sorrow, 
touched also—by a word here, a look thei e—bv tne cii.am 
of the old Kiti\. 
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* 1 don’t desei^ td die like Bhe said once, 'with a 
« haU-impatient gefitnre. ' Not^mg^oan torevetlt it’s being 
beautiful—e,nd touching—yon know; our meeting like 
this—and your goodness to me. Oh ! Tm glad. But I 
don't ant to glorify—what I've done.— Shame \—Shame t * 

And again her face contiacted 'nAth the old habitual 
agony, only to be soothed away gradually by his tone and 
presence, the spending of his whole being in the broken 
words of love 

Towards the morning, when, as it seemed to him, she 
had been sleeping for a time, and he had been, if not 
sleeping, at least dreaming aw akc beside her, he heard a 
little low laugh, and ’ooked lound Hci blown eyes were 
wide open, till they seomed to hll the small blighted face; 
and they weic fixed on an einpt^ chan the other side of 
the file 

‘ It's so stiange—m this illness,' she whispeied—‘ that 
it makes one dieam—and gcneially kind dreams. If^s 
lever—but it s nice' She turned and looked at him. 

‘ Hairy was theie, "Williatn—sitting m that chair. Kot a 
baby anj moit—but a In le follow—and so lively, and 
strong, and quick T had j ou both-^6o^A.’ 

Looking bock afteiwaids, also, he remembered that she 
spoke several times of loligious hopes and beliefs‘-*-espe- 
ciallyof the hope m another life—and hit they seemed to 
sustainhei. Most keenly did he in^sollect the d lioaoy with 
which she had lefiained from asking bi$ opinion upotithem, 
lest it should trouble him not to be able to uphold or agree 
with her; while, at the same time, she wished him io have 
the comfort of remembering that she had drawn strength 
and calm, in these last hours, from religious thoughts. 

I 

For they proved indeed to be the last hours. About 
three the morUiDg began to dawn, clear and rosy, with 
nch lights striking on the snow. Suddenly Kitfy Sat up, 
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disengaged herself from her wraps, and tottered to her 
feel. 

‘I’ll go back to my room,’ she said in bewilderment. 
‘ I'd rather.’ 

And as she clung to inin, with a startled yet half- 
considering look, sjje g.ized louiiil li<3r, at the bright fire, 
the morning light, the chair fioiii winch he had risen,— 
his face. * 

He <tried to dissuade her. But she would go. Her 
aspect however was death-hke, and as he softly undid 
the doors, and half-helped hidf-cariied her across the 
passage, he said to her that he must go and waken 
Fraulein Anna and find a doctor. 

‘No—no.' Sliegiaspod linn with all her remaining 
strength ; ‘ si.iv witli me.’ 

They entered the little, room, winch seemed to bo in a 
glory of light, foi the sun sLiiking across the low roof of 
the inn had caught the fonmy waterfall beyond, and the 
reflection of it on the wlnte walls and ceiling was 
dazzling. 

Beside the bed she swayed and nearly fell. 

‘I won’t undress,' she inurmuied,— ‘I'll just lie 
dov-'n.’ 


She lay down with his help, turning her face to make a 
fond, baldly articulate sound, and press liei chock against 
his. Ill a few ’umiifces n. seemed to liim that she was 
sleeping again. Ho softly went out of the room and 
downstairs. There, eaily as it was ho found Fraulein 
Anna, who looked at him with amaze,nent. 

‘Where can I find a doctor?' iie asked her, and 
they talked for a fevv minutes, after which she went 
upstairs beside him, trembling and flushed. 

They found Kitty hing on licr side, hei face liidden 
entirely in tlic curls which had fallen across it, .<.nd one 
arm hanging. There was that iu her a spec, w'.irh a^^.de 
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them both vccoil. Thou Ashe rushed to her with a o y, 
and as he passionately kissed her cold cheek, he heard 
the clamour of the frightened girl behind him. ‘Ach, 
Gott!—Ach, Gobi! ’—and the voices of others, men and 
women, who began to crowd into the narrow room. 
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jijS. Hereward the Wake. B\ Chari 1 - Imni.s. ev. 

107. Hypatia. ByCiiA:!!.'' Inim.^iea 

166 Alton Locke, Tailor and Poet. By C ' arii-s K s- fry. ^ 

163. Westward Hoi By Chari i-s Ki.ni.s i y W i'U 1 'nFr.'.it 
164 Adveuturos in Mashonaland. By B''.' rhassi 11 and 

Sl-EEMAN. 

163. Richard Escott. By 1 C. H Cooper 
162 Lady William By ^^rs (')iiiiiani. 

161. M.xrion Darche ICy !•’ Marion I'l .'^atoid 

158 Pietro Ghislen. By B. Marion C' wom. o, 

157 Thfe Last Touches. By Mrs CFihoord 

156 Strolling Players By CJ. M. Yon(,.', ami f R Coleridgi 
155. Grisly Grisoll By C M Yo.nm' 

154 Records of Tennyson, Ruskin, and Browning By Mra. Rli'CTilE. 
153 The Marplot By S R B^sagh i 

152. John Trevennick. By \V. C Rhoadfa. 
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151. A More Cypher T 3 y Mary Angfla DicKtN^ 

150. A Bom Player. By Mary Wpvr. 

149. The Beal Thing, etc By JIknky Jamrs 
# 48. The Lesson of the Master, etc. By JIi nry Jamks. 

147 Don Orsino. By K Mariov Crawmoko 
146 The Heir Presumptive and the Heir Apparent. Bv Mrs. 
Omthani. 

145. Under Pressure B> the Marciii.sa Tin udoi i. 

144 The,Children of the King By F. Makdn Cu vwforjj 

I4j Imperial Federation. P.y ti- B 1 ’arkin 

142. Imperial Defence. By Sir C'iias Dii ki' jirul S Wiiuin^on 

141 Helen Treveryan By Sn M. PuRANn, K C I F 

140. The Story of Siclr. By Major (.Iamimi k Paki y 

139. The Three Fates. By F Marion Fkaw i i -k d. 

138. ffhe Marriage of Elinor. By Mrs. Oi rviiAN 1 
137. A Strange Elopement. liy W. Ci akic Rr s,i ii 
136. A First Family of Tiisajara. By Bki- 1 li \ m 1 . 

135. The Histoi-y of David Grieve By Mis IIi miurv \V\ri' 

I3B Mariam, or Twenty-one Days By II \ k i«ir 

133. The Railway Man and his Children lA Mis OriruAM. 

132. Blanche. Lady Falaise B> J P. Siio! i,i(U,si'. 

131 Cecilia de Noel. By I A^ol' l< .\i < om 1; 

129 Tho Witch of Prague B,- !■. Maiugn Ci awkord. lllii'.irated 
128 That Stick l>y(' .M \ov(.i.\ 

127. Nevermore By Roii* 1 !oi dkrwckiij. 

I2(> Tim 

124. A Sydney-Side Saxon. IiyBoii- Boi i>ki U'IOd. 

123 Tho Philadeljilimn !!> '- I 1 1 n vi -.i. , M I* 

122 Khaled. By I'". Mvki.i\ < Kiwi-niN.') 

119. Two Penniless Pimcea.sea. liv (.'11 \ 1,11 m 11 'I So', 

118 Tho Expansion ol England By J. R. .*^1 1 -m \ 

116, A Colonial Ret or mer B\ InOi r Bi.i j)I'i 

I is;. Kirsteen. I’9 i'is (■)(ii'n\M 

114, Tho Squatter's Dieairi By Boil Boi 1 )i-1 \\ < oi. 

113 More Bywords B) ( miriimii M 
ii2, Wlieat and Tares. i;y --ii IIinrv ( 

iTi. A Cigarefcte-M.ikeT's Romance B> I Mamu^ ( kwm'ori) 

1 o The Tiagic Muso By lli .i{\ IaMj . 

I o The Ring of Aniasis 1 . Bt ul B\ 1 m s 
(■'7 The Miner's Right B> Iv-ii Boi hkku-u.ij 
'..o. The Ilenots IB sn IJi nri Ci NVNr ii \m 

A Lover of the Beautiful liy tB'-M.\.-(i>f < M k\i\k j tit- x. 
ii>, John Vale’s Guardian By 1 ) (’ici i-tii. Mi 
1';. Tho New Continent By Mis m v 

lui, English Traits B> Kai j ii Waii- I mrr'GN 
90 Sant’llano. Bv I M\ri>)N Ckw > nRi'. 

98. Marooned By \V Ci akk. Ruit-m 1 . 

97. A Reputed Changeling By riiAKi n 1 11 M \(im,i 
96. The Intellectual Lne By I'ltii ii* Pii iii >< i II \aii. ki<>n 
95. The Gospel of the Resurrection. B\ B d.Dj) W 1 siyoi 1 
94, Robbery under Arms}. !;y Km i- B< •! ukiam'dii 
93. An Author’s Love 

92 French and English - A Comparison By I’ ». 1 ri -fix. 

91. Schwartz By I) CiiRi.rih 
90 Neighbours on the Green By Mrs ()i ii-iiAN 1 
89 Greifc-nstoin Bv 1 ‘ M \kir.\ ("raw i-oun 
87. Reuben Sachs. By Amv Lfvv. 
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85. Kophetua the Thirteenth. By Julian Corbett. 

84. Miss Bretherton I 3 y Mrs. fluMPURY Ward. 

83. Beechcroft at Bockstone. liy CiiARLOvrE M. Yonge. 

82, The Counteaa Eve By J H. Siiortiiousi'. * 

80. The Mediation of Ralph Hardelot. By \Vm Minpo. 

79. Creesy ByBkKi H-vitin. 

78. Fraternity . A Romance. 

76. With the Immortals Bv I*'- M\uion Crawford. 

74. WoBsex Tales By Thomas Hardy. 

73 For God and Gold. ] 3 y ju 1 mn C<Hini- rr, 

72. The Arj^onauta of North Liberty. By Bres' JI^rte. 

71 Joyce. By Mrs. Ui iiTfANT. 

70 Chris. By W K Norris. 

69 -1 Teacher of the Violin, and other Tales. ByJ II. SHORi-Housn. 
67. Realmah. By the Author of“ Fueiuis in Coiinnl.” 

66 Biographical Sketches. BvIIakkiei Mariinlait. 

65. Paul Patoff By 1 * Marion Crawford 
64. Marzio’s Crucifix I5v B .Marion Crawford. 

63 The Second Son ]\ Mrs. Oi iriian 1 . 

61, 62. Harmouia By tl Author of ‘‘ Iv'lslle Kussi.ll ’’ 2 veils. 

60 Hitheisea Mere By ^^ady Ari.usi a Noi.i. 

5'!. Zoroaster. By Marhjn C'eAwi-ORD 

57,58 Ism ay’s Children Bj the .'\ui hor of “ 1 loLC.in, M 1 \” 2 vols. 
56 The CoeruleaiiB ■ A Vacation Idyll. J.ySirll .S Cus.mnmja.m. 
55 The Crusade of “ The Excelsior.” Bj ItRFr H-vKih. 

53 i 54 The New Antigone A itomanco 2 sols. 

52 Frederick Hazzleden 1 >\ Ilrioi Wrsiiu ry. 

51 Jill and Jack By 1 *. A IBiiwyn. 

50 Jill By Is. A. Dll I \\\N 

49 The Woodlanders. B/Th'-mas Hardy. 

47. A Garden ot Memories, etc. By .MakijAki* r Vi j ey. 

46 Saraciuesca By 1 * Marion lra'M'Okd. 

44. Critical Miscellanie.s By JmiN Moimry 
41 Ton Brown’s School Days By .lu Old Bnv, 

40 Essays in Criticism. ByM\i'jiiRW .Arnoi n. 

38 About Money. B\ llu; ..Milhur of “ Jolm JI ilif.ix, n...i.tlcimn ” 
36 Sir Percival By I. If. .Shor iiioiisi: 

35 A Modern Teleinach.ts BvC'iiarioim M ' '\(.r 

34 Margaret Jermine B> Fayk MA'-r'K 

32 The Mayor of Castcrbridgc Bv 'l o" ias II \rd'. 

28 A Northern Lily Bt |oan\a HaR' .on. 

26 LivingorDead By Hi i.ii C'>nw’\ v, ..V . I’or o'd d'c L ’tic. 

21 Aunt Rachel By D Ciirimii Mdrkav 

15. Tales of Old Japan -’v A B. Mm oKii. W " i tilu-u.ai<nis. 

14 Tales of Three Cities By IIl!.^KY Jami " 

IT Souvenirs of some Continents. By \ 1 < in"'oji Fokuks, I.L.D. 
10 Seekers after God B^ Mu ViMici.ilil'-J'. W 1 akkar, D.D. 

O The Conduct ol Life Bv Kai I'li \\ ' do F'iirson 
8 A Tale of a Lonely Parish. B) F M.vkiO.n Lkawrord. 

7 A Roman Singer. By F Marion C'r.aw '.rd. 

6 Dr Claudius A True Story By h Mai 'on Crawford. 

5. Mr Isaacs A Talc of Modem India. !’>> b M arion Ckaw'Ford. 
4 A Family Affair By Htu.h Conw.vv Author nf “ Called Back.” 

Co?nplete Ca'aic^ues sett!post ird on tipphcatiott. 

MACMILLAN AND CO., Ltd., LONDON. 






